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The  Earl  of  Salisbubt.  France  to  King  John. 
The  Lord  Bioot. 

Hl'Bbst  de  BraoB.  Qraof  Euxob,  mother  to  King 

BOBBRT     pAtTbCOIfBIUDOK,  80n    tO         Juhn. 

Robert  Faolconbridgo.  CoMfrrAircB.  mother  to  Arthur. 

Pbiup  the   BasTaro,   his  half-  Bz«anch  of  Spain,  niece  to^King 

broUier.  John. 

Jaxbs  Ourxbt,  fterrant  to  Lady  Ladt  FAnx?oKBRn>oB. 

Fauiconbridge.  Lords,  Citiaen  n  of  AngfermShoHlf, 

Pbtbr  of  Pomf^e^  a  prophet.  Heralds,  Offlceni,  Boldiens  Me«- 

„ —.        « __  sengei-s,  and  other  Attendaata. 

Fkiup,  King  of  France.  ^^    ^ 

8cENX:  PftrUy  in  England^  and  parUy  in  France. 

ACT  I. 

ScBKE  I.    Kino  John's  palace. 

Enter  Kino  John.  Queen  Elinor,  Pembroke,  Bbsbx, 
Saltsbury,  and  othei^s,  icitfi  Ciiatillon. 

K  John.  Now,  say,  Clmtillon,  what  would  France  with 
us? 

Chat  Thus,  after  greeting,  speaks  the  King  of  France 
In  mv  beliaviour  to  the  muiest3% 
The  borrow'd  inaiesty,  of  England  here. 

Eli.  A  strange  beginning:  "  boiTow*d  majesty!" 

K.  John.  Bilence,  good  mother;  liear  the  embassy. 

ChtU.  Philip  of  France,  in  right  and  true  behalf 
Of  thy  deceased  brother  Geffrey  s  son, 
Arthur  Plantagcnet,  hiys  most  lawful  claim 

(7) 
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8  KING  JOHN.  [ACT  L 

To  this  fair  island  and  the  territories,  10 

To  Ireland,  Poictiers,  Anjou,  Touraine,  Maine, 
Desiring  thee  to  lay  aside  the  sword 
Whicli  sways  usurpingly  these  several  titles, 
And  put  the  same  into  }'oung  Arthur's  Band, 
Thy  nephew  and  right  roj^al  sovereign. 

JC.  John.  What  follows  if  we  disallow  of  this? 

Chat,  The  proud  control  of  fierce  and  hloody  war. 
To  enforce  these  rights  so  forcibly  withheld. 

K.  John.  Here  have  we  war  for  war  and  blood  for  blood, 
Controlment  for  controlment:  so  answer  France.  20 

Chat.  Then  take  my  king's  defiance  from  my  mouth. 
The  farthest  limit  of  my  embassy. 

K.  John.  Bear  mine  to  him,  and  so  depart  in  peace: 
^*     Be  thou  as  lightning  in  tlie  eyes  of  Prance; 
*       For  ere  thou  canst  report  I  will  be  there. 
The  thunder  of  ray  cannon  shall  be  heard: 
So  hence!    Be  thou  the  trumpet  of  our  wrath 
V '  And  sullen  presage  of  yonr  ow^n  decay. 

^  An  honourable  conduct  hgt  him  Imve: 

^  Pembroke,  look  to*t.     Farewell,  Chalillon.  80 

^^  [Exeunt  ChatiUon  and  Pembroke. 

\  Ml.  What  now,  my  son !  have  I  not  ever  said 

How  that  ambitious  Constance  would  not  cease 
Till  she  had  kindled  France  and  all  the  world. 
Upon  the  right  and  party  of  I.er  son? 
This  might  have  been  prevented  and  made  whole 
With  very  easy  arguments  of  love. 
Which  now  the  manage  of  two  kingdoms  must 
With  fearful  bloody  issue  arbitrate. 

K.  John.  Our  strong  possession  and  our  right  for  us. 

JSli.  Your  strong  possession  much  more  than  your  right. 
Or  else  it  must  go  wrong  with  you  and  me:  41 

So  much  my  conscience  whispers  in  your  car. 
Which  none  but  heaven  and  you  and  1  shall  hear. 

Enter  a  Sheriff. 

Es8ex.  My  liege,  here  is  the  strangest  controversy 
Come  from  the  country  to  be  judged  by  you 
That  e'er  I  heard:  shall  I  produce  the  men? 

K.  John.  Let  them  approach. 
Our  abbeys  and  our  priories  shall  pay 
This  expedition's  charge. 

Enter  Robebt  Faulconbredoe,  and  Philif  his  bastard 

brother. 

What  men  ar«  you? 
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B(ut.  Your  faithful  subject  I,  a  gentleman  50 

Born  in  Northamptonshire  and  eldest  son. 
As  I  suppose,  to  Robert  Faulconbridge, 
A  soldier,  by  the  honour-giving  band 
Of  C<cur-de-lion  knighted  in  the  field. 

JC  John,  What  art  thou? 

Rub.  The  son  and  heir  to  that  same  Faulconbridge. 

K.  John.  Is  that  the  elder,  and  art  thou  the  heir? 
You  came  not  of  one  mother  then,  it  seems. 

Bttnt.  Most  certain  of  one  mother,  mightv  king; 
That  is  well  known;  and.  as  I  think,  one  father:  60 

But  for  the  certain  knowledge  of  that  truth 
I  put  you  o*er  to  heaven  and  to  mv  mother: 
Of  that  I  doubt,  as  all  men's  children  may. 

Eli.  Out  pn  thee,  rude  man!  thou  dost  shame  thy  mother 
And  wound  her  honour  with  this  diffidence. 

Boat.  I,  madam?  no.  I  have  no  reason  for  it; 
That  is  mv  brother*s  plea  and  none  of  mine; 
The  which  if  he  can  prove,  a'  pops  me  out 
At  least  from  fair  five  hundred  pounds  a  year: 
Heaven  guard  my  mother's  honour  and  my  land!  70 

K.  John.  A  good  blunt  fellow.     Why,  being  younger 
born. 
Doth  he  lay  claim  to  thine  inheritance? 

Ba^t.  I  know  not  why,  except  to  get  the  land. 
But  once  he  slauder'd  me  with  bastardy: 
But  whether  I  be  as  true  begot  or  no, 
That  still  I  lay  upon  my  mother's  head. 
But  that  I  am  as  well  begot,  my  liege, — 
Fair  fall  the  bones  that  took  the  pains  for  mel — 
Comoare  our  faces  and  be  judge  yourself. 
If  old  sir  Robert  did  beget  us  both  80 

And  were  our  father  and  this  son  like  him, 

0  old  sir  Robert,  father,  on  my  knee 

1  give  heaven  thanks  I  was  not  like  to  thee! 

K.  John.  Why,  what  a  madcap  hath  heaven  lent  us  herel 

EU.  He  hath  a  trick  of  Coeur-de-liou*s  face; 
The  accent  of  his  tongue  affecteth  him. 
Do  Ton  not  read  some  tokens  of  my  son 
In  the  large  composition  of  this  man? 

K,  John.  Mine  eye  hath  well  examined  his  parts 
And  find  them  perfect  Richard.    Sirrali,  speak,  90 

What  doth  move  you  to  claim  your  brother's  land? 

Bait.  Because  he  hath  a  half -face,  like  my  father. 
With  half  that  face  would  he  have  all  my  land: 
A  half -faced  groat  five  hundred  pound  a  year! 

Bab,  My  gracious  liege,  when  tnat  my  father  livw!. 
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Your  brother  did  employ-  my  father  much, — 

Bast.  Well,  Bir.  by  this  you  cannot  get  my  land; 
Your  tale  must  be  how  he  employ'd  my  mother. 

Rftb.  And  once  dispntch'd  him  in  an  embassy 
To  Germany,  there  with  the  emperor  100 

To  treat  of  high  affairs  touching  thnt  time. 
The  advantage  of  his  absence  took  the  king 
And  in  the  mean  time  sojourn'd  at  my  father's; 
Where  liow  lie  did  prevail  I  shame  io%peak, 
But  truth  is  truth :  large  lengths  of  seas  and  shores 
Between  my  father  and  my  mother  la}', 
As  I  have  heard  my  father  speak  himself. 
When  this  same  lustv  gentleman  was  got. 
Upon  his  death-bed  he  by  will  bcqueatlfd 
His  lauds  to  me,  and  took  it  on  his  death  110 

That  this  my  mother*s  son  was  none  of  liis; 
And  if  he  were,  he  came  into  the  world 
Full  fourteen  weeks  before  tlic  course  of  time. 
Then,  good  my  liege,  let  me  have  what  is  mine. 
My  father's  land,  as  was  my  father's  will. 

K.  John,  Sirrah,  your  brother  is  legitimate; 
Your  father's  wife  did  after  wedlock  bear  him. 
And  if  she  did  play  false,  the  fault  was  hers; 
Which  fault  lies  on  the  hazards  of  all  husbands 
That  marry  wives.     Tell  me,  how  if  my  brother,  120 

Wlio,  as  you  say,  took  pains  to  get  this  son, 
Had  of  your  father  claim'd  this  son  for  his? 
In  sooth,  good  friend,  your  father  might  have  kept 
This  calf  bred  from  liis  cow  from  all  the  world; 
In  sooth  he  might;  then,  if  lie  were  my  brother's. 
My  brother  might  not  claim  him;  nor  your  father, 
B^ng  none  of  his,  refuse  him:  this  concludes; 
My  mother's  son  did  get  your  father's  heir; 
Your  father's  heir  must  have  your  fatlier's  land. 

Rob.  Shall  then  my  father's  will  be  of  no  force  180 

To  dispOBsese  that  child  which  is  not  his? 

Bant  Of  no  more  force  to  dispossess  me,  sir, 
Than  was  his  will  to  get  mc,  as  I  think. 

Eli.  Whether  hadst  thou  mther  be  a  Faulconbridge 
And  like  thy  brother,  to  enjoy  thy  land, 
Or  the  reputed  son  of  Cceur-de-lion, 
Lord  of  thy  presence  and  no  land  beside? 

Baat.  Madam,  an  if  my  brother  had  my  shape, 
And  I  had  his,  sir  Bobert's  his,  like  him; 
And  if  my  legs  were  two  such  riding  rods,  140 

My  arms  sucfi  eel-skins  stufl'd,  my  face  so  thin 
That  in  mine  ear  I  durst  not  stick  a  rose 
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Lest  men  should  say  "Look,  where  three-farthings  goes!'* 
And,  to  his  shape,  were  heir  to  all  this  land. 
Would  I  might  never  stir  from  off  this  place, 
1  would  give  it  every  foot  to  have  this  face; 
I  would  not  be  sir  Nob  in  any  case. 

EfL  1  like  thee  well:  wilt  thou  forsake  thy  fortune, 
Bequeath  thy  land  to  him  and  follow  me? 
I  am  a  soldier  and  now  bound  to  France.  150 

BatL  Brother,  take  you  my  land,  I'll  take  my  chance. 
Your  face  hatli  got  five  huodred  pound  a  year, 
Yet  sell  your  face  for  five  pence  and  'tis  dear. 
Madam,  I'll  follow  you  unto  the  death. 

Eli.  Nay,  I  would  have  you  go  before  me  thither. 

Btt9t,  Our  country  manners  give  our  Jxjltcrs  way. 

K.  John,  What  is  thy  name? 

BitMt.  Philip,  my  liege,  so  is  my  name  begun; 
Piiilip,  good  old  sir  Robert's  wife's  eldest  son. 

K.  Jtfhn.  From  henceforth  bear  his  name  whose  form 
thou  l>car*st:  1<K) 

Kneel  thou  down  Philip,  but  rise  more  great, 
Ari<te  sir  liichurd  and  riantagenct. 

Btiif,  Brother  by  the  mother's  side,  give  me  your  hand: 
My  father  gave  me  honour,  3'ours  gave  land. 
N«»w  blessed  be  the  hour,  by  night  or  day, 
When  I  M-as  got,  sir  Rol>ert  was  away! 

EU,  The  very  spirit  of  Plantagenetl 
I  am  thy  ^randam,  Richard;  o^il  me  so. 

Btt*t.  Madam,  by  chance  but  not  by  truth;  what  though? 
Something  about,  a  little  from  the  ri^ht,  170 

In  at  the  window,  or  else  o'er  tiie  natch: 
Who  dares  not  stir  by  day  must  walk  by  night, 

*\nd  have  is  have,  however  men  do  catch: 
*  Near  or  far  off.  well  won  is  still  well  shot. 
And  I  am  I,  howe'er  I  was  begot. 

K.  John.  Go,  Faulconbridge :  now  hast  thou  thy  desire; 
A  landless  knight  makes  thee  a  landed  squire. 
Come,  madam,  and  come,  Richard,  we  must  speed 
For  France,  for  France,  for  it  is  more  than  need. 

Btiist.  Brother,  adieu:  good  fortune  come  to  thee!       180 
For  thou  wast  got  i'  the  way  of  honesty. 

[Extunt  aU  hut  Bavtctrd, 
A  foot  of  honour  better  than  I  was; 
But  many  a  many  foot  of  land  tlie  worse. 
Well,  now  can  I'm.ike  an}'  Joan  a  lady. 
**  Good  den,  sir  Richard! ' — '*Grod-a-mcrc\%  fellow'." — 
And  if  his  name  be  Greorge.  I'll  call  him  Peter; 
For  new-made  honour  doth  forget  mcn'.s  names; 
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'Tis  too  respective  and  too  sociable 

For  your  conversion.     Now  your  traveller, 

He  and  his  toothpick  at  my  worship's  mess,  190 

And  when  my  knightly  stomach  is  sufficed, 

Wliy  then  I  suck  my  teeth  and  catechize 

My  picked  man  of  countries:  **  My  dear  sir," 

Thus,  leaning  on  mine  elbow,  I  begin, 

**  I  shall  beseech  you  " — that  is  question  now; 

And  then  comes  answer  like  an  Absey  book: 

*•  O  sjr,"  says  answer,  "  at  your  best  command; 

At  vour  employment;  at  your  service,  sir:" 

*'  Iso,  sir,"  says  Question,  *'  I,  sweet  sir,  at  yours:" 

And  so,  ere  answer  knows  wliat  question  would,  200 

Saving  in  dialogue  of  compliment, 

And  talking  of  the  Alps  and  Apennines, 

The  Pyrenean  and  the  river  Po, 

It  draws  toward  supper  in  conclusion  so. 

But  this  is  worshipful  society 

And  fits  the  mounting  spirit  like  myself. 

For  he  is  but  a  bastard  to  the  lime 

That  doth  not  smack  of  observation ; 

And  so  am  I,  whether  I  smack  or  no; 

And  not  alone  in  habit  and  device,  210 

Exterior  form,  outMard  accoutrement, 

But  from  the  inward  motion  to  deliver 

Bweet,  sweet,  sweet  poison  for  the  age's  tooth: 

Which,  though  I  will  not  practise  to  deceive. 

Yet,  to  avoid  deceit,  I  mean  to  learn; 

For  it  shall  strew  the  footsteps  of  my  rising. 

But  who  comes  in  such  haste  in  riding-robes? 

What  woman-post  is  this?  hath  she  no  husband 

That  will  take  pains  to  blow  a  horn  before  her? 

Enter  Lady  Paui.conbridge  and  James  Gurkey. 

O  me!  it  is  my  mother.     How  now,  good  lady!  220 

What  brings  you  here  to  court  so  hastily? 

Lady  F,  Where  is  that  slave,  thy  brother?  where  is-hc, 
'  That  holds  in  chase  mine  honour  up  and  down? 

Bast.  My  brother  Robert?  old  sir  Robert's  son? 
Gol  brand  the  giant,  that  same  mighty -man? 
Is  it  sir  Robert's  son  that  you  seek  so? 

Lady  F.  Sir  Robert's  son!    Ay,  thou  nnreverend  boy. 
Sir  Robert's  son:  why  scorn'st  thou  at  sir  Robert? 
He  is  sir  Robert's  son,  and  so  art  thou. 

BaM.  James  Gurne3%  wilt  thou  give  us  leave  awhile? 

Gur,  Good  leave,  good  Philip.  231 

Bait,  Philip!  sparrow:  James, 
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There's  toys  abroad:  anoal'll  tell  thee  more. 

[Szil  Chimey, 
Madam,  I  was  not  old  sir  Robert's  son : 
Sir  Robert  might  have  eat  his  part  in  me 
Upon  Good-Friday  and  ne'er  broke  his  fast: 
Sir  Robert  could  do  well :  marry,  to  confess, 
Could  he  get  me?    Sir  Robert  could  not  do  it: 
We  know  his  handiwork:  therefore,  good  mother, 
To  whom  am  I  beholding  for  these  limbs? 
Sir  Robert  never  holp  to  make  this  leg.  240 

Lady  F,  Hast  thou  conspired  with  thy  brother  too, 
That  for  thine  own  gain  shouldst  defend  mine  honour? 
What  means  this  scorn,  thou  most  untoward  knave? 

Bast.  Knight,  knight,  good  mother,  Basilisco-like. 
What!  I  am  dubb'd!  I  have  it  on  my  shoulder. 
But,  mother,  I  am  not  sir  Robert's  son ; 
I  have  disclaimed  sir  Robert  and  my  land; 
Legitimation,  name  and  all  is  gone : 
Then,  good  my  mother,  let  me  know  my  father; 
Some  proper  man,  I  hope:  who  was  it,  mother?  250 

Ixidy  F.  Hast  thou  denied  thyself  a  Faulconbridge? 

Batt,  As  faithfully  as  I  deny  the  devil. 

Lady  F.  King  Richard  Coeur- de-lion  was  thy  father: 
By  long  and  vehement  suit  I  was  seduced 
To  make  room  for  him  in  my  husband's  bed: 
Heaven  lay  not  m}*^  transgression  to  my  charge! 
Thou  art  the  issue  of  my  dear  offence. 
Which  was  so  strongly  urged  past  my  defence. 

Bast.  Now,  by  this  light,  were  I  to  get  again, 
Madam,  I  would  not  wish  a  better  father.  260 

Some  sins  do  bear  their  privilege  on  earth, 
And  so  doth  yours;  your  fault  was  not  your  folly: 
Needs  must  you  lay  your  heart  at  his  dispose, 
Subjected  tribute  to  commanding  love. 
Against  whose  fury  and  unmatched  force 
The  aweless  lion  could  not  wage  the  fight, 
I  Nor  keep  his  princely  heart  from  Richard's  band. 
He'that  perforce  robs  lions  of  their  hearts 
May  easily  win  a  woman's.    Ay,  my  mother, 
With  ail  my  heart  I  thank  thee  for  my  fatlierl  270 

Who  lives  and  dares  but  say  thou  didst  not  well 
When  I  was  eot,  V\\  send  his  soul  to  hell. 
Come,  lady,  I  will  show  thee  to  my  kin ; 

And  they  shall  say,  when  Richard  me  begot, 
If  thou  hadst  said  him  nay,  it  had  been  sin : 

Who  says  it  was,  he  lies;  I  say  'twas  not 
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ACT  II. 

ScEins  I.    France,    Btfore  Angier$, 

Enter  Austrta  and  forces^  drums,  etc.  on  one  tide:  on  the 
other  King  Philip  of  France  and  hupovcer;  Lewis,  Ar- 
thur, CoKSTANCE  and  attendants. 

Lew.  Before  Anglers  well  met,  brnvc  Austria. 
Anil  11  r,  that  great  forerunner  of  thy  blood, 
Ilichiird,  thaf  robb'd  the  lion  of  his  heart 
And  fought  the  holy  wars  in  Palestine, 
By  this  brave  duke  came  carl^  to  his  grave: 
And  for  amends  to  his  posterity, 
At  our  importance  hither  is  he  come. 
To  spread  his  coloui-s,  boy,  in  thy  behalf, 
And  to  rebuke  the  usurpation 

Of  thy  unnatural  uncle,  English  John:  10 

Embrace  him,  love  him,  give  him  welcome  hither. 

Arth.  God  shall  for^vc  you  Copur-de-lion's  death 
The  ruther  that  you  give  his  offspring  life. 
Shadowing  their  right  under  your  wings  of  war: 
I  give  j*ou  welcome  with  a  powerless  hand, 
But  wiih  a  henrt  full  of  unslnined  love: 
Welcome  Ixifore  the  gates  of  Anglers,  duke. 

Lew.  A  noble  boy!     Who  would  not  do  thee  right? 

Aust  Upon  thy  cheek  lay  I  this  zealous  kiss, 
As  seal  to  this  indenture  of  my  love,  20 

That  to  my  liomc  I  will  no  more  return. 
Till  Anglers  and  the  right  thou  hast  in  France, 
Together  with  that  pale,  that  white-faced  shore. 
Whose  foot  spurns  back  the  ocean's  roaring  tides 
And  coops  from  other  lands  her  islanders, 
Even  till  that  England,  hedged  in  with  the  main, 
That  water-walled  bulwark,  still  secure 
And  confident  from  foreign  purposes, 
Even  till  that  utmost  corner  of  the  west 
Salute  thee  for  her  king:  till  then,  fair  l)oy,  SO 

Will  I  not  think  of  home,  but  follow  anns. 

Const.  O,  take  bis  mother's  thanks,  a  widow's  thanks, 
Till  your  strong  hand  shall  help  to  give  him  strength 
To  make  a  more  requital  to  your  love! 

Aust.  The  peace  of  heaven  is    theirs    that  lift  tlieir 
swords 
In  such  a  just  and  charitAble  war. 

K.  Phi.  Well  then»  to  work:  our  cannon  shall  be  bent 
Against  the  brows  of  this  resisting  town. 
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Call  for  our  chiefest  men  of  discipline, 

To  cnll  the  plots  of  best  advantages:  40 

We'll  lay  Iwfore  this  town  our  royal  bones, 

Wade  to  tlie  market-plncc  in  Frenchmen's  blood, 

But  we  will  make  it  subject  to  this  boy. 

Conhf.  Stay  for  an  answer  to  your  embassy, 
Lest  unadvised  you  stain  your  swords  with  blood: 
My  Lord  Chutillon  may  from  England  bring 
That  right  in  peace  which  here  we  urge  in  war, 
And  then  we  shall  repent  each  drop  oi  blood 
That  hot  rash  haste  so  indirectly  shed. 


Enter  Chatillon. 


K,  Phi.  A  wonder,  lady  I  lo.  upon  thy  wish, 
Our  messenger  Chatillon  is  arrivcKJ! 
What  England  says,  say  briefly,  gentle  lord; 
We  coldtv  pause  for  thee;  Chatillon,  speak. 

Chtit  Then  turn  your  forces  from  this  paltry  siege. 
And  stir  them  up  against  a  mightier  task. 
England,  impatient  of  your  just  demands,  ^  - 
Hath  put  himself  in  arms:  the  adverse  wiivids. 
Whose  leisure  I  have  stay'd,  have  g).^^u  him  time 
To  land  his  legions  all  as  soon  r«8  I; 

His  marches  are  expedient.Ao  this  town.  (K) 

His  forces  strong,  his  soldiers  confident. 
With  him  along  is  com^  the  mother-queen. 
An  Ate,  stirring  him  to  blood  and  strife: 
With  her  her  niece,  the  Lady  Blanch  of  Spain ; 
With  them  a  bastard  of  tlie  king's  deceased ; 
And  all  the  unsettled  humours  of  the  land, 
Rash,  inconsiderate,  fiery  voluntaries. 
With  ladies'  faces  and  fierce  dragons'  spleens. 
Have  sold  their  fortunes  at  their  native  homes, 
Bearing  their  birthrights  proudly  on  their  backs,  70 

To  maKe  a  hazard  oi  new  fortune^  here: 
In  brief,  a  braver  choice  of  dauntless  spirits 
Than  now  the  English  bottoms  have  wtift  o'er 
Did  never  float  upon  the  sweliiug  tide, 
To  do  oiTence  ana  scath  in  Christendom.  [DrumheaU, 

The  interruption  of  their  churlish  drums 
Cuts  ofl^  more  circumstance:  they  are  at  hand, 
To  parley  or  to  fight;  therefore  prepmre. 

Jl.  Phi.  How  much  unlook'd  for  is  this  expedition  I 

Au9t.  By  bow  much  unexpected,  by  so  much  80 

We  must  awake  endeavour  for  defence; 
For  courage  mountetli  with  occasion: 
Let  them  be  welcome  then ;  we  are  prepared. 


SO  I 
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Enter  Ktjxq  John,  Elinor,  Blakch,  the  Bastard,  Lords, 

andfoi'txs. 

K.  John,  Peace  be  to  Fraucc,  if  France  in  peace  per- 
mit 
Our  just  and  lineal  entrance  to  our  own ; 
If  not,  bleed  France,  and  peace  ascend  to  heaven, 
AVhiles  we,  God's  wrathful  agent,  do  correct 
Their  proud  contempt  that  Ik'uIs  His  peace  to  heaven.  | 

K,  Phi,  Peace  be  to  England,  if  that  war  return 
From  France  to  England,  there  to  live  in  peace.  90 

England  we  love;  and  for  that  England's  sake 
With  burden  of  our  armour  here  we  sweat. 
This  toil  of  ours  sliould  be  a  work  of  thine; 
But  thou  from  loving  England  art  so  far, 
That  thou  host  under- wrought  his  lawful  king, 
Cut  oflf  the  sequence  of  posterity. 
Out-faced  infant  state  and  done  a  rape 
Upoa  the  maiden  virtue  of  the  crown. 
Look  here  upc^  thy  brother  Geffrey's  face; 
Tliese  eyes,  these  brows,  were  moulded  out  of  his:         100 
This  little  abstract  doth  contain  that  large 
Which  died  in  Geffrey,  anii  *he  hand  of  time 
Shall  draw  this  brief  into  as  In^ee  a  volume. 
'Tliat  Geffrey  was  thy  elder  brotW^born, 
And  this  his  son ;  England  was  GelTre3''s  right 
And  this  is  Geffrey's:  in  the  name  of  God 
How  comi'S  it  then  that  thou  art  caird  a  king, 
When  living  blood  doth  in  these  temples  beau 
Which  owe  the  crown  that  thou  o'ermasteresl? 

K.  John.  From  whom  hast  thou  this  great  commission, 
France,  110 

To  draw  my  answer  from  thy  articles? 

K.  Phi.  From    that   supernal    judge,    that   stirs   good 
thoughts 
In  any  breast  of  strong  authority. 
To  look  into  the  blots  and  stains  of  right: 
That  judge  hath  made  me  guardian  to  this  boy: 
Under  whose  warrant  1  impeach  thy  wrong 
And  by  whose  help  I  mean  to  chastise  it. 

K,  John.  Alack,  thou  dost  usurp  authority. 

K.  Phi.  Excuse ;  it  is  to  l)eat  usurping  down. 

EHi.  Who  is  it  thou  dost  call  usurper,  France?  120 

Const,  Let  me  make  answer;  thy  usurping  son. 

Eli.  Out,  insolent  I  thy  bastard  shall  he  king, 
That  thou  mayst  be  a  queen,  and  check  the  world! 

Const.  My  lied  was  ever  to  thy  son  as  trao 
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As  thine  was  to  thy  liusband ;  and  this  boy 

Liker  in  feature  to  his  faiher  Oeffrey 

Than  thou  and  John  in  manners;  being  as  like 

As  rain  to  water,  or  devil  to  his  dam. 

My  boy  a  bastard  I    By  my  soul,  I  tliink 

His  father  never  was  so  true  begot:  180 

It  cannot  be,  an  if  thou  wcrt  his  mother. 

Eli.  There's  a  good  mother,  boy,  that  blots  thy  father. 

Const,  There's  a  good  grandam,  boy,  that  would  blot ' 
thee. 

Aust,  Peace  1 

Bast.  Hear  the  crier. 

Aust.  What  the  devil  art  thou? 

Bast.  One  that  will  play  the  devil,  sir,  with  you, 
An  a'  may  catch  your  hide  and  you  alone : 
You  are  the  hare  of  whom  the  proverb  goes. 
Whose  valour  plucks  dead  lions  by  the  beard: 
1*11  smoke  vour  skin-coat,  an  I  catch  you  right; 
Sirrah,  look  to't;  i'  faith,  I  will,  i'  faith.  140 

Blanch.  0,  well  did  he  become  that  lion's  robe 
That  did  disrobe  the  lion  of  that  robe! 

Bast.  It  lies  as  sightly  on  the  back  of  him 
As  great  Alciik*:)'  shows  upon  an  ass: 
But,  ass,  I'll  take  that  burthen  from  your  back, 
Or  lay  on  that  shall  make  your  shoulders  crack. 

Aust.  What  cracker  is  this  same  that  deafs  our  ears 
With  this  abundance  of  superfluous  breath? 

K.  Phi.  Lewis,  determine  what  we  shall  do  straight. 

Lew.  Women  and  fools,  break  off  your  conference.    150 
King  John,  this  is  the  very  sum  of  all ; 
England  and  Ireland,  Aniou,  Touraine,  Maine, 
In  right  of  Arthur  do  I  claim  of  thee : 
Wilt  thou  resign  them  and  lay  down  thy  arms? 

JT.  John.  My  life  as  soon:  I  do  defy  thee,  France. 
Arthur  of  Breta^rne,  jield  thee  to  my  hand ; 
And  out  of  my  dear  love  I'll  give  thee  more 
Than  e'er  the  coward  hand  of  France  can  w*ln: 
Submit  thee,  boy. 

SU.  Come  to  thy  grandam,  cliild. 

CkmH.  Do,  child,  go  to  it  sraudam,  child;  160 

Give  grandam  kingdom,  and  it  grandam  will 
Give  It  a  plum,  a  cherry,  and  a  fig: 
There's  a  good  grandam. 

Arth,  Good  my  mother,  peace  1 

I  would  that  I  were  low  laid  in  my  grave: 
I  am  not  worth  this  coil  that's  made  for  me. 

BH.  His  mother  shames  him  so,  poor  boy,  he  weeps. 
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Congt.  Now  shame  upon  3'ou,  wlietlier  she  does  or  no  I 
His  grundanrR  wroug»,  and  not  Ins  mother's  shames 
Draws  those  heaveu-moving  pearls  from  his  poor  eyes. 
Which  heaven  slmll  take  in  nature  of  a  fee;  170 

Ay,  with  these  crystal  beads  heaven  i-hall  be  bribed 
To  do  him  justice  and  revenge  on  you. 

Eli.  Thou  monstrous  slanderer  of  heaven  and  earth  I 

Const  Thou  monstrous  injurer  of  heaven  and  earth  I 
Call  not  me  slanderer;  thou  and  thine  usuq) 
The  dominations,  royalties  and  rights 
Of  this  oppressed  boy :  this  is  thy  eld'st  son's  son, 
Infortunate  in  nothing  but  in  thee: 
Thy  sins  are  visited  in  this  poor  child ; 
The  canon  of  the  law  is  laid  on  him,  180 

Being  but  the  second  generation 
Removed  from  thy  sin-conceiving  womb. 

K.  John.  Bedlam,  have  done. 

Const.  I  have  but  this  to  say, 

That  he  is  not  only  plagued  for  her  sin, 
But  God  hath  made  her  sin  and  her  the  plague 
On  this  removed  issue,  pht^ued  for  lier 
And  with  her  plague;  her  sm  his  injury, 
Her  injury  the  beadle  to  her  sin, 
All  punish'd  in  the  person  of  this  child. 
And  all  for  her;  a  plague  upon  her!  190 

Eli.  Thou  unadvised  scold,  I  can  produce 
A  will  that  bars  the  title  of  thy  son. 

Const.  Ay,  who  doubts  that?  a  will!  a  wicked  will ; 
A  woman's  will;  a  cankerVl  grandam's  will ! 

K.  Phi.  Peace,  lady!  pause,  or  be  more  temperate: 
It  ill  beseems  this  presence  to  cry  aim 
To  these  ill-tuned  repetitions. 
Some  trumpet  summon  hither  to  the  walls 
These  men  of  Angiers:  let  us  hear  them  speak 
Whose  title  they  admit,  Arthur's  or  John  s.  200 

Trumpet  sounds.    Enter  certain  Citizens  vpon  the  walls. 

First  Cit.  Who  is  it  that  hath  warn'd  us  to  the  walls? 

K.  Phi.  'Tis  France,  for  England. 

K.  John.  England,  for  itself. 

You  men  of  Angiers,  and  my  loving  subjects. — 

K.  Phi,  You  loving  men  of  Angiers,  Arthur's  subjects, 
Our  trumpet  call'd  you  to  this  gentle  parle — 

K.  John.  For  our  advantage;  therefore  hear  us  first. 
These  flags  of  France,  that  are  advanced  here 
Before  the  eye  and  prospect  of  your  (own, 
Have  hither  march'd  to  your  endamagement: 
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Tbe  cannons  have  their  bowels  full  of  wrath,  210 

And  ready  mounteil  are  they  to  spit  forth 

Their  iron  indignation  'gainst  your  walls: 

All  preparation  for  a  bloody  siege 

And  merciless  proceeding  by  these  French 

Confronts  your  city's  eyes,  your  winking  gates; 

And  but  for  our  approach  those  sleeping  stones, 

That  as  a  waist  doth  girdle  yuu  about, 

By  tbe  compulsion  of  their  ordinance 

By  this  time  from  their  iixed  beds  of  lime 

md  l)eeu  dishabitcd,  and  wide  havoc  made  220 

For  bloody  power  to  rush  upon  your  peace. 

But  on  the  sight  of  us  your  lawful  king, 

Who  painfully  with  much  expedient  march 

Have  brought  a  countercheck  Ijcforc  your  gates, 

To  save  unscmtch'd  your  city's  threatened  cheeks, 

Behold,  the  Frencli  amazed  vouchsafe  a  parlc; 

And  now,  instead  of  bullets  wrapp'd  in  flrc, 

To  make  a  shaking  fever  in  your  walls, 

They  shoot  but  calm  words  folded  up  in  smoke. 

To  make  a  faithless  error  in  your  ears:  280 

Which  trust  accordingly  kind  citizens, 

And  let  us  in,  your  king,  whose  laboured  spirits, 

Forwcaried  in  this  action  of  swift  speed, 

Crave  harbounige  within  your  city  walls. 

K,  Phi.  When  I  have  said,  make  answer  to  us  both. 
Lo.  in  this  right  hand,  whose  protection 
Is  most  divinely  vow'd  upon  the  right 
Of  him  it  holds,  stands  young  Plnntngeuet, 
Son  to  the  elder  brother  of  tins  man. 
And  king  o'er  him  and  all  that  he  enjoys:  240 

For  this  down  trodden  equity,  we  ti-ead 
In  warlike  march  these  greens  before  your  town. 
Being  no  further  enemy  to  you 
Than  the  (tonstraint  of  hospitable  zeal 
In  the  relief  of  this  oppressed  child 
lleligiously  provokes.     Be  pleased  then 
To  pay  that  duty  which  you  tnily  owe 
To  him  that  owes  it,  namely  this  young  prince: 
And  then  our  arms,  like  to  a  muzzled  bear, 
Save  in  aspect,  hath  all  oifence  seal'd  up;  260 

Our  cannon's  malice  vainly  shall  be  spent 
Against  the  invulnerable  clouds  of  heaven; 
And  with  a  bloj^sed  and  unvex'd  retire, 
With  unhack'd  swords  and  lielmets  all  unbruised, 
We  will  bear  home  that  lusty  blood  again 
Which  here  we  came  to  spout  agaiubt  yonr  town, 
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And  leave  your  children,  wives  and  you  in  peace. 

But  if  you  fondly  pass  our  proffer'd  ojffer, 

'Tis  not  the  round ure  of  your  old-faced  walls 

Can  hide  vou  from  our  messengers  of  war,  200 

Tliough  all  these  English  and  their  discipline 

Were  harbour 'd  in  Iheir  rude  circumference. 

Then  tell  us,  shall  your  city  call  us  lord, 

In  tliat  behalf  which  we  have  challenged  it? 

Or  shall  we  give  the  signal  to  our  rage 

And  stalk  in  blood  to  our  possession? 

Fh-nt  Cit.  In  brief,  we  are  the  king  of  England's  sub- 
jects: 
For  him,  and  in  his  right,  we  hold  this  town. 

K.  John.  Acknowledge  Ihen  the  king,  and  let  me  in. 

First  Oit.  That  can  we  not;  but  he  Ihnt  proves  the  king, 
To  him  will  we  prove  loyal :  till  that  lime  271 

Have  we  ramm'd  up  our  gates  against  the  world. 

K.  John.  Doth  not  the  crown  of   England  prove  the 
king? 
And  if  not  that,  I  bring  you  witnesses. 
Twice  flfteen  thousand  hearts  of  £ngland*s  breed, — 

Batt.  Bastards,  and  else. 

K.  John.  To  verify  our  title  with  their  lives. 

K.  Phi.  As  many  and  as  well-born  bloods  as  those, — 

Bast.  Some  bastards  too. 

K.  Phi,  Suuid  in  his  face  to  contradict  his  claim.       280 

First  Cit.  Till  you  compound  whose  right  is  worthiest. 
We  for  the  worthiest  hold  the  right  from  both. 

K.  John,  Then  God  forgive  the  sin  of  all  those  souls 
That  to  their  everlasting  residence, 
Before  the  dew  of  evening  fall,  shall  fleet, 
In  dreadful  trial  of  our  kingdom's  king! 

K.  Phi.  Amen,  amen!    Mount,  chevaliers!  to  arms! 

Bast.  Saint  George,  that  swinged  the  dragon,  and  e'er 
since 
Sits  on  his  horse  back  at  mine  hostess'  door, 
Teach  us  some  fence  1  [To  Avst.'^  Sirrah,  were  I  at  home. 
At  your  den,  sirrah,  with  your  lioness,  291 

I  would  set  an  ox-head  to  your  lion's  hide. 
And  make  a  monster  of  you. 

Aust.  Peace !  no  more. 

Bast.  O,  tremble,  for  you  hear  the  lion  roar. 

K.  John.  Up  higher  to  the  plain ;  where  we'll  set  forth 
In  best  appointment  all  our  regiments. 

Bast.  Sjieed  then,  to  take  advantage  of  the  field, 

K.  Phi,  It  shall  l)e'so;  and  at  the  other  hill 
Command  the  rest  to  stand.     God  and  cur  right!  [Exevnt. 
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Sere  ctfter  excarnons,  enter  the  Herald  of  France,  tcitA 

trumpets,  to  ike  gates, 

F.  Her.  You  men  of  Aneicrs,  open  wide  your  gates. 
And  let  young  Arthur,  Duke  of  Bretagne,  in,  801 

Who  by  the  hand  of  Prance  this  day  hath  made 
Much  work  for  tears  in  many  an  English  mother. 
Whose  sons  lie  scattered  on  the  bleeding  ground ; 
Many  a  widow's  husband  grovelling  lies. 
Coldly  embracing  the  discolour'd  earth ; 
And  victory,  with  little  loss,  dothplay 
Vnon  the  (lancing  banners  of  the  French, 
Who  are  at  hand,  triumphantly  displayed, 
To  enter  conquerors* a ncf  to  proclaim  810 

Arthur  of  Bretagnc  Englaud's  king  and  yours. 

Enter  English  Herald,  rtith  trumpet. 

E.  Her,  Rejoice,  you  men  of  Anpers.  ring  your  bells; 
King  John,  your  king  and  England's,  doth  approach. 
Commander  of  this  hot  malicious  day : 
Their  armours,  that  march'd  hence  so  silver-bright, 
Hither  return  all  gilt  with  Frenchmen's  blood; 
There  stuck  no  plunio  in  any  English  crest 
That  is  removea  by  a  staff  of  France; 
Our  colours  do  return  in  those  same  hands 
That  did  display  them  when  we  first  march'd  forth ;      820 
And,  like  a  jolly  troop  of  huntsmen,  come 
Our  lusty  English,  all  with  purpled  hands, 
Dyed  in  the  dying  slaughter  of  their  foes: 
Open  your  gates  and  give  the  victors  way. 

FirU  at.  Heralds,  from  off  our  towers  we  might  behold, 
From  first  to  last,  the  onset  and  retire 
Of  both  your  armies;  whose  equality 
By  our  best  eyes  cannot  be  censured : 
Blood  hath  bought  blood  and  blows  have  answer'd  blows; 
Strength  matched  with  strength,  and  power  confronted 
power:  330 

Both  are  alike;  and  both  alike  we  like. 
One  must  prove  greatest  >  while  they  weigh  so  even, 
Wc  hold  our  town  for  neither,  yet  for  both. 

lie-enter  the  two  Kings,  with  their  powers,  severally. 

K,  John.  France,  hast  thou  yet  more  blood  to  cast 
away? 
Say,  shall  the  current  of  our  right  run  on? 
Whose  passage,  vex'd  with  thy  impediment, 
Shall  leave  his  native  channel  and  o'erswcll 
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With  course  disturbed  even  thy  confiDing  shores, 

Unlejss  thou  let  his  silver  water  keep 

A  peaceful  progress  to  the  ocean.  840 

A.  Phu  England,   thou  hast  not  saved  one  drop  of 
blood. 
In  this  hot  trial,  more  than  we  of  France; 
Hat  her,  lost  more.     And  by  this  hand  I  swear. 
That  sways  the  earth  this  climate  overlooks, 
Hefore  we  will  lay  down  our  just-bome  arms, 
We'll  put  thee  down.  *gainst  whom  these  arms  we  bear, 
Or  add  a  royal  number  to  the  dead, 
Gracing  the  scroll  that  tells  of  this  war^s  loss 
With  Slaughter  couplc<1  to  the  name  of  kings. 

BaH.  Ha,  majesty!  bow  high  thy  glory  lowers,  850 

When  the  rich  blood  of  kings  is  set  on  fire! 
O,  now  doth  Death  line  his  dead  chaps  with  steel; 
The  swords  of  soldiers  are  his  teeth,  liis  fangs; 
And  now  he  feasts,  mousing  the  flcsli  of  men, 
In  undetermined  dilTcrences  of  kings. 
Why  stand  thes?e  royal  fronts  ama7.cd  thus? 
Cry,  **  havoc!"  kings;  back  to  the  f-lained  field. 
You  equal  potents,  fiery  kindled  spirits! 
Then  let  confusion  of  one  part  confirm 
The  other's  peace:  till  then,  blows,  blood  and  death!     860 

K.  John.  Whose  party  do  the  townsmen  yet  admit? 

K.  Phu  Speak,  citizens,  for  England ;  who's  3-our  king? 

Fird  CU.  The  king  of    England,  when  we  know  the 
king.   . 

K,  Phi,  Know  him  in  us,  that  here  hold  up  his  right 

K.  John.  In  us,  that  are  our  own  gieat  deputy. 
And  bear  possession  of  our  person  here, 
Lord  of  our  presence,  Anglers,  and  of  vou. 

MrBt  Oil.  A  greater  power  than  we  denies  all  this; 
And  till  it  Ixj  undoubted,  we  do  lock 
Our  former  scruple  in  our  strong-barr'd  arates;  370 

King'd  of  our  fears,  until  our  fears,  resolved. 
Be  by  some  certain  king  purged  and  deposed. 

B(i%t.  By  heaven,  these  scroylcs  of  Anglers  flout  you, 
kings. 
And  stand  securely  on  their  battlements, 
As  in  a  theatre,  whence  they  gape  and  point 
At  your  industrious  scenes  and  acts  of  death. 
Your  royal  presences  Imj  ruled  by  mc; 
Do  like  the  mutines  of  Jerusalem, 
Be  friends  awhile  and  both  conjointly  bend 
Your  sharpest  deeds  of  malice  on  this  town:  880 

By  east  and  west  let  Franco  and  England*  mount 
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Their  battering  cannon  clinrgcd  to  the  mouths, 
Till  their  soul-fearing  clamours  have  brawFd  down 
The  flinty  ribs  of  this  contemptuous  city: 
I  'Id  play  incessantly  upon  tliese  jades, 
Even  till  un fenced  desolation 
Ijeave  them  as  naked  as  the  vulgar  air. 
That  done,  dissever  your  unitedf  strengths, 
•And  part  your  mingled  colours  once  again  f 
'  Turn  face  to  face,aud  bloody  point  to  point;  880 

Then,  in  a  moment.  Fortune  shall  cull  forth 
Out  of  one  side  her  happy  minion. 
To  whom  in  favour  she  shall  give  the  day. 
And  kiss  him  witl\  a  glorious  victory. 
How  like  you  this  wild  counsel,  mighty  states? 
Bmacks  it  not  something  of  the  policy? 

K.  John.  Now,  by  the  sky  that  hangs  above  our*heads, 
I  like  it  well.    France,  shall  we  knit  our  powers 
And  lay  this  Anglers  even  with  tiie  ground ; 
Then  after  fizht  who  shall  be  king  of  it?  400 

B(Mt.  An  if  thou  hast  the  mettle  of  a  king. 
Being  wroug'd  as  we  are  by  this  peevish  town, 
Turn  thou  the  mouth  of  thy  artillery, 
As  we  will  ours,  against  these  saucy  walls; 
And  when  tliat  we  have  dash'd  them  to  the  ground. 
Why  then  defy  each  other,  and  pell*mell 
Make  work  upon  ourselves,  for  heaven  or  hell. 

K.  Phi,  Let  it  be  so.     Say,  where  will  you  assault? 

K,  John.  We  from  the  west  will  send  destruction 
Into  this  city's  bosom.  410 

AuM.  I  from  the  north. 

K,  Phi.  Our  thunder  from  the  soutli 

Shall  rain  their  drift  of  bullets  on  this  town. 

Rjut.  O  prudent  discipline!    From  north  to  south: 
Austria  and  France  shoot  in  each  other's  mouth: 
I'll  stir  them  to  it.    Come,  awa^,  away  I 

First  Cit.  Hear  us,  great  kmgs:  voubhsafc  awhile  to 
stay. 
And  I  shall  show  you  peace  and  fair-faced  league; 
Win  you  this  city  without  stroke  or  w^ound; 
Rescue  those  breathing  lives  to  die  in  beds. 
That  here  come  sacrifices  for  the  field ;  420 

Persever  not.  but  hear  me,  mighty  kings. 

K.  John,  Speak  on  with  favour;  we  are  bent  to  hear. 

Fir$t  Cit,  That  daughter  there  of  Spain,  the  Lady  Blanch, 
Is  niece  to  England :  look  upon  the  years 
Of  Lewis  the  X>auphin  and  that  lovely  maid; 
Xf  lusty  love  should  go  in  quest  of  beauty. 
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Where  should  lie  find  it  fairer  than  in  Blanch? 

If  zealous  love  should  go  in  search  of  virtue, 

Where  should  he  find  it  purer  than  in  Blanch? 

If  love  ambitious  sought  a  match  of  birth,  430 

Whose  veins  bound  richer  blood  than  Lady  Blanch? 

Such  »is  she  is.  in  beauty,  virtue,  birth, 

Is  the  young  Dauphin  every  way  complete: 

If  not  complete  of,  say  he  is  not  she; 

And  she  again  wants  nothing,  to  name  want, 

If  .want  it  be  not  that  she  is  not  he : 

He  is  the  half  pai't  of  a  blessed  man, 

Left  to  be  finished  by  such  as  she ; 

And  she  a  fair  divided  excellence, 

Whose  fulness  of  perfection  lies  in  him.  440 

O,  two  such  silver  cun*ents,  when  they  join, 

Do  gloriTy  the  banks  that  bound  them  in; 

And  two  such  shores  to  two  such  streams  made  one, 

Two  such  controlling  bounds  shall  you  be,  kings. 

To  these  two  princes,  if  you  marry  them. 

This  union  shall  do  more  than  bnltery  can 

To  our  fast-closed  gales;  for  at  this  match, 

With  swifter  spleen  than  powder  can  enforce, 

The  mouth  of  passage  shall  we  fling  wide  ope. 

And  give  you  entrance:  but  without  this  match,  450 

The  sea  enraged  is  not  half  so  deaf, 

Lions  more  confident,  mountains  and  recks 

More  free  from  motion,  no,  not  Death  himself 

In  mortal  fury  half  so  peremptory, 

As  we  to  keep  this  city. 

Bast.  IIere*s  a  stay 

That  shakes  the  rotten  carcass  of  old  Death 
Out  of  his  rags!    Here's  a  large  mouth,  indeed, 
That  spits  forth  death  and  mountains,  rocks  and  seas, 
Talks  as  familiarly  of  roaring  lions 

As  maids  of  thirteen  do  of  puppy-dogs!  460 

What  cannoneer  begot  this  lusty  blood? 
He  speaks  plain  cannon  fire,  and  smoke  and  bounce; 
lie  gives  the  bastinado  with  his  tongue: 
Our  ears  are  cudgell'd;  not  a  word  of  his 
But  buffets  better  than  a  fist  of  France: 
Zounds!  I  was  never  so  bethump'd  with  wonls 
Since  I  first  call'd  my  brother's  rather  dad. 

Eli.  Son,  list  to  this  conjunction,  make  this  match; 
Give  with  our  niece  a  dowry  large  enough: 
For  by  this  knot  thou  shalt  so  surely  tie  470 

Thy  now  unsured  assurance  to  the  crown. 
That  yon  grecu  boy  shall  have  no  sun  to  ripo 
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The  bloom  that  promiseth  a  mighty  fruit. 

I  see  a  yielding  in  the  looks  of  France; 

Mark,  how  they  whisper :  urge  them  while  their  souls 

Are  capable  of  this  ambition, 

Lest  zeal,  now  melted  by  the  windy  breath 

Of  soft  petitions,  pity  and  remorse, 

Cool  and  congeal  again  to  what  it  was. 

First  at.  Why  answer  not  the  double  majesties         480 
This  friendly  treaty  of  our  threatened  town? 

K.  Phi.  Speak  England  first,  that  hath  been  forward  first 
To  speak  un(o  this  city:  what  say  you? 

K.  John.  If  that  the  Daupliin  there,  thv  princely  son; 
Can  in  this  book  of  beauty  read  **  I  love. 
Her  dowry  shall  weigh  equal  with  a  queen: 
For  Anjou  and  fair  Touraine,  Maine,  Poicticrs, 
And  all  that  we  upon  this  side  the  sea, 
Except  this  city  now  by  us  besieged. 
Find  liable  to  our  crown  and  dignity,  490 

Shall  gild  her  bridal  bed  and  make  her  rich 
In  titles,  honours,  and  promotions, 
As  she  in  beauty,  education,  blood. 
Holds  hand  with  any  princess  of  the  world. 

K.  Phi.  What  say'st  thou,  boy?  look  in  the  lady's  face. 

Lew.  I  do,  my  lord;  and  in  her  eye  I  find 
A  wonder,  or  a  wondrous  miracle, 
The  stiadow  of  myself  form'd  in  her  eye; 
Which,  being  bui  the  shadow  of  your  son. 
Becomes  a  sun  and  makes  your  son  a  shadow :  500 

I  do  protest  1  never  loved  myself 
Till  now  infixed  I  beheld  myself 
Drawn  in  the  flattering  table  of  her  eye. 

[  WlUspers  with  Blancfi. 
Bant.  Drawn  in  the  flattering  table  of  her  eye! 

Hang*d  in  the  frowning  wrinkle  of  her  brow! 
And  quarter'd  in  her  heart!  he  doth  espy 

Himself  love's  traitor:  this  is  pity  now^ 
That,  hang'd  and  drawn  and  quarter'd,  there  should  be 
In  such  a  love  so  vile  a  lout  as  he. 

Blanch.  My  uncle's  will  in  this  respect  is  mine :  510 

If  he  see  au^ht  in  you  that  makes  him  like. 
That  an^  thmg  he  sees,  which  moves  his  liking, 
I  can  with  case  translate  it  to  my  will; 
Or  if  you  will,  to  speak  more  properly, 
I  will  enforce  it  easily  to  ray  love. 
Further  I  will  not  flatter  you,  my  lord. 
That  all  I  see  in  you  is  worthy  love, 
Than  this;  that  notitiing  do  I  see  in  you. 
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Tliouffli  churlish  thoughts  themselves  should  Ixj  your  judge, 
That  1  can  find  should  merit  an v  halt-.  520 

K.  John,  What  say  these  young  ones?    What  say  y©u, 
my  niece Y 

BfaM?i,  That  she  is  bound  in  honour  still  to  do 
What  3'ou  in  wisdom  still  vouchsafe  to  say. 

K.  John.  Speak  then,  prince  Dauphin;  can  you  love  this 
lady? 

f^w.  'Nay,  ask  mc  if  I  can  refrain  from  love; 
For  I  do  love  her  most  unfeipnedly. 

K.  John,  Then  do  I  give  Volquesscn,  TouiyLiDe,  Maine, 
Prtirtiers  and  Anjoii,  these  five  provinces, 
Willi  her  to  thee;  and  this  addition  more, 
Full  Ihirty  thousand  marks  df  English  coin.  5C0 

Philip  of  Fnince,  if  thou  be  pIcasMl  withal. 
Command  thy  son  and  daughter  to  join  hands. 

K.  Phi  It  likes  us  well;  young  princes,  close  your  hands. 

Ami,  And  your  lips  too;  for  1  am  well  assured 
That  I  (lid  so  when  I  waj»  first  assured. 

K.  Phi.  Now.  citizens  of  Angier»s,  ope  your  gates, 
Let  in  that  amity  which  you  have  made; 
For  «t  Saint  Mary's  chapel  presently 
Tlie  rites  of  nnirringc  shall  be  solemni7.cd. 
Is  not  the  Ludy  Constance  in  this  troop?  540 

I  know  she  is  not.  for  this  match  made  up 
Her  presence  would  have  interrupted  much: 
Where  is  she  and  her  son?  tell  nic,  who  knows. 

JjCit.  She  is  sad  and  passionate  at  your  highness^  tent. 

K.  P/ul.  And,  by  my  faith,  this  league  that  we  havo 
made 
Will  give  her  sadness  very  little  euro. 
Brother  of  England,  how  may  w^e  content 
This  widow  lady?    In  her  right  we  came; 
Which  we,  God  knows,  have  turn'd  another  way, 
To  our  own  vantage. 

K.  John.  We  will  heal  up  all;  650 

For  we'll  create  j'oung  Arthur  Duke  of  Bretagne 
And  Karl  of  Uichmond;  and  this  rich  fair  town 
We  make  him  lord  of.     Call  the  Lady  Constance; 
Some  speedy  messenger  bid  her  repair 
To  our  solemnity:  I  trust  we  shall. 
If  not  fill  up  the  measure  of  her  will, 
Yet  in  some  measure  satisfy  her  so 
That  we  shall  stop  her  exclamation. 
Go  we,  as  well  as  haste  will  suffer  us, 
To  this  unlook'd  for,  unprepared  pomp.  5(50 

{.Exeunt  all  but  the  Basiatxl, 
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Bast,  Mad  world!  inhd  kings!  mad  composition! 
John,  to  stop  Arthur's  title  in  tlie  wliolc, 
lluth  willingly  departed  with  a  part, 
And  France,  whose  armour  conscicucc  buckled  on. 
Whom  zeal  and  charity  brought  to  the  field 
As  God*s  own  soldier,  rounded  in  the  ear 
With  that  same  purpose- changer,  that  sly  devil. 
That  broker,  that  still  breaks  the  pate  of  faith. 
That  daily  bi-etik-vow,  he  that  wins  of  all. 
Of  kin<^,  of  beggars,  old  men,  young  men,  maids,         570 
Who.  liHving  no'exterii  al  thing  to  lose 
Uut  the  word  '*  maid,"  cheats  the  poor  maid  of  that, 
Thiit  smoothfaced  gentleman,  tickling  Commodity, 
Commodity,  the  bias  of  the  world. 
The  world,  who  of  itself  is  peiseii  well, 
3Iade  to  run  even  upon  even  ground. 
Till  this  advautat;e,  tliis  vile-drawing  bias, 
This  sway  of  m  >tion,  this  Commodity, 
Makes  it  take  heiul  from  all  indifferency. 
From  all  direction,  purpose,  course,  intent:  580 

And  this  same  bias,  this  Commodity, 
This  bawd,  this  broker,  this  all-changing  word, 
C1app*d  on  the  outwnrtl  eye  of  tickle  France, 
Hath  drawn  htm  from  his  own  deteimined  aid. 
Prom  a  resolved  and  honourable  war. 
To  a  most  base  and  vile-concludod  pence. 
And  why  mil  I  on  this  CommcHlttv? 
But  for  lx*caiis'j  ho  hath  not  woo'd  mc  yet: 
Not  that  I  have  the  power  to  dutch  my  hand, 
Wii'jn  his  fair  angels  wonld  salute  m}'  {lalm;  500 

But  for  my  hand,  as  iinattempte<l  yet. 
Like  a  po<'>r  lieggar,  raileth  on  the  rich. 
Well,  whiles  I  am  a  betrcrar.  I  will  mil 
And  s:iy  there  is  no  sin  hut  to  l>e  rich ; 
And  being  rich,  my  virtue  then  shall  be 
To  sjiy  there  is  no  vice  hut  beggary, 
i^ince  kings  break  faith  upon  c*ommodity. 
Gain,  be  my  k>rd,  for  I  will  worship  thee.  [Etit. 

ACT  III. 

Scene  I.     17te  French  Bjkg's  pavilion. 

Enter  Constance,  ABTmm,  a7ul  Salisbttrt. 

C^nttt.  Qoue  to  be  married!  gone  to  sw^ear  a  peace! 
False  blood  to  false  blood  johi^!  gone  to  be  fnendsl 
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Shall  Lewis  have  Btancli,  and  Blanch  those  provincefi? 

It  is  not  80 ;  Ihou  hast  misspoke,  misheard ; 

Be  well  advised,  tell  o'er  thy  tale  again: 

It  cannot  be;  thou  dost  but  say  'tis  so: 

I  trust  I  may  not  trust  thee;  for  thy  word 

Is  but  the  vain  breath  of  a  common  man: 

Believe  me»  I  do  not  believe  thee,  man; 

I  have  a  king's  oath  to  the  contraiy.  10 

Thou  Shalt  1^  punish 'd  for  thus  frighting  me,* 

For  I  am  sick  and  capable  of  fears, 

Oppress'd  with  wrongs  and  Iherefoi-e  full  of  fears, 

A  widow,  husbaudless,  subject  to  feat's, 

A  woman,  naturally  born  to  fears; 

And  though  thou  now  confess  thou  didst  but  jest. 

With  my  vex'd  spirits  I  cannot  take  a  truce. 

But  they  will  qunkc  and  tremble  all  this  day. 

What  dost  tliou  mean  by  slmking  of  thy  head? 

Why  dost  thou  look  so  sadly  on  my  son?  20 

What  means  that  hand  upon  that  breast  of  thine? 

W^hy  holds  thine  eye  that  lamentable  rheum? 

Like  a  proud  river  peering  o'er  his  bounds? 

Be  these  sad  signs  confirmers  of  thy  words? 

Then  speak  again;  not  all  thy  former  tale. 

But  this  one  word,  whether  thy  tale  bo  true. 

Sal.  As  true  as  I  believe  you  think  them  false 
That  give  you  cause  to  prove  my  saying  true. 

Chnat.  O,  if  thou  teach  me  to  believe  this  sorrow. 
Teach  thou  this  sorrow  how  to  make  me  die,  80 

And  let  belief  and  life  encounter  so 
As  doth  the  fury  of  two  des|XTate  men 
Which  in  the  very  meeting  fall  and  die. 
Lewis  marry  Blanch !  -O  boy,  then  where  art  thou? 
France  friend  with  England^  what  becomes  of  me? 
Fellow,  be  gone:  I  cannot  block  thy  sight: 
This  news  hath  made  thee  a  roost  ugly  man. 

&U.  What  other  hainii  have  I,  good  lady,  done, 
But  spoke  the  harm  that  is  by  others  done? 

Const  Which  harm  within  itself  so  heinous  is  40 

As  it  makes  harmful  nil  that  speak  of  it. 

Arih,  I  do  beseech  you.  madam,  be  content. 

Cojiit.  If  thou,  that  bid'st  me  be  content,  wert  grim, 
Ugly  and  slanderous  to  thy  mother's  womb, 
Full  of  uii pleasing  bkits  and  sightless  stains. 
Lame,  foolish,  crooked,  swart,  prodigious, 
Palch'd  with  foul  moles  and  eye-oftending  marks, 
I  would  not  care,  I  then  would  be  content. 
For  then  I  should  not  love  thee,  no,  nor  thou 
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Become  lliy  prcat  birth  nor  deserve  a  croivn.  60 

But  thou  art  fair,  and  at  thy  birth,  dear  boy, 

N  Uiire  and  Fortune  join'd  to  make  thee  great: 

0(  Nature's  gifts  thou  mayst  with  lilies  boast 

And  with  the  lialf-blown  rose.     But  Fortune,  O, 

She  is  corrupted,  clianged  and  won  from  thee; 

She  a(bdterates  liourly  with  thine  uncle  John, 

Au.l  with  her  golden  hand  hath  pluck'd  on  France 

To  tread"  down  fair  respect  of  sovereignty, 

Ami  made  his  majesty  tiio  bawd  to  theirs. 

France  is  a  bawd  to  fortune  and  King  John,  00 

That  strumpet  Fortune,  that  usurping  Jolin! 

Tell  me,  thou  fellow,  is  not  France  forsworn? 

Envenom  him  with  words,  or  get  thee  gone 

And  leave  those  woes  alone  which  I  alone 

Am  bound  to  under-bcar. 

Sal.  Pardon  me,  madam, 

I  m\y  not  go  without  you  to  the  kings. 

C/fist.  Thou  mayst,  thou  slialt;  I  will  not  go  with  thee: 
I  will  instruct  my  sorrows  to  be  proud; 
For  grief  is  proud  and  makes  liis  owner  stoop. 
To  me  and  to  the  state  of  my  great  grief  70 

Let  kings  assemble ;  for  my  grief's  so  great 
That  no  supporter  but  the  huge  firm  earth 
Can  hold  it  up:  here  I  and  sorrows  sit; 
Here  is  my  throne,  bid  kings  come  bow  to  it. 

[Seats  herself  on  the  ground. 

Enter  Krxa   John.  King  Philip,  Lewis,  Blanch,  Eli- 
nor, the  Basta&d,  Austria,  and  Attendants. 

K.  Phi.  'Tis  true,  fair  daughter;  and  this  blessed  day 
Ever  in  France  shall  be  kept  festival: 
To  solemnize  this  day  the  gloi^ous  sun 
Stays  in  his  course  and  plays  the  alchemist. 
Turning  with  splendour  of  his  precious  eye 
The  meagre  cloddy  earth  to  glittering  gold:  80 

The  yearly  course  that  brings  this  day  about 
JBhalf  never  see  it  but  a  holiday. 

Count.  A  wicked  day.  and  not  a  holy  dnyl  [Rmng, 

What  hath  this  day  deserved?  whnt  hath  it  done, 
That  it  in  golden  letters  should  be  set 
Among  the  high  tides  in  the  calendar? 
Nav,  rather  turn  this  day  out  of  thef  week, 
This  day  of  shame,  oppression,  perjury. 
Or,  if  it  must  stand  still,  let  wives  with  child 
Pray  that  their  burthens  ma^'  not  fall  this  day.  90 

Lest  that  their  hopes  prodigiously  be  eross'd: 
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But  on  this  any  let  seamen  fear  no  wreck; 
No  bargains  br(>nk  that  are  not  this  day  made: 
This  da3',  all  things  begun  come  to  ill  end. 
Yen,  faitli  itself  to  hollow  falsehood  change  I 

K.  Phi.  By  heaven,  lady,  you  shall  have  no  cause 
To  curse  the  fair  proceedings  of  this  dny: 
Have  I  not  psiwnM  to  you  my  majesty? 

Const.  Yon  have  beguiled  me  with  a  counterfeit 
Resembling  majesty,  which,  being  tonch'd  and  tried,    100 
Proves  valueless:  you  are  forsworn,  foi*sworn; 
You  came  in  arms  to  spill  mine  enemies*  blood, 
But  now  in  arms  you  strengthen  it  with  yours: 
The  grappling  vigor  and  rough  frown  of  war 
Is  cold  in  amity  and  painted  peace, 
And  our  oppression  hath  made  up  this  league. 
Arm,  arm,  you  heavens,  against  these  i^erjured  kingsl 
A  widow  cries;  lie  husband  to  me,  heavens! 
Let  not  the  hours  of  this  ungodly  dny 
AVear  out  the  day  in  ]>cace;  out,  ere  sunset,  110 

Set  armed  discord  'twixt  tliese  perjured  kingsl 
Ilesir  me,  O,  hear  me ! 

Au»(.  Lady  Constance,  peace! 

Coiutt.  War!  w.'ir!  no  peace!  peace  is  to  me  a  war. 
O  Lymoges!  O  Austria!  thou  dost  shame 
Tliat  bloody  spoil:  thou  slave,  thou  wretch,  thou  coward  I 
Thou  little  Valiant,  great  in  viilany! 
Thou  ever  strong  upon  the  stronger  side! 
Thou  Fortune*s  champion  that  dost  never  fight 
But  when  her  hunioious  ladyship  is  by 
To  teach  thee  safety!  tbou  art  perjtire'd  too,  120 

And  soothes^  up  pi'eatness.     A\  l:at  a  fool  art  thou, 
A  ramping  fool,  to  brag  and  stamp  and  swear 
Upon  my  party!     Thou  coldblooded  slave. 
Hast  thou  notspoke  like  thunder  on  my  side, 
Been  swoni  my  soldier,  bidding  me  depend 
Upon  thy  stars,  thy  fortune  and  thy  strength, 
And  dost  thou  now  fall  over  to  my  foes? 
Thou  wear  a  lion's  hide!  doff  it  for  shame. 
And  hang  a  ealfs-skin  on  those  recreant  limbs. 

AuM.  O,  that  a  man  should  speak  those  words  to  mel  18C 

]ia»t.  And  hang  a  ealfs-skin  on  those  recreant  limbs. 

Au%t.  Thou  darest  not  say  so,  villain,  for  thy  life. 

Ba»t.  And  hang  a  caifs-skin  on  those  recreant  limlia. 

K,  John.  We  like  not  this;  thou  dost  forget  thyself. 

Enter  Pandulph. 
K.  Phi.  Here  comes  the  holy  legate  of  the  pope. 
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Pand.  Hail,  yon  anointed  deputies  of  heaven! 
To  thee,  King  Ifohn,  my  holy  errand  is. 
I  Pandulph,  of  fair  Milan  cardinal, 
And  from  Pope  Innocent  the  legate  here, 
Do  in  his  name  reli|doiisly  demand  140 

Why  thou  a^nst  the  church,  our  holy  mother, 
So  wilfully  dost  spurn;  and  force  perforce 
Keep  Stephen  Langtoii,  chosen  archbishop 
Of  Canterbury,  from  that  holy  see? 
This,  in  our  aforesaid  holy  father's  name, 
Popo  Innocent,  I  do  demand  of  thee. 

K.  John.  What  earthy  name  to  interrogatories 
Can  task  the  free  breath  of  a  sacred  king? 
Thou  canst  not,  cardinal,  devise  a  name 
So  slij^il.  unworthy  and  ridiculous,  150 

To  charge  me  to  nn  answer,  as  the  pope. 
Tell  him  this  tale;  and  from  the  mouth  of  England 
Add  thus  much  more,  that  no  Italian  priest 
Shall  tithe  or  toll  ra  our  dominions; 
But  as  we,  under  heaven,  are  supreme  head. 
So  under  liim  that  great  supremacy, 
Where  we  do  reign,  we  will  alone  uphold, 
Without  the  assistance  of  a  mortal  hand : 
So  tell  the  pops,  all  reverence  set  apart 
To*himaiui  his  usurp'd  authority.  160 

K.  Pki,  Brother  of  England,  you  blaspheme  in  this. 

K.  John.  Though  you  and  all  the  kings  of  Christendom 
Are  led  so  grossly  by  this  meddling  priest. 
Dreading  the  curse  that  money  mny  buy  out; 
And  by  the  merit  of  vile  gold,  dross,  dust, 
Purchase  corrupted  pardon  of  a  man. 
Who  in  that  sale  sells  pardon  from  himself,      * 
Though  yon  and  all  the  rest  so  grossly  led 
This  juggling  witchcraft  with  revenue  cherish, 
Yet  I  alone,  alone  do  me  oppose  170 

Against  the  pope  and  count  his  friends  my  foes. 

Paml.  Then,  by  the  lawful  power  that  I  have, 
Thou  shiilt  stund  cursed  and  excommunicate: 
And  bleased  shall  he  be  that  doth  revolt 
From  his  allegiance  to  an  heretic; 
And  meritorious  shall  that  hand  be  caird. 
Canonized  and  worsUipp'd  as  a  saint, 
That  takes  away  by  any  secret  course  ^ 

Thy  hateful  life.  ^ 

fo/«<  O,  lawful  let  it  be 

That  I  have  room  with  Rome  to  curse  awhile  1  180 

Good  fatlier  cardinal,  crv  thou  amen 
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To  my  keen  curses;  for  without  my  wrong 
There  is  no  tongue  hath  power  to  curse  him  right. 

Pand.    There's  law  and  warrant,  lady,  for  my  curse. 

Congt.  And  for  mine  too:  when  law  can  do  no  right, 
Let  it  be  lawful  tliat  law  bar  no  wrong: 
Law  cannot  give  my  child  his  kingdom  here. 
For  he  that  holds  his  kingdom  holds  the  law ; 
Therefore,  since  law  it«}lf  is  perfect  wrong. 
How  can  the  law  forbid  my  tongue  to  curse?  190 

Pand.  Philip  of  France,  on  peril  of  a  curse. 
Let  go  the  hand  of  that  arch-heretic; 
And  raise  the  power  of  France  upon  his  head, 
Unless  he  do  submit  himself  to  Home. 

Eli.  Look'st  thou  pale,  France?  do  not  let  go  ihy  hand. 

Const.  Look  to  that,  dpvil;  lest  that  France  repeiil, 
And  by  disjoining  hands,  hell  lose  a  soul. 

Atisi.  King  Philip,  listen  to  the  cardinal. 

Bast.  And  hang  a  calf's  skin  on  his  recreant  limbs. 

Aust.  Well,  ruffian,  I  must  pocket  up-these  wrongs,  200 
Because— 

Bast.  Your  breeches  best  may  cnrry  them. 

if.  Jolin.  Philip,  what  sayestthou  to  the  cardinal? 

Const.  What  should  he  sny,  but  as  the  cardinal? 

Lew,  Bethink  you,  father;  for  the  difference 
Is  purchase  of  a  heavy  curse  from  Momc, 
Or  the  light  loss  of  England  for  a  friend : 
Forego  the  easier. 

Blanch.  That's  the  curse  of  Rome. 

ConM.  0  Lewis,  stand  fasti  the  devil  tempts  thee  here 
In  likeness  of  a  new  untrimmed  bride. 

Blanch.  The  Lady  Constance  speaks  not  from  her  faith, 
But  from  h«r  need.  £11 

Const.  O,  if  thou  grant  my  need, 

Which  only  lives  but  by  the  death  of  faith, 
That  need  must  needs  infer  this  principle. 
That  faith  would  live  again  by  death  of  need. 
O  then,  tread  down  my  need,  and  faith  mounts  up; 
Keep  my  need  up.  and  faith  is  trodden  down! 

K.  John.  The  king  is  moved,  and  answers  not  to  this. 

Cojist.  O,  be  removed  from  him,  and  answer  well! 

Aust.  Do  so.  King  Philip;  hang  no  more  in  doubt. 

Bast.  Hang  nothing  but  a  calfK-skip,  most  sweet  lout, 

K.  Phi.  I  am  perplexed,  and  know  not  what  to  say.    221 

Pand.   AVh.i't  canst  thou  say  but  will  perplex  thee  more, 
If  thou  stand  excommunicate  and  cursed? 

K.  Phi  Good  reverend  father,  make  my  person  youn» 
And  tell  uic  how  you  would  bestow  yourself. 
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This  royal  hand  and  mine  arc  newly  knit, 

And  the  conjunction  of  our  inward  souls 

Married  in  league,  coupled  and  linked  together 

With  all  religious  strength  of  sacred  vows; 

The  latest  breath  that  gave  the  sound  of  words  290 

Was  deep-sworn  faith,  peace,  amity,  true  love 

Between  our  kingdoms  and  our  royal  selves. 

And  even  before  this  truce,  but  new  before. 

No  longer  than  we  well  could  wash  our  hands 

To  clap  this  royal  bargain  up  of  peace. 

Heaven  knows,  they  were  bcsmcar*d  and  ovcrstain'd 

With  slaughter's  pencil,  where  revenge  did  paint 

The  fearful  difference  of  incensed  kings: 

And  shall  these  hands,  so  lately  purged  of  blood. 

So  newly  join'd  in  love,  so  strong  in  both,  240 

Uuyoke  this  seizure  and  this  kind  regret? 

Play  fast  and  loose  with  faith?  so  jest  with  heaven. 

Make  such  unconstant  children  of  ourselves, 

As  now  a^ain  to  snatch  our  palm  from  palm, 

Unswear  faith  sworn,  and  on  the  marriage-bed 

Of  smiling  peace  to  march  a  bloody  host. 

And  make  a  riot  on  the  gentle  brow 

Of  true  sincerity?     O,  holy  sir, 

Hy  reverend  father,  let  it  not  be  so! 

Out  of  your  grace,  devise,  ordain,  impose  250 

Some  gentle  order;  and  then  we  shall  be  blest 

To  do  your  pleasure  and  continue  friends. 

Pand.  All  form  is  formless,  order  orderless, 
Save  what  is  opposite  to  England's  love. 
Therefore  to  arms!  be  champion  of  our  church. 
Or  let  the  church,  our  mother,  breathe  her  curse, 
A  mother's  curse,  on  her  revolting  son. 
France,  thou  mayst  hold  a  serpent  by  the  tongue, 
A  chafed  lion  by  the  mortal  paw, 

A  fasting  ti^er  safer  by  the  tooth,  260 

Than  keep  m  peace  that  hand  which  thou  dost  hold. 

K.  PhL  I  may  disjoin  my  hand,  but  not  my  faith. 

Pattd.  3o  makest  thou  faith  an  enemy  to  faith; 
And  like  a  civil  war  set'st  oath  to  oath. 
Thy  tongue  against  thy  tonge.    O,  let  thy  vow 
Pir*t  made  to  heaven,  first  be  to  heaven  performed, 
Thit  is,  to  be  the  champion  of  our  church! 
What  since  thou  sworest  is  sworn  against  thyself 
And  may  not  be  performed  by  thyself. 
For  that  which  thou  hast  sworn  to  do  amiss  270 

Is  not  amiss  when  it  i^  truly  done, 
And  being  not  done,  where  doing  tends  to  ill, 

BHAK.   II. — 2 
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The  truth  is  then  most  done  not  doing  it: 

1'he  better  act  of  purposes  mistook 

Is  to  mistake  again;  tliougli  indirect. 

Yet  indirection  thereby  grows  direct. 

And  falseliood  falsehood  cures,  as  fire  cools  fire 

Within  the  scorched  veins  of  one  new-bum'd. 

It  is  religion  that  doth  make  vows  kept; 

But  thou  hast  sworn  against  religion,  280 

By  what  thou  swear'st  against  the  thing  thou  swear'st. 

And  makest  an  oath  the  snrety  for  thy  truth 

Against  an  oath :  f  the  trnth  thou  art  unsure 

To  swear,  swears  only  not  to  be  forsworn; 

Else  what  a  mockery  shbuld  it  be  to  swear! 

But  thou  dost  swear  only  to  be  forsworn; 

And  most  forsworn,  to  keep  what  thou  dost  swear. 

Therefore  thy  later  vows  against  thy  first 

Is  in  thyself  rebellion  to  thyself; 

And  better  conquest  never  canst  thou  make  290 

Than  arm  thy  constant  and  thy  nobler  parts 

Agaiust  these  giddy  loose  suggestions: 

Upon  which  better  part  our  prayers  come  in, 

If  thou  vouchsafe  them.    But  if  not,  tlien  know 

The  peril  of  our  curses  light  on  thee 

Bo  heavy  as  thou  shalt  not  shake  them  off, 

But  in  despair  die  under  their  black  weight. 

Aust.  Rebellion,  flat  rebellion! 

Ba9t.  Wiirt  not  be? 

Will  not  a  calfVskin  stop  that  mouth  of  thine? 

Lew.  Father,  to  arms! 

BlancJi.  Upon  thy  wedding-day?  300 

Against  the  blood  that  thou  hast  married? 
What,  shall  our  feast  be  kept  with  slaughtered  men? 
Shall  braying  trumpets  and  loud  churlish  drums. 
Clamours  of  hell,  be  measures  to  our  pomp? 
O  husband,  hear  me!  ay,  alack,  how  new 
Is  husband  in  my  mouth!  even  for  that  name, 
Wliich  till  this  time  my  tongue  did  ne'er  pronounce. 
Upon  my  knee  I  beg,  go  not  to  arms 
Against  mine  uncle. 

Const,  O,  upon  my  knee. 

Made  hard  with  kneeling,  I  do  pray  to  thee,  810 

Thou  virtuous  Dauphin,  alter  not  the  doom 
Forethought  by  heaven! 

BlaneJk  Now  shall  I  see  thy  love:  what  motive  may 
Be  stronger  with  thee  than  the  name  of  wife? 

Cojist,  That  which  upholdeth  him  that  thee  upholds, 
His  honour:  O,  thine  honour,  Lewis,  thine  honour! 
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Lew.  I  muse  your  majesty  doth  seem  so  cold, 
When  such  profound  respects  do  pull  you  on. 

Pand.  I  will  denounce  a  curse  upon  his  head. 

K.  Phi.  Thou  Shalt  not  need.    England,  I  will  fall  from 
thee.  820 

CoTist.  O  fair  return  of  hanish'd  majesty! 

JSK.  O  foul  revolt  of  French  inconstancy ! 

K.  John.  France,  thou  shalt  rue  this  hour  within  this 
hour.  , 

B(ut.  Old  Time  the  clock-setter,  that  bald  sexton  Time, 
Is  it  as  he  will?  well  then,  France  shall  rue. 

Blanch.    The  sun's  o'ercast  with  blood:  fair  day,  adieu! 
Which  is  the  side  that  I  must  go  withal? 
I  am  with  both:  each  army  hath  a  hand; 
And  in  their  rage,  I  having  hold  of  both. 
They  whirl  asunder  and  dismember  me.  880 

Husband,  I  cannot  pray  that  thou  mayst  win; 
Uncle,  I  needs  must  pray  that  thou  mayst  lose; 
Father,  I  may  not  wish  the  fortune  thine; 
Grandam,  I  will  not  wish  thy  wishes  thrive: 
Whoever  wins,  on  that  side  sliall  I  lose; 
Assured  loss  before  the  match  be  plaj'^d. 

Lew.  Lady,  with  me,  with  me  thy  fortune  lies. 

Bianeh.  There  where  my  fortune  lives,  there  my  life  diel 

K.  John.  Cousin,  go  draw  our  puissance  together. 

fExU  Bastard. 
France,  I  am  burn'd  up  with  inflaming  wratii;  840 

A  rage  whose  heat  Hath  this  condition, 
That^nothing  can  allay,  nothing  but  blood. 
The  blood,  and  dearest- valued  blood,  of  France. 

K  Phi.  Thy  rage  shall  burn  thee  up,  and  thou  shalt 
turn 
To  ashes,  ere  our  blood  shall  quench  that  fire: 
Look  to  thyself,  thou  art  in  jeopardy. 

K.  John."  No  more  tlian  he  that  threats.    To  arms  let*s 
hie!  [Easevnt. 

ScENB  II.     T/ie  same.     Plains  near  Angiers. 

Alarums,  exeursions.    Enter  Vie  Bastabd,  with  Austria's 

head. 

Bast.  Now,  by  my  life,  this  day  grows  wondrous  hot; 
Some  airy  devil  hovers  in  the  sky 
And  pours  down  mischief.    Austria's  head  lie  there, 
While  Philip  breathes. 

Enter  Kii«o  John,  Abthtjr,  ajid  Hubebt. 
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K.  John.  Hubert,  keep  this  boy.     Philip,  make  up : 
My  mother  is  assailed  iu  our  tent. 
And  ta'eu,  I  fear. 

Ba4tt.  My  lord,  I  rescued  her; 

Her  highness  is  in  safety,  fear  you  not: 
But  on,  my  liege;  for  v«3ry  little  pains 
Will  bring  this  labour  to  an  happy  end.  [Exeunt 

.% 

Scene  III.     The  same. 

Alarums,  excurnons,  retreat.    Enter  King  John,  Elinor, 
Arthur,  Uie  Bastard,  Hubert,  a7id  Lords. 

K.  John.  [To  Elinor]   So  shall  it  be;  your  grace  shall 
stay  behind 
So  strongly  guarded.     [To  Arthur]  Cousin,  look  not  sad 
Thy  grandam  loves  thee;  and  thy  uncle  will 
As  dear  be  to  thee  as  thy  father  was. 

Art?i.  O,  this  will  make  my  mother  die  with  grief! 

K.  John.  [To  the  Bast<ird]  Cousin,  away  for  England! 
haste  before: 
And,  ere  our  coming,  see  thou  shake  the  bags 
Of  hoarding  abbots;  imprisoned  angels 
Set  at  lil)erty :  the  fat  ribs  of  peace 

Must  by  the  hun«jry  now  be  fed  upon:  10 

Use  our  commission  in  his  utmost  force. 

Eitiit.  Bell,  book,  and  candle  shall  not  drive  me  back. 
When  gold  and  silver  becks  me  to  come  on. 
I  leave  your  highness.     Grandam,  1  will  pray. 
If  ever  I  remember  to  be  holy. 
For  your  fair  .sjifety ;  so,  I  kiss  your  hand. 

Eli.  Farewell,  gentle  cousin. 

K.  John.  Coz,  farewell.      [Exit  Bastard. 

Eli,  Come  hither,  little  kinsman;  hark,  a  word. 

K.  John.  Come  hither,  Hubert.     O  my  gentle  Hubert, 
We  owe  thee  much!  within  this  wall  of  flesh  20 

There  is  a  soul  counts  thee  her  creditor 
|And  with  advantage  means  to  pay  thy  love: 
And,  my  good  friend,  thy  voluntary  oath 
Lives  in  this  bosom,  dearly  cherished. 
Give  me  thv  hand.     I  had  a  thing  to  say, 
But  I  will  At  it  with  some  better  time. 
By  heaven,  Hubert,  I  am  almost  ashamed 
To  sav  what  good  respect  I  have  of  thee. 

Huh.  I  am  much  bounden  to  your  majesty. 

K.  John.  Good  friend,  thou  hast  no  cause  to  say  so  yet. 
But  thou  shall  have;  and  creep  time  ne'er  so  slow,  81 
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Tet  it  sliall  come  for  mc  to  do  tlicc  good. 

I  had  a  tiiiDg  to  say,  Imt  let  it  eo: 

Tbe  sua  is  in  the  heaven,  and  the  proud  day. 

Attended  with  the  pleasures  of  tlie  world,  { 

Is  all  too  wanton  and  too  full  of  gawds  I 

To  give  me  audience:  If  the  midnight  bell 

Did,  with  his  iron  tongue  and  brazen  mouth, 

t Bound  one  hito  the  drowsy  ear  of  night;  '  j 

:  this  same  were  a  churchyard  where  we  stand,  40 

And  thoa  possessed  with  a  thousand  wrongs. 
Or  if  that  surly  spirit,  melancholy. 
Had  bok'd  thy  blood  and  made  it  heavy,  thick. 
Which  else  runs  tickling  up  and  down  the  veins. 
Making  that  idiot,  laughter,  keep  men's  eyes 
And  strain  their  chocks  to  idle  merriment, 
A  passion  hateful  to  my  purposes. 
Or  if  that  thou  couldst  see  me  without  eyes. 
Hear  me  without  thine  ears,  and  make  reply 
Without  a  tongue,  using  conceit  alone,  60 

Without  eyes,  ears  and  harmful  sound  of  words; 
Then,  in  despite  of  brooded  watchful  day, 
I  would  into  thy  bosom  pour  my  thoughts: 
But,  ah,  I  will  not!  yet  I  love  thee  well; 
And,  by  my  troth,  I  think  thou  lovest  me  well. 

Rub.  So 'well,  that  what  you  bid  mc  undeitake, 
Though  that  my  death  were  adjunct  to  my  act 
By  heaven,  I  would  do  it. 

K.  John.  Do  not  I  know  thou  wouldst? 

Good  Hubert,  Hubert,  Hubert,  throw  thine  eye 
On  yon  young  boy:  Til  tell  thee  what,  my  friend,  60 

He  IS  a  very  serpent  in  my  way ; 
And  wherosoe'er  this  foot  of  mine  doth  tread. 
He  lies  before  me:  dost  thou  understand  me? 
Thou  art  his  keeper. 

Hub.  And  1*11  keep  him  so. 

That  he  shall  not  offend  your  majesty. 
■*'  K  John.  Death. 

Hub.  My  lord? 

JT.  John.  A  grave. 

Hub.  He  shall  not  live. 

K.  John.  '  Enough. 

I  could  be  merry  now.    Hubert,  I  love  thee; 
Weil,  I'll  not  say  what  I  intend  for  thee: 
Bemember.    Madam,  fare  you  well : 
ril  send  those  powers  o'er  to  your  majesty.  70 

SU.  My  blessing  go  with  theol 

JT.  John.  For  England,  cousin,  go: 
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Hubert  shall  be  your  man,  attend  on  you 
Willi  all  true  duty.    On  toward  Calais,  ho! 


[ExeuiU, 


Scene  IV.     The  same.   The  French  Kmo*8  tent. 
Enter  King  Philip,  Lewis,  Pandulph,  and  Attendants. 

K.  Phi.  So,  by  a  roaring  tempest  on  the  flood, 
A  whole  arniado  of  convicted  sail 
Is  scattered  and  disjoin'd  from  fellowship. 

Fund.  Courage  and  comfort!  all  shall  yet  go  well. 

K.  Phi,  What  can  «>  well,  when  we  have  run  so  ill? 
Are  we  not  beaten?    Is  not  Anglers  lost? 
Arthur  ta'cn  prisoner?  divers  dear  friends  slain? 
And  bloody  England  into  England  gone, 
O'crbearing  interruption,  spite  of  France? 

Lew.  What  he  hath  won,  that  hath  he  fortified:  10 

So  hot  a  speed  with  such  advice  disposed, 
Such  temperate  oi-der  in  so  fierce  a  cause. 
Doth  want  example:  who  hath  read  or  heard 
Of  any  kindred  action  like  to  this? 

K.  Phi.  Well  could  I  bear  that  England  had  this  praise. 
So  we  could  find  some  pattern  of  our  shame. 

Enter  Constance. 

Look,  who  comes  here!  a  grave  unto  a  sonl; 

Holding  the  eternal  spirit,  asaiust  her  will. 

In  the  vile  prison  of  afflicted  breath. 

I  prithee,  lady,  go  away  with  me.  20 

Canst.  Lo,  now !  now  see  the  issue  of  your  peace. 

K.  Phi.  Patience,  good  lady!  comfort,  gentle  Constance  I 

(hnit.  No,  I  defy  all  counsel,  all  redress. 
But  that  which  ends  all  counsel,  true  redress, 
Death,  death;  O  amiable  lovely  death! 
Thou  odoriferous  stench  1  sound  rottenness  I 
Arise  forth  from  the  couch  of  lasting  night. 
Thou  hate  and  terror  to  prosperity. 
And  I  will  kiss  thy  detestable  bones 
And  put  my  eyeballs  in  thy  vaulty  brows  80 

And  ring  these  fingers  with  thj  household  worms 
And  stop  this  gap  of  breath  with  fulsome  dust 
And  be  a  carrion  monster  like  thyself: 
Come,  grin  on  me,  and  I  will  think  thou  smilest 
And  buss  thee  as  thy  wife.    Misery's  love, 
O,  come  tome! 

K,  Phi,  O  fair  afflictioi^  peace! 
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(Jonti,  No,  no,  I  will  not,  having  breath  to  cry: 
O.  that  my  tongue  were  in  the  thunder's  mouth! 
Then  with  a  passion  would  I  shake  the  world: 
And  rouse  from  sleep  that  fell  anotomy  40 

Wliicli  cannot  hear  a  lady's  feeble  voice. 
Which  scorns  a  modern  invocation. 

Pand.  Lady,  you  utter  madness,  and  not  sorrow. 

Contt,  Thou  art  not  holy  to  belie  me  so; 
I  am  not  mad;  this  hair  I  tear  is  mine; 
My  name  is  Constance;  I  was  Geffrey's  wife; 
Young  Arthur  is  my  son,  and  he  is  lost: 
I  am  not  mad:  I  would  to  heaven  I  were! 
For  then,  'tis  like  I  should  foreet  myself: 
O,  if  I  could,  what  grief  should  I  forget!  50 

Preach  some  philosophy  to  make  me  mad,        / 
And  thou  shait  be  canonized,  cardinal; 
For  being  not  mad  but  sensible  of  grief. 
My  reasonable  part  produces  reason 
How  I  may  be  deliver'd  of  these  woes, 
And  teaches  me  to  kill  or  hang  myself: 
If  I  were  mad,  I  should  forget  my  son. 
Or  madly  think  a  babe  of  clouts  were  he: 
I  am  not  mad;  too  well,  too  well  I  feel 
The  different  plague  of  each  calamity.  60 

K.  Phi.  Bind  up  those  tresses.    O,  what  love  I  note 
In  the  fair  multitude  of  those  her  hairs! 
Where  but  by  chance  a  silver  drop  hatli  fallen. 
Even  to  that  drop  ten  thousand  wiiy  friends 
Do  glue  themselves  in  sociable  grie^ 
Like  true,  inseparable,  faithful  loves, 
Sticking  together  in  calamity. 

CoMi.  To  England,  if  you  will. 

K,  Phi.  Bind  up  your  hairs. 

Co}ist.  Yes,  that  I  will;  and  wherefore  will  I  do  it? 
I  tore  them  from  their  bonds  and  cried  aloud  70 

"O  that  these  hands  could  so  redeem  my  son, 
As  they  have  given  these  hairs  their  liberty!" 
But  now  I  envy  at  their  liberty. 
And  will  again  commit  them  to  tliclr  bonds, 
Because  my  poor  child  is  a  prisoner. 
And,  father  cardinal,  I  have  heard  ^'ou  say 
That  we  shall  see  and  know  our  fnends  in  heaven: 
If  that  be  true,  I  shall  see  my  boy  again; 
For  since  the  birth  of  Cain,  the  first  male  child. 
To  him  that  did  but  yesterday  suspire,  80 

There  was  not  such  a  gracious  creature  born. 
But  now  will  canker-sorrow  eat  my  bud 
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And  chase  the  native  beauty  from  his  cheek 

And  he  yf\\\  look  as  hollow  as  a  ghost, 

As  dim  and  meagre  as  an  ague's  fit, 

And  so  he'll  die;  and,  risine  so  again, 

When  I  shall  meet  liim  in  ine  court  of  heaven 

I  shall  not  know  him:  therefore  never,  never 

Must  I  behold  my  pretty  Arthur  more. 

PaTid,  You  hold  too  heinous  a  respect  of  grief.  00 

Cofist.  He  talks  to  me  that  never  had  a  son. 

K.  Phi.  You  are  as  fond  of  grief  as  of  your  child. 

CoTUt,  Grief  fills  the  room  up  of  my  absent  child, 
Lies  in  his  bed,  walks  up  and  down  with  me. 
Puts  on  his  pretty  looks,  repeats  his  words, 
Remembers  me  of  all  his  gmcious  parts, 
Stuffs  out  his  vacant  garments  with  his  form; 
irhen,  have  I  reason  to  be  fond  of  grief? 
Fare  vou  well :  had  you  such  a  loss  as  I, 
I  could  give  better  comfort  than  you  do,  100 

I  will  not  keep  this  form  upon  my  head. 
When  there  is  sucli  disorder  in  my  wit. 
O  Lord  I  my  boy,  my  Arthur,  my  fair  son! 
My  life,  my  joy,  my  food,  my  all  the  world! 
My  widow-comfort,  and  my  sorrows'  cure!  [Erif, 

K.  Phi.  I  fear  some  outrage,  and  I'll  follow  her.  \Kxii. 

Lew.  There's  nothing  in  this  world  can  nr.<ake  me  Joy: 
Life  is  as  tedious  ns  a  twice-told  talc 
Vexing  the  dull  ear  of  a  drowsy  man ; 
And  bitter  shame  hath  spoiVd  the  sweet  world's  taste,    110 
That  it  yields  nought  but  shame  and  bitterness. 

Paiid.  Before  the  curing  of  a  strong  disease. 
Even  in  the  instant  of  repair  and  health, 
Tlie  fit  is  strongest;  evils  that  take  leave, 
On  their  departure  most  of  all  show  evil: 
What  have  you  lost  by  losing  of  this  day? 

Lew.  All  days  of  glory,  joy  and  Imppincse.  * 

Paiid.  If  you  had  won  it,  certainly  you  had. 
No,  no;  when  Fortune  means  to  men  most  good. 
She  looks  upon  them  with  a  threatening  eye.  120 

'Tis  strange  to  think  how  much  King  John  hath  lost 
In  this  which  he  accounts  so  clearly  won: 
Are  not  you  grieved  that  Arthur  is  his  prisoner? 

Lew,  As  heartily  as  he  is  glad  he  hath  him. 

Pand.  Your  mind  is  all  as  youthful  as  your  blood. 
Now  hear  me  speak  with  a  prophetic  spirit; 
For  even  the  breath  of  what  I  mean  to  speak 
Shall  blow  each  dust,  each  straw,  each  little  rub. 
Out  of  the  path  which  shall  directly  lead 
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Thy  foot  to  England's  throne;  and  therefore  mark.        180 

John  hath  seized  Arthur;  and  it  cannot  be 

That,  whiles  warm  life  plays  in  that  infant's  veins. 

The  misplaced  John  should  entertain  an  hour, 

One  minute,  nay,  one  quiet  breath  of  rest. 

A  sceptre  snatch'd  with  an  unrulv  hand 

Must  be  as  boisterously  maintained  as  gain'd; 

And  he  that  stands  upon  a  slippery  place 

Makes  nice  of  no  vile  hold  to  stay  him  up: 

That  John  may  stand,  then  Arthur  needs  must  fall; 

So  be  it,  for  it  cannot  be  but  so.  140 

Lew,  But  what  shall  I  gain  by  young  Arthur's  fall? 

Paiid,  You,  in  the  right  of  Lady  Blaucli  your  wife. 
May  then  make  all  the  claim  that  Artliur  did. 

L&w,  And  lose  it,  life  and  all,  as  Arthur  did. 

Pand.  How  green  you  arc  and  fresh  in  this  old  world! 
John  lays  you  plots;  the  times  conspire  with  you; 
For  he  that  steeps  his  safety  in  true  blood 
Shall  find  but  bloody  safety  and  untrue. 
This  act  so  evilly  born  shall  cool  the  hearts 
Of  all  his  people  and  freeze  up  their  zeal,  150 

That  none  so  small  advantage  shall  step  forth 
To  check  his  reign,  but  they  will  cherish  it; 
No  natural  exhalation  in  the  sky. 
No  scope  of  nature,  no  distemper'd  day, 
No.  common  wind,  no  customed  event, 
But  they  will  pluck  away  his  natural  cause 
And  cafi  them  meteors,  prodigies  and  signs, 
Abortives,  presaj^  and  tongues  of  heaven. 
Plainly  denouncing  vengeance  upon  John. 

Lew.  May  be  he  will  not  touch  young  Arthur's  life,    IQO 
But  hold  himself  safe  in  his  prisonmeut. 

Pand.  O,  sir,  when  he  shall  hear  of  your  approach, 
If  that  young  Arthur  be  not  gone  already. 
Even  at  that  news  he  dies;  and  then  the  hearts 
Of  all  his  people  shall  revolt  from  him 
And  kiss  the  lips  of  unacquainted  change 
And  pick  strong  matter  of  revolt  and  wrath 
Out  of  the  bloody  fingers'  ends  of  John. 
Methinks  I  see  this  hurly  all  on  foot: 
And,  O,  what  better  matter  breeds  for  you  170 

Than  I  have  named  1    The  bastard  Faulconbridge 
Is  now  in  England,  ransacking  the  church. 
Offending  charity :  if  but  a  dozen  French 
Were  there  is  anns,  they  would  be  as  a  call 
To  train  ten  thousand  English  to  their  side. 
Or  as  a  little  snow,  tumbleid  about, 
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AnoD  becomes  a  mountain.     O  noble  Dauphin, 

Go  with  me  to  the  king:  'tis  wonderful 

What  may  be  wrought  out  of  their  discontent, 

Now  tliat  tlieir  souls  are  topful  of  offence.  180 

For  England  go:  I  wiil  whet  on  the  king. 

Lew.  Strong  reasons  make  strong  actions:  let  us  go: 
If  you  say  ay,  the  king  will  not  say  no.  [Exeunt, 

ACT  IV, 
.  Scene  I.    A  room  in  a  eeuUe, 
Enter  Hubert  and  Executioners. 

Huh.  Heat  me  these  irons  hot;  and  look  thou  stand 
Within  the  arras:  when  I  strike  my  foot 
Upon  the  bosom  of  the  ground,  rush  forth. 
And  bind  the  boy  wiiich  vou  shall  find  with  me 
Fast  to  the  chair:  be  heeuful:  hence,  and  Match. 

Pint  Exec,  I  hope  your  warrant  will  bear  out  the  deed. 

Hub,  Uncleanly  scruples  I  lear  not  you:  look  to*t. 

\Exeunt  ExecuUoTierg. 
Young  lad,  come  fortli;  I  have  to  say  with  you. 

Enter  Arthur. 

Arth,  Good  morrow,  Hubert. 

Ihib.  Good  morrow,  little  prince. 

Arth,  As  little  prince,  having  so  great  a  title  10 

To  be  more  prince,  as  may  be.    You  are  sad. 

Hub,  Indeed,  I  have  been  merrier. 

Ar^.  Mercy  on  me  I 

Methinks  no  body  should  be  sad  but  I: 
1^et,  I  remember,  when  I  was  in  France, 
Young  gentlemen  would  be  as  sad  as  nicht. 
Only  for  wantonness.    By  my  Christendom, 
So  1  were  out  of  prison  and  kept  sheep, 
I  should  be  as  merrv  as  the 'day  is  long; 
And  so  I  would  be  here,  but  that  I  doubt 
My  uncle  practices  more  harm  to  me:  20 

He  is  afraid  of  me  and  I  of  him: 
Is  it  my  fault  that  I  was  Geffrey's  son? 
No,  indeed,  is't  not;  and  I  would  to  heaven 
I  were  your  son,  so  you  would  love  me,  Hubert 

Bub.  [Ande]  If  I  talk  to  him,  with  his  innocent  prattt 
He  will  awake  my  niercv  which  lies  dead: 
Therefore  I  will  be  sudden  and  dispatch. 

Arth.  Are  you  sick,  Hubert?  you  look  pale  to-day: 
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In  sooth,  I  would  you  were  a  little  sick. 

That  I  miffht  sit  all  night  and  watch  with  you:  80 

I  warrant  1  love  you  more  than  you  do  me. 

Hub.  [Agide]  His  words  do  take  possession  of  my  bosom. 
Read  here,  young  Arthur.  [Sh/ming  a^paper. 

^  [Aside]  How^now,  foolish  rheum  1  .- 

Turninff  dispiteous  torture  out  of  door! 
I.mu8t  he  brief,  lest  resolution  drop 
Out  at  mine  eyes  in  tender  womanish  tears. 
Can  you  not  read  it?  is  it  not  fair  writ? 

Arth.  Too  fairly.  Hubert,  for  so  foul  e£fect: 
Must  YOU  witli  hot  irons  burn  out  both  mine  eyes? 

IItJ>.  Toung  boy,  I  must. 

A  rth.  And  will  you  ? 

Hub,  And  I  will.         40 

Arth,  Have  you  the  heart?    When  your  head  did  but 
ache, 
I  knit  my  handkercher  about  your  brows, 
The  best  I  had,  a  princess  wrought  it  me. 
And  I  did  never  ask  it  you  again ; 
And  with  my  hand  at  midnight  held  your  head, 
And  like  the  watchful  minutes  to  the  hour, 
Btill  and  anon  cheer *d  up  the  heavy  time, 
Suyinff.  "  What  lack  you?"  and  *'  Where  lies  your  grief?" 
Or  '*  What  good  love  may  I  perform  for  you? 
Many  a  poor  man's  son  would  have  lien  still  60 

And  ne'er  have  spoke  a  loving  word  to  you; 
But  you  at  your  sick  service  had  a  prince. 
Nay,  you  may  think  my  love  was  crafty  love 
And  call  it  cunning:  do,  an  if  you  will: 
If  heaven  be  pleas^  that  you  must  use  me  ill, 
Why  then  you  must.     Will  you  put  out  mine  eyes? 
These  eves  that  never  did  nor  never  shall 
8o  much  as  frown  on  you. 

ffab,  1  have  sworn  to  do  it; 

\nd  with  hot  irons  must  I  bum  them  out 

Arth.  Ah,  none  but  in  this  iron  age  would  do  it!  00 

The  iron  of  itself,  though  heat  red-hot, 
Approaching  near  these  eyes,  would  drink  my  tears 
And  quench  his  fiery  indignation 
Even  in  the  matter  of  mine  innocence; 
Nay,  after  that,  consume  away  in  rust,        * 
But  for  containing  fire  to  harm  mine  eye. 
Are  you  more  stubborn-hard  than  hammer'd  iron? 
An  if  an  angel  should  have  come  to  me 
And  told  me  Hubert  should  put  out  mine  eves, 
I  would  not  have  believed  him, — no  tongue  but  Hubert's.  70 
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Hub,  Come  forth.  [StampB, 

Be-enter  Executioners,  with  a  cord,  irons,  dx. 

Do  as  I  bid  you. 

Arth.  O,  save  me,  Hubert,  save  mel  my  eyes  arc  out 
EvcQ  witli  tiic  fierce  looks  of  tliese  bloody  men. 

Hub.  Give  me  the  iron,  I  say,  and  bind  him  here. 

Arth,  Alas,  what  need  you  be  so  boisterous-rough? 
I  will  not  struggle,  I  will  stand  stone-still. 
For  lieavcQ  sake,  Hubert,  let  me  not  be  bound! 
Nay,  hear  me,  Hubert,  drive  these  men  away. 
And  I  will  sit  as  quiet  as  a  Iamb;  80 

I  w^ill  not  stir,  nor  wince,  nor  speak  a  word, 
Nor  look  upon  the  iron  angerly : 
Thrust  but  these  men  away,  and  I'll  forgive  you. 
Whatever  torment  you  do  put  mc  to. 

JItcb.  Go,  stand  within;  let  me  alone  with  him. 

First  Exec.  I  am  best  pleased  to  be  from  such  a  deed. 

[EMimt  Executioners. 

Arth.  Alas,  I  then  have  chid  away  my  friend  I 
He  hnth  a  stern  look,  but  a  gentle  heart : 
Let  him  conic  b:ick,  that  his  compassion  may 
Give  life  to  yours. 

Hub,  Come,  boy,  prepare  yourself.  00 

Art/t.  Is  there  no  remedy  ? 

Hub.  None,  but  to  lose  your  eyes. 

Art/i.  O  heaven,  that  there  were  but  a  mote  in  yours, 
A  grain,  a  dust,  a  gnat,  a  wnudoring  Imir, 
Any  annoyance  in  that  precious  sense! 
Then  feeling  what  small  things  are  boisterous  there, 
Your  vile  intent  must  needs  seem  horrible. 

Hub.  Is  this  your  promise?  go  lo,  hold  your  tongue. 

Arth.  Hubert,  the  utterance  of  a  brace  of  tongues 
Must  needs  want  pleading  for  a  pair  of  eyes: 
Let  me  not  hold  my  tongue,  let  me  not,  Hubert;  100 

Or,  Hubert,  if  you  will,  cut  out  my  tongue, 
8o  I  may  keep  mine  eyes:  O,  spare  mine  eyes, 
Though  to  no  use  but  still  to  look  on  you! 
Lo,  by  my  troth,  the  instrument  is  cold 
And  would  not  harm  mc. 

Hub.  I  can  heat  it,  boy. 

Arih.  No,  iifgood  sooth;  the  fire  is  dead  with  grief, 
Being  create  for  comfort,  to  be  used 
In  undeserved  cxtiximes:  see  else  yourself; 
There  is  no  malice  in  this  burning  coal; 
The  breath  of  heaven  has  blown  his  spirit  out  110^ 

And  strew *d  repentant  ashes  on  his  head. 
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Hub,  But  with  tny  breath  I  can  revive  it,  boy. 

ArVi,  An  if  you  do,  you  will  but  make  it  blush 
And  ^low  with  shame  of  your  proceedings,  Hubert: 
Nay,  It  perchance  will  sparkle  in  your  eyes; 
And* like  a  dog  that  is  compell'd  to  fight, 
8natch  at  his  master  that  doth  tarre  him  on. 
AH  things  that  you  should  use  to  do  me  wrong 
Deny  their  office:  only  you  do  lack 
That  mercy  which  fierce  fire  and  iron  extends,  120 

Creatures  of  note  for  mercy-lacking  uses. 

Hub.  Well,  sec  to  live;  I  will  not  touch  thine  eye 
For  all  the  treasore  that  thine  uncle  owes: 
Tet  am  I  sworn  and  I  did  purpose,  boy. 
With  this  sa.me  very  iron  to  burn  them  out. 

Arth,  O,  now  you  look  like  Hubert!  all  this  while 
You  were  disguised. 

Hub,  Peace;  no  more.    Adieu. 

Your  uncle  must  not  know  but  you  are  dead; 
I'll  fill  these  dogged  spies  with  false  reports: 
And,  pretty  child,  sleep  doubtless  and  secure,  180 

That  Hubert,  for  the  wealth  of  all  the  world. 
Will  not  offend  thee. 

ArUi,  O  heaven!  I  thank  you,  Hubert 

Htib.  Silence:  no  more:  go  closely  in  with  me; 
Much  danger  do  I  undergo  for  thee.  [ExeanL 

Scene  II.    Kino  John's  palace. 
Enter  KrsQ  JoR^f  Pe^tbroke,  Saltsburt,  and  ot?ier  Lords 

K.  John,  Here  once  again  we  sit,  once  again  crown'd. 
And  looked  upon,  I  hope,  with  cheerful  eyes. 

Pern.  This  *'  once  again,"  but  tliat  your  highness  pleased, 
Was  once  superfluous:  you  were  crown'd  before. 
And  that  high  royalty  was  ne'er  pluck'd  off. 
The  faiths  of  men  ne'er  stained  with  revolt; 
Fresh  ezpectatioD  troubled  not  the  land 
With  anv  lone'd-for  change  or  better  state. 

8iil,  Therefore,  to  be  possessed  with  double  pomp,  \ 
To  guard  a  title  that  was  rich  before,  10 

To  gild  refined  gold,  to  paint  the  lily. 
To  throw  a  perfume  on  the  violet, 
To  smooth  the  ice,  or  add  another  hue 
Unto  the  rainbow,  or  with  taper-light 
To  seek  the  beauteous  eye  of  heavcu  to  garnish, 
Is  wasteful  and  ridiculous  excess. 

Pern,  But  that  your  royal  pleasure  must  be  done. 
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This  act  is  as  an  ancient  tale  new  told. 
And  in  the  last  repeating  troublesome, 
BeiDc  urged  at  a  time. unseasonable.  20 

&iT,  In  tbis  the  antique  and  well  noted  face 
Of  plain  old  form  is  much  disfigured; 
Ana,  like  a  shifted  wind  unto  a  sail, 
It  makes  the  course  of  thoughts  to  fetch  about. 
Startles  and  frights  consideration, 
Makes  sound  opinion  sick  and  truth  suspected. 
For  putting  on  so  new  a  fashion'd  rol)e. 

Pem.  When  workmen  strive  to  do  better  than  well. 
They  do  confound  their  skill  in  covetouMcss; 
And  oftentimes  excusing  of  a  fault  CO 

Doth  make  the  fault  the  worse  by  the  excuse. 
As  patches  set  upon  a  little  breach 
Discredit  more  in  hiding  of  the  fault 
Than  did  the  fault  bcfore.it  was  so  patch'd. 

Sal.  To  this  effect,  before  you  were  new  crown'd. 
We  breathed  our  counsel:  but  it  pleased  your  highncas 
To  overl)ear  it,  and  we  are  all  well  pleased. 
Since  all  and  every  part  of  what  we  would 
Doth  make  a  stand  at  what  your  highness  will. 

K.  John.  Some  reasons  of  this  double  coronatipn         40 
I  have  possessed  you  with  and  think  them  strong; 
And  more,  more  strong,  then  lesser  is  my  fear, 
I  shall  indue  you  with:  meantime  but  ask 
What  you  would  have  reform *d  that  is  not  well. 
And  well  shall  you  perceive  how  willingly 
I  will  both  hear  and  grant  you  your  requests. 

Pem.  Then  I,  ns  one  that  am  the  tonpruc  of  these 
To  sound  the  purix)ses  of  all  their  hearts. 
Both  for  myself  and  them,  but,  chief  of  all, 
Your  safely,  for  the  which  myself  and  them  -50 

Bend  their  best  studies,  heartily  request 
The  enfranchisement  of  Arthur;  whose  restraint 
Doth  move  the  murmuring  lips  of  discontent 
To  break  into  this  dangerous  argument, — 
If  what  in  rest  you  have  in  right  you  hold, 
Wliy  then  your  fears,  which,  as  tliey  say,  attend 
The' steps  of  wrong,  should  move  you  to  mew  up 
Your  tender  kinsman  and  to  choke  his  days 
With  barbarous  ignorance  and  deny  his  youth 
The  rich  advantage  of  good  exercise?  60 

That  the  time's  enemies  may  not  have  this 
To  grace  occasions,  let  it  be  our  suit 
That  you  have  bid  us  ask  his  liberty; 
Which  for  our  goods  we  do  no  further  ask 
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Than  whereupon  our  ytcoI,  on  you  depending. 
Counts  it  your  weal  he  have  his  liberty. 

Enter  Hcbkrt. 

K.  John.  Let  it  be  so:  I  do  commit  his  youth 
To  your  direction.   Hubert,  what  news  with  you? 

[Taking  him  apart. 

Pern.  This  is  the  man  should  do  the  bloody  deed; 
He  show'd  his  warrant  to  a  friend  of  mine:  70 

The  image  of  a  wicked  heinous  fault 
Lives  in  his  eye;  that  close  aspect  of*  his 
Does  show  the  mood  of  a  much  troubled  breast; 
And  I  do  fearfully  believe  'tis  done. 
What  we  so  fear'd  he  had  a  charge  to  do. 

&U.  The  color  of  the  king  doth  come  and  go 
Between  his  purpose  and  his  conscience, 
Like  heralds  'twixt  two  dreadful  battles  set: 
His  passion  is  so  ripe,  it  needs  must  break. 

Pem.  And  when  it  breaks,  I  fear  will  issue  thence       80 
The  foul  corruption  of  a  sweet  child's  death. 

K.John.  We  cannot  hold  mortality's  strong  hand: 
Good  lords,  although  my  will  to  give  is  living, 
The  suit  which  you  demand  is  gone  and  dead: 
He  tells  U8  Arthur  is  deceased  to-night. 

Sal.  Indeed  we  fear'd  his  sickness  was  past  cure. 

Pem.  Indeed  we  heard  how  near  his  death  he  was 
Before  the  child  himself  felt  he  was  sick : 
This  must  be  answer'd  either  here  or  hence. 

K.  John.  Why  do  you  bend  such  solemn  brows  on  me?  90 
Think  you  I  bear  the  shears  of  destlD}'? 
Have  I  commandment  on  the  pulse  of  life? 

Sal.  It  is  apparent  foul  play ;  and  'tis  shame 
That  greatness  should  so  grossly  offer  it: 
So  thrive  in  your  game!  and  so",  farewell. 

Pem.  Stay  yet.  Lord  Salisbury;  I'll  go  with  thee, 
And  find  the  inheritance  of  this  poor  child. 
His  little  kingdom  of  a  forced  gruve. 
That  blood  which  owed  the  breath  of  all  this  isle, 
Three  foot  of  it  doth  hold:  bad  world  the  while!  100^ 

This  must  not  be  thus  borne:  this  will  break  out 
To  all  our  sorrows,  and  ere  long  I  doubt.      [ExeurU  Lords, 

K.  John.  They  burn  in  indignation.     I  repent  y 
There  is  no  sure  foundation  set  on  blood. 
No  certain  life  achieved  by  others*  death. 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

A  fearful  cyo  thou  hast:  where  is  that  blood 
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That  I  have  seen  inhabit  in  those  checks? 
So  foul  a  sky  clears  not  without  a  storm : 
Pour  down  tliy  weather:  how  goes  all  in  France? 

Mess.  From  France  to  England.   Never  such  a  power  110 
For  any  foreign  preparation 
Was  levied  in  the  body  of  a  land. 
The  copy  of  your  speed  is  learn 'd  bv  them; 
For  when  you  should  be  told  they  do  prepare. 
The  tidings  comes  that  they  are  all  arrived. 

K.  John,  O,  where  hath  our  intelligence  been  drunk? 
"Where  hath  it  slept?    Where  is  my  mother's  care, 
That  such  an  army  could  be  drawn  in  France, 
And  she  not  hear  of  it? 

Mess,  My  liege,  her  ear 

Is  stopped  with  dust;  the  first  of  April  died  120 

Your  noble  mother:  and,  as  I  hear,  my  lord. 
The  Lady  Constance  in  a  frenzy  died 
Three  days  before:  but  this  from  rumour's  tongue 
I  idly  heard ;  if  true  or  false  I  know  not. 

K,John.  Withhold  thy  speed,  dreadful  occasion  1 
O,  make  a  league  with  me,  till  I  have  pleased 
My  discontented  peel's!     What!  mother deadl 
How  wildly  then  walks  my  estate  in  France! 
Under  whose  conduct  came  those  powers  of  France 
That  thou  for  truth  givest  out  are  landed  here? 

Mess,  Under  the  Dauphin. 

K.  John.  Thou  hast  made  me  giddy  131 

With  these  ill  tidings. 

Enter  the  Bastard  aivd  Peteii  ofPomfret. 

Now,  what  says  the  world 
To  your  proceedings?  do  not  seek  to  stuff 
My  head  with  more  ill  news,  for  it  is  full. 

Bast.  But  if  you  be  af eared  to  hear  the  worst, 
Then  let  the  worst  uuheard  fall  on  your  head. 

K.  John.  Bear  with  me,  cousin;  for  I  was  amazed 
Under  the  tide :  but  now  I  breathe  ag.:in 
Aloft  the  flood,  and  can  give  audience 
To  any  toDgue,  speak  it  of  what  it  will.  140 

Bast.  How  I  have  sped  among  the  clergymen. 
The  sums  I  have  collected  shall  express. 
But  as  I  traveird  hither  through  the  land, 
I  find  the  people  strangely  fautasicd ; 
Possess'd  with  rumors,  full  of  idle  dreams. 
Not  knowmg  what  they  fear,  but  full  of  fear: 
And  here's  a  prophet,  that  I  brought  with  me 
From  forth  the  streets  of  Pomfret,  whom  I  found 
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With  many  hundreds  trending  on  his  heels; 
To  whom  he  sung,  in  rude  hursh-sounding  rhymes, 
That,  ere  the  next  Ascension-day  at  noon,  151 

Your  bigliness  should  deliver  up  your  crown. 

K.  Joiin,  Thou  idle  dreamer,  wherefore  didst  thou  so? 

Peter.  Foreknowing  tliat  the  truth  will  fall  out  so. 

K.  John,  Hubert,  away  with  him;  imprison  him;  | 

And  on  that  day  at  noon,  whereon  he  says 
I  shall  yield  up  my  crown,  let  him  be  hang'd. 
Deliver  him  to  safety ;  and  return. 
For  I  must  use  thee.  [Exit  Hubert  with  Peter, 

O  my  gentle  cousin, 
Hcar'st  thou  the  news  abroad,  who  •are  ai-rivcd?  160 

Bast.  The  French,  my  lord ;  men's  mouths  are  full  of  it: 
Besides,  I  met  Lord  Bigot  and  Lord  Salisbury, 
With  eyes  as  red  as  new -enkindled  fire, 
And  others  more,  going  to  seek  the  grave 
Of  Arthur,  whom  they  say  is  kill'd  to-night 
On  your  suggestion. 

Ji.  John.  Qentle  kinsman,  ^o, 

And  thrust  thyself  into  their  companies: 
I  have  a  way  to  win  their  loves  again ; 
Bring  them  before  me. 

Bait.  I  will  seek  them  out. 

K  John.  Nay,  but  make  haste;  the  better  foot  before.  170 
'  O.  let  me  have  no  subject  enemies. 
When  adverse  foreigners  affright  my  towns 
With  dreadful  pomp  of  stout  mvasioni 
Be  Mercury,  set  feathers  to  thy  heels. 
And  fly  like  thought  from  them  to  me  again. 

Bast.  The  spirit  of  the  time  shall  teach  me  speed.  [Etit. 

K.  John,  Spoke  like  a  sprightf  ul  noble  gentleman. 
Go  after  him;  for  he  perhaps  shall  need 
Some  messenger  betwixt  me  and  the  peers; 
And  be  thou  he. 

JtffiM.  With  all  my  heart,  my  jiege.  180 

[ExU, 

K,  John,  My  mother  dead ! 

JSe-enier  Hubebt. 

ffitb.  My  lord,  they  say  five  moons  were  seen  to-night; 
Four  fixed,  and  the  fifth  did  whirl  about 
The  other  four  in  wondrous  motion. 

K.  John.  Five  moons! 

Hub.  Old  men  and  beldams  in  the  streets 

Do  prophesy  upon  it  dangerously: 
Touog  Arihar'8  death  is  common  in  their  mouths: 
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And  when  they  talk  of  him,  they  shake  their  heads 

And  whisper  one  another  in  the  ear; 

And  he  that  speaks  doth  gripe  the  hearer's  tvrist,  190 

Whilst  he  that  hears  makes  fearful  action. 

"With  wrinkled  brows,  witli  nods,  with  rolling  eyes. 

I  suw  a  smith  stand  with  his  hammer,  thus, 

The  whilst  his  iron  did  on  the  anvil  cool, 

With  open  mouth  swallowing  a  tailor's  news; 

Who,  with  his  shears  and  measure  in  his  hand, 

Standing  on  slippers,  which  his  nimble  haste 

Had  falsely  thrust  upon  contrary  feet. 

Told  of  a  many  thousand  warlike  French 

That  were  embattailed  and  rank'd  in  Kent:  200 

Another  lean  un washed  artificer 

Cuts  off  his  tale  and  talks  of  Arthur's  death. 

K.  John.  Why  seek'st  thou  to  possess  me  v,  ith  these  fears? 
Why  urgest  thou  so  oft  voung  Arthur's  death? 
Thy  hand  hath  murdcr'd  him:  I  had  a  mighty  cause 
To  wish  him  dead,  but  tliou  hndKt  none  to  kill  him. 

Hub.  No  had,  my  lord!  why,  did  you  not  provoke  me? 

K.  John.  It  IS  the  curse  of  kings  to  be  attended 
By  slaves  that  take  their  humours  for  a  warrant 
,'  To  break  within  the  bloody  house  of  life,  310 

<j  And  On  the  winking  of  authority 
I  To  understand  a  law,  to  know  the  meaning 
I  Of  dangerous  majesty,  when  perchance  it  frowns 
^  More  upon  humour  than  advised  respect 

Hub.  Here  is  your  hand  and  seal  for  what  I  did. 

K.John.  O,  when  the  last  account  'twixt  heaven  and 
earth 
Is  to  be  made,  then  shall  this  hand  and  seal 
Witness  against  us  to  damnation! 
How  oft  the  sight  of  means  to  do  ill  deeds 
Make  deeds  ill  done!    Hadst  not  thou  been  by,  SdO 

A  fellow  by  the  hand  of  nature  mark'd, 
Quoted  and  sign'd.to  do  a  deed  of  shame. 
This  murder  had  not  come  into  my  mind: 
But  taking  note  of  thy  abhorr*d  aspect, 
Finding  the  fit  for  bloodv  villany, 
Apt,  liable  to  be  employ  d  in  danger, 
I  faintly  broke  with  thee  of  Arthur's  death; 
And  thou,  to  be  endeared  to  a  king. 
Made  it  no  conscience  to  destroy  a  prince. 

Hub.  My  lord,—  280 

K.  John.  Hadst  thou  but  shook  thy  head  or  made  a  pause 
When  I  spake  darkly  what  I  purposed. 
Or  tum'd  an  eye  of  doubt  upon  my  face, 
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As  bid  me  tell  my  tale  in  express  words, 

Deep  shame  had  struck  me  dumb,  made  me  break  off. 

And  those  thy  fears  might  have  wrought  fears  in  me: 

But  thou  didst  understand  me  by  my  signs 

And  didst  in  signs  again  parley  with  sin ; 

Yea,  without  stop,  oidst  let  thy  heart  consent. 

And  consequently  thy  rude  hand  to  act  240 

The  deed,  which  both  our  tongues  held  vile  to  name. 

Out  of  my  sight,  and  never  see  me  more! 

My  nobles  leave  me;  and  my  state  is  braved. 

Even  at  my  gates,  with  ranks  of  foreign  powers: 

Nay,  in  the  body  of  this  fleshly  land, 

This  kingdom,  this  confine  of  blood  and  breath. 

Hostility  and  civil  tumult  reigns 

Between  my  conscience  and  my  cousin's  death.  . 

Hob,  Arm  you  against  your  other  enemies, 
Y\\  make  a  peace  between  your  soul  and  you.  250 

Young  Arthur  is  alive:  this  hand  of  mine 
Is  yet  a  maiden  and  an  innocent  hand, 
Not  painted  with  the  crimson  spots  of  blood. 
Within  this  bosom  never  enter*a  yet 
The  dreadful  motion  of  a  murderous  thought; 
And  you  have  slandered  nature  in  my  form, 
Which,  howsoever  rude  exteriorly, 
Is  yet  the  cover  of  a  fairer  mind 
Than  to  be  butcher  of  an  innocent  child. 

K.  John,  Doth  Arthur  live?  O,  haste  thee  to  the  peers. 
Throw  this  report  on  their  incensed  rage,  261 

And  make  them  tame  to  their  obedience! 
Forgive  the  comment  that  my  passion  made 
Upon  thy  feature;  for  my  rage  was  blind. 
And  foul  imaginary  eyes  of  blood 
Presented  thee  more  hideous  than  thou  art. 
O,  answer  not,  but  to  my  closet  bring 
The  angry  lords  with  all  expedient  haste. 
I  conjure  thee  but  slowly;  run  more  fast.  [Exeunt 

SCKNE  III.    Before  the  castle. 

Enter  Authttr,  on  the  toaUs. 

Arih,  The  wall  is  high,  and  yet  will  I  leap  down : 
Good  ground,  be  pitiful  and  hurt  me  not! 
There's  few  or  none  do  know  me:  if  they  did. 
This  ship -boy's  semblance  hath  disguised  me  quite. 
I  am  afraid;  and  yet  I'll  venture  it. 
If  I  get  down,  and  do  not  break  my  limbs. 
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1*11  find  a  tUousand .shifts  to  get  away: 

As  good  to  die  and  go,  as  die  and  stay.  {Leaps  down, 

O  me!  my  uncle's  spirit  is  in  these  stones: 

Heaven  take  my  soul,  and  England  keep  my  bones! 

[Die%,   10 

Enter  Pembroke,  Salisbury,  arkd  Bigot. 

BaX,  Lords,  I  will  meet  him  at  Saint  Edmundsbury: 
It  is  our  safety,  and  we  must  embrace 
This  gentle  oner  of  the  perilous  time. 

Ftm.  Who  brought  that  letter  from  the  cardinal? 

Sal,  The  Count  Melun,  a  noble  lord  of  France; 
Whose  private  with  me  of  the  Dauphin's  love 
Is  much  more  general  than  these  lines  import. 

Big,  To-morrow  morning  let  us  meet  him  then. 

SaX,  Or  rather  then  set  forward ;  for  'twill  be 
Two  long  days'  journey,  lords,  or  ere  we  meet.  20 

EnXer  the  Bastard. 

IktH,  Once  more  to-day  well  met,  distemper'd  lords  1 
The  king  by  me  requests  your  presence  straight. 

Sal,  The  king  hath  dispossess'd  himself  of  us: 
We  will  not  line  his  thin  bestained  cloak 
With  our  pure  honours,  nor  attend  the  foot 
That  leaves  the  print  of  blood  where'er  it  walks. 
Return  and  tell  him  so;  we  know  the  worst. 

Bntft.  Whate'er  you  think,  good  words,  I  think,  were  best. 

Sal.  Our  griefs,  and  not  our  manners,  reason  now. 

BaM,  But  there  is  little  reason  in  your  grief;  80 

Therefore  'twere  reason  you  had  manners  now. 

Pern,  Sir,  sir,  impatience  hatli  his  privilege. 

Bant,  'Tis  true,  to  hurt  his  master,  no  man  else. 

Sal,  This  is  the  prison.    What  is  he  lies  here? 

[Seeing  Arthur. 

Pcm,  O  death,  made  proud  with  pure  and   princely 
beauty! 
The  earth  had  not  a  hole  to  hide  this  deed. 

Sal,  Murder,  as  hating  what  himself  halh  done,  f>^ 

Doth  lay  it  open  to  urge  on  revenge. 

Big,  Or,  when  he  doom'd  this  Ixiauty  to  a  grave, 
Found  it  too  precious-princely  for  a  grave.  40 

Sal.  Sir  Richard,  what  think  you?  have  you  beheld, 
Or  have  you  read  or  heard?  or  could  you  think? 
Or  do  you  almost  think,  although  you  see, 
That  3'ou  do  sec?  could  thought,  without  this  object, 
FoiTn  such  another?    This  is  the  very  top, 
The  hciflfht,  the  crest,  or  crest  unto  the  crest, 
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Of  murder*s  arms:  this  is  the  bloodiest  shame. 

The  wildest  savagery,  the  vilest  stroke, 

That  ever  wall-eyed  wrath  or  staring  rage 

Presented  to  the  tears  of  soft  remorse.  50 

i^/n.  All  murders  past  do  stand  excused  in  this: 
And  this,  so  sole  and  so  unmatchable. 
Shall  give  a  holiness,  a  purity. 
To  the  yet  unbegotten  sin  of  times; 
And  prove  a  deiullv  bloodshed  but  a  jest, 
Exampled  by  this  heinous  spectacle. 

Boat.  It  is  a  damned  and  a  bloody  work; 
The  graceless  action  of  a  heavy  hand, 
If  that  it  be  the  work  of  any  hand. 

Sat.  If  that  it  be  the  work  of  any  hand!  60 

We  had  a  kind  of  light  what  would  ensue: 
It  is  the  shameful  work  of  Hubert*s  hand; 
The  practice  and  the  purpose  of  the  king: 
Prom  whose  obedience  I  forbid  my  soul, 
Kneeling  before  this  ruin  of  sweet  life, 
And  breathing  to  his  breathless  excellence 
The  incense  of  a  vow,  a  holy  vow, 
Never  to  taste  the  pleasures  of  the  world, 
Never  to  be  infect^  with  delight. 

Nor  conversant  with  ease  and  idleness,  70 

Till  I  have  set  a  glory  to  this  hand. 
By  giving  it  the  worship  of  revenge. 

Bic^  \  ^*^  bouIb  religiously  confirm  thy  words. 

Enter  Hubert. 

Hub.  Lords,  I  am  hot  with  haste  in  seeking  you: 
Arthur  doth  live;  the  king  hath  sent  for  you. 

Sal,  O,  he  is  bold  and  blushes  not  at  death. 
Avaunt,  thou  hateful  villain,  get  thee  gone! 

Hub.  I  am  no  villain. 

SaL  Must  I  rob  the  law? 

[Draining  hit  itfford. 

Bast,  Your  sword  is  bright,  sir;  put  it  up  again. 

Sal.  Not  till  I  sheathe  it  in  a  muixlerer's  skin.  80 

Hub,  Stand  bs^k,  Lord  Salisbury,  stand  back,  I  say; 
By  heaven,  I  think  my  sword 's  as  sliarp  as  yours: 
1  would  not  have  you,  lord,  forget  yourself, 
Nor  tempt  the  danger  of  my  true  defence; 
Lest  I,  by  marking  of  your  rage,  forget 
Your  worth,  your  greatness  and  nobility. 

Bi$.  Out,  dunghUi!  darest  thou  brave  a  nobleman? 

Hub.  Not  for  my  life:  but  yet  I  dare  defend 
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My  innocent  life  against  an  emperor. 

Sal.  Thou  art  a  murderer. 

Hub,  Do  not  prove  me  so ;  00 

Tet  I  am  none :  whose  tongue  soever  speaks  false. 
Not  truly  speaks;  who  speaks  not  truly,  lies. 

Pern.  Cut  him  to  pieces. 

Bcut,  Keep  the  peace,  I  8a}r. 

ScU.  Stand  by,  or  I  shall  gall  you,  Faulconbridge. 

Basi.  Thou  wert  better  gall  the  devil,  Salisbury: 
If  thou  but  frown  on  me,  or  stir  thy  foot. 
Or  teach  thy  hasty  spleen  to  do  me  shame, 
I'll  strike  thee  dead.    Put  up  thy  sword  betime; 
Or  I'll  so  maul  you  and  your  toasting-iron, 
That  you  shall  think  the  devil  is  come  from  hell.  100 

Big,  What  wilt  thou  do,  renowned  Faulconbridge? 
Second  a  villain  and  a  murderer? 

Hub,  Lord  Bigot,  I  am  none. 

Big.  Who  kilVd  this  prince? 

llub.  Tis  not  an  hour  since  I  left  him  well: 
I  honour'd  him,  I  loved  him,  and  will  weep 
My  date  of  life  out  for  his  sweet  life's  loss. 

Sat.  Trust  not  those  cunning  waters  of  his  eyes, 
For  villany  is  not  without  such  rheum; 
And  he,  long  traded  in  it,  makes  it  seem 
Like  rivers  of  remorse  and  innocency.  1 10 

Away  with  me,  all  you  whose  souls  abhor 
The  uncleanlv  savours  of  a  slanghter-house; 
For  I  am  stifled  with  this  smell  of  sin. 

Big,  Away  toward  Bury,  to  the  Dauphin  there! 

Pern,  There  tell  the  king  he  may  inquire  us  out. 

[Exeunt  Lords 

Bati.  Here's  a  good  world !    Knew  you  of  tliis  fair  work? 
Beyond  the  inflnite  and  boundless  reach 
Of  mercy,  if  thou  didst  this  deed  of  death, 
Art  thou  damn'd,  Hubert. 

Hub.  Do  but  hear  me,  sir. 

'    Boat,  Ha!  I'll  tell  thee  what;  120 

Thou'rt  damn'd  as  black— nay,  nothing  is  so  black; 
Thou  are  more  deep  damn'd  than  Prince  Lucifer. 
There  is  not  yet  so  ugly  a  fiend  of  hell 
As  thou  shalt  be,  if  thou  didst  kill  this  child. 

Hub.  Upon  my  soul — 

BaH.       ^  If  thou  didst  but  consent 

To  this  mo*st  cruel  act,  do  but  despair; 
And  if  thou  want'st  a  cord,  the  smallest  thread  * 

That  ever  spider  twisted  from  her  womb 
Will  serve  to  strangle  thee ;  a  rusii  will  be  a  beam 
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To  hang  thee  on ;  or  wouldst  thou  drown  thyself,  180 

Put  but  A  little  water  in  a  spoon, 
And  it  shall  be  as  all  the  ocean. 
Enough  to  stifle  such  a  villain  up. 
I  do  suspect  thee  very  grievously. 

Hub,  If  I  in  act,  consent,  or  sin  of  thought. 
Be  ^ilty  of  the  stealing  that  sweet  breath 
Which  was  embounded  in  this  beauteous  clay, 
Let  hell  want  pains  enough  to  torture  me. 
I  left  him  well. 

Bcud.  Qo,  bear  him  in  thine  armi. 

I  am  amazed,  methinks,  and  lose  my  way  140 

Among  the  thorns  and  dangers  of  this  world. 
How  easy  dost  thou  take  aU  Bngland  up! 
From  forth  this  morsel  of  dead  royalty. 
The  life,  the  right  and  truth  of  al^this  realm 
Is  tied  to  heaven ;  and  England  now  is  left 
To  tug  and  scamblc  and  to  part  by  the  teeth 
The  unowed  interest  of  proud-swelling  state. 
Kow  for  the  bare-pick'd  bone  of  majesty 
Doth  dogged  war  bristle  his  angry  crest 
And  snarleth  in  the  gentle  eyes  of  peace:  150 

Now  powers  from  home  and  discontents  at  home 
Meet  in  one  line;  and  vast  confusion  waits, 
As  doth  a  raven  on  a  sick-fall' n  beast, 
The  imminent  decay  of  wrested  pomp. 
Now  happy  he  whose  cloak  and  cincture  can 
Hold  out  this  tempest.    Bear  away  that  child 
And  follow  mc  with  speed :  I'll  to  the  king: 
A  thousand  businesses  are  brief  in  hand. 
And  heaven  itself  doth  frown  upon  the  land.         [Exeunt, 

ACT  V. 
ScEKB  I.    KiSQ  John's  palace. 
Enter  Ktrq  John,  Pakdulph,  and  Attendants. 

K,  John,  Thus  have  I  yielded  up  into  your  hand 
The  circle  of  my  glory.  [Oiving  the  erown, 

Pand,  Take  again 

From  this  my  hand,  as  holding  of  the  pope 
Your  sovereign  greatness  and  authority. 

K.  John.  Now  keep   your  holy  word:    go  meet  the 
French, 
And  from  his  holiness  use  all  your  power 
To  stop  their  marches  *fore  we  are  inflamed. 
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Our  discoDtcntcd  counties  do  revolt; 

Our  people  quarrel  with  obedience, 

Swearing  alleffinnce  tind  the  love  of  soul  10 

To  stranger  blood,  to  foreign  royal t}'. 

This  inundation  of  mistcmper'd  humour 

Rests  by  you  only  to  be  qualified: 

Then  pause  not ;  for  the  present  time's  so  sick, 

That  present  medicine  must  be  ministered, 

Or  overthrow  incurable  ensues. 

Pand,  It  was  my  breath  that  blew  this  tempest  up, 
Upon  your  stubborn  usage  of  the  pope ; 
But  since  you  are  a  gentle  converlite, 
My  tongue  shall  hush  again  this  storm  of  war  20 

And  make  fair  weather  in  your  blustering  land. 
On  this  Ascension-day,  remember  well. 
Upon  your  oath  of  service  to  the  pope. 
Go  I  to  make  the  French  lay  down  their  arms.    .       [Exit, 

K,  John,  Is  this  Ascension-day?    Did  not  the  prophet 
Say  that  before  Ascension-day  at  noon 
My  crown  I  should  give  off?    Even  so  I  have: 
I  did  suppose  it  should  be  on  constraint; 
But,  heaven  be  thank'd,  it  is  but  voluntary. 

ErUer  the  Babtabd. 

Ba$t.  All  Kent  hath  yielded;  nothing  there  holds  out 
But  Dover  castle:  LonJion  hath  received,  81 

Like  a  kind  host,  the  Dauphin  and  his  powers: 
Your  nobles  will  not  hear  you,  but  are  gone 
To  offer  service  to  your  enemy, 
And  wild  amazement  huriies  up  and  down 
The  little  number  of  your  doubtful  friends. 

K.  John.  Would  not  my  lords  return  to  me  again. 
After  they  heard  young  Arthur  was  alive? 

B<Mt.  They  found  him  dead  and  cast  into  the  streets, 
An  empty  casket,  where  the  jewel  of  life  40 

By  some  damu'd  hand  was  robb'd  and  ta'en  away. 

K,  John,  That  villain  Hubert  (old  me  Itc  did  live. 

BoAt.  So,  on  my  soul,  he  did,  for  aught  he  knew. 
But  wherefore  do  you  droop?  why  look  you  sad? 
Be  great  in  act,  as  you  have  been  m  thought; 
Let  not  the  world  see  fear  and  sad  distrust 
Govern  the  motion  of  a  kindly  eye: 
Be  stirring  as  the  time;  be  fire  with  fire; 
Threaten  the  threatcuer  and  outface  the  brow 
Of  bragging  horror:  so  shall  inferior  eyes,  60 

That  borrow  their  behaviours  from  the  great, 
Grow  great  by  your  example  and  put  on 
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The  dauntless  spirit  of  resolution. 

Away,  and  glister  like  the  god  of  war, 

YHien  he  intendeth  to  become  the  field : 

Show  boldness  and  aspiring  confidence.  I 

What,  shall  they  seek  the  lion  in  his  den,  I 

And  fright  him  there?  and  make  him  tremble  there?  I 

O.  let  it  not  be  said:  forage,  and  run 

To  meet  displeasure  farther  from  the  doors,  (50  , 

And  grapple  with  him  ere  he  comes  so  nigh. 

K.  John.  The  legate  of  the  pope  hath  iXen  with  me, 
And  I  have  made  a  happy  peace  with  him ; 
And  he  hath  promised  to  dismiss  the  powers 
Led  by  the  Dauphin.  ^ 

Ba9t,  O  inglorious  league !  j 

Shall  wc,  upon  the  footing  of  our  land,  I 

Send  fair-play  orders  and  make  compromise,  | 

Insinuation,  parley  and  base  truce  | 

To  arms  invasive?  shall  a  beardless  boy,         '  j 

A  cockcr'd  silken  wanton,  brave  our  fields,  70  I 

And  flesh  his  spirit  in  a  warlike  soil,  I 

blocking  the  air  with  colours  idly  spread, 
And  find  no  check?    Let  us,  my  liege,  to  arms: 
Perchance  the  cardinal  cannot  make  your  peace; 
Oj  if  he  do,  let  it  at  least  be  said 
They  saw  we  had  a  purpose  of  defence. 

K.  John,  Have  thou  the  ordering  of  this  present  time. 

BaH,  Away,  then,  with  good  courage!  3'et,  I  know, 
Our  party  may  well  meet  a  prouder  foe.  [Esceunt. 

Scene  II.     The  Dauphin's  camp  at  St,  Edmundtbury, 

Enter  in  anne,  Lewis,  Salisbuky,  Melun,  Pehbroke, 

Bigot,  and  Soldiers. 

Lew.  My  Lord  Melun,  let  this  be  copied  out. 
And  keep  it  safe  for  our  remembrance : 
Return  the  precedent  to  these  lords  again ; 
That,  having  our  fair  order  written  down. 
Both  they  and  we,  perusing  o'er  these  notes. 
May  know  wherefore  wc  took  the  sacrament 
And  keep  our  faiths  Arm  and  inviolable. 

Sal.  Upon  our  sides  it  never  shall  be  broken. 
And,  noble  Dauphin,  albeit  we  swear 
A  voluntary  zeal  and  an  unurged  faith  10 

To  your  proceedings:  yet  believe  me,  prince, 
I  am  not  glad  that  such  a  sore  of  time 
Should  seek  a  pkister  by  contcmn'd  revolt. 
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And  heal  the  inveterate  canker  of  one  wound 

By  making  many.     O,  it  grieves  my  soul. 

That  I  must  draw  this  metal  from  my  side 

To  be  a  widow-maker  1    O,  and  there 

Where  honourable  rescue  and  defense 

Cries  out  upon  the  name  of  Salisbury! 

But  such  is  the  infection  of  the  time,  80 

That,  for  the  health  and  physic  of  our  right, 

We  cannot  deal  but  with  the  very  hand 

Of  stern  injustice  and  confused  wrong. 

And  is  't  not  pity,  O  my  griev<5d  friends, 

That  we,  the  sons  and  cliildren  of  this  isle, 

Were  born  to  see  so  sad  an  hour  as  this; 

Wherein  we  step  after  a  stranger  march 

Upon  her  gentle  bosom,  and  fill  up 

Uer  enemies*  ranks, — I  must  withdraw  and  weep 

Upon  the  spot  of  this  enforced  cause, — 

To  grace  the  gentry  of  a  land  remote, 

And  follow  unacquainted  colours  here? 

What,  here?    O  nation,  that  thou  couldst  remove! 

That  Neptune's  arms,  who  clippcth  thee  about. 

Would  Ix^ar  thee  from  the  knowledge  of  thyself, 

And  grapple  thee  unto  a  pagan  shore; 

Where  these  two  Christian  armies  might  combine 

The  blood  of  malice  in  a  vein  of  league, 

And  not  to  spend  it  so  unneighborl v !' 

Lew.  A  noble  temper  dost  thou  show  in  this;  46 

And  great  affections  wrestling  in  thy  bosom 
Doth  make  an  earthquake  of  nobility. 
O,  what  a  noble  combat  hast  thou  fought 
Between  compulsion  and  a  brave  respect! 
Let  me  wipe  off  this  honourable  dew, 
That  sllverly  doth  progress  on  thy  cheeks: 
M}r  heart  hath  melted  at  a  lady's  tears, 
Being  an  ordinary  inundation; 
But  this  effusion  of  such  manly  drops, 
This  shower,  blown  up  by  tempest  of  the  soul,  60 

Startles  mine  eyes,  and  makes  me  more  amazed 
Than  had  I  seen  the  vanity  top  of  heaven 
Figured  quite  o'er  with  burning  meteors. 
Lift  up  thy  brow,  renowned  Salisbury, 
And  with  a  great  heart  heave  away  this  storm: 
Commend  these  waters  to  those  baby  eyes 
That  never  saw  the  giant  world  enraged; 
Nor  met  with  fortune  other  than  at  feasU^, 
Full  of  warm  blood,  of  mirth,  of  gossiping. 
Come,  come;  for  thou  shalt  thrust  thy  hand  as  deep       60 
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Into  the  purse  of  rich  prosperity 
As  Lewis  himself:  so,  nobles,  shall  you  all, 
That  knit  your  sinews  to  the  strength  of  mine. 
And  even  there,  methinks,  an  angel  spake: 

Enter  Pandulph. 

Look,  where  the  holy  legate  comes  apace. 
To  dve  us  warrant  from  the  hand  of  heaven. 
Ana  on  our  actions  set  the  name  of  right 
With  holy  breath. 

Pand.  Hail,  noble  prince  of  France! 

The  next  is  this,  King  John  hath  reconciled 
Himself  to  Rome;  his  spirit  is  come  in,  70 

That  so  stood  out  against  the  holy  church, 
The  great  metropolis  and  see  of  Komc : 
Therefore  thy  threatening  colours  now  wind  up; 
And  tame  the  savage  spirit  of  wild  war, 
That,  like  a  lion  foster*d  up  at  hand, 
It  may  lie  gently  at  the  foot  of  peace. 
And  be  no  further  harmful  than  in  show. 

Lew.  Your  grace  shall  pardon  me,  I  will  not  back: 
I  am  too  hii^h-born  to  be  propertied, 
To  be  a  secondary  at  control,  80 

Or  useful  serving- man  and  instrument. 
To  any  sovereign  state  tliroughout  the  world. 
Your  breath  first  kindled  the  dead  coal  of  wars 
Between  this  chastised  kingdom  and  myself, 
And  brougiit  in  matter  that  should  feed  this  fire; 
And  now  'tis  far  too  hu^c  to  be  blown  out 
With  that  same  weak  wind  which  enkindled  it. 
You  taught  me  how  to  know  the  face  of  right,  * 

Acquainted  me  with  interest  to  this  land, 
Yea.  thrust  this  enterprise  into  my  heart;  90 

And  come  ye  now  tp  tell  me  John  hath  made 
His  peace  with  Rome?  What  is  that  peace  to  me? 
I,  by  the  honour  of  my  marriage-bed, 
After  young  Arthur,  claim  this  land  for  mine; 
And,  now  it  is  half-conqucr'd,  must  I  back 
Because  that  John  hath  made  his  peace  with  Rome? 
Am  I  Rome's  slave?    What  penny  hath  Rome  borne, 
What  men  provided,  wiiat  munition  sent, 
To  underprop  this  action?    Is  't  not  I 
That  undergo  this  charge?  Who  else  but  I,  100 

And  such  as  to  my  plaim  are  liable, 
Bweat  in  this  business  and  maintain  this  war? 
Have  I  not  heard  these  islanders  shout  out 
**  Vive  le  roi!"  as  I  have  bank'd  their  towns? 
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Have  I  not  here  the  best  cards  for  the  game. 

To  win  this  easy  match  play'd  for  a  crown? 

And  shall  I  now  give  o*er  the  yielded  set? 

No,  no,  on  my  soul,  it  never  shall  be  said. 
Pand.  You  look  but  on  the  outside  of  this  work. 
Lew.  Outside  or  inside,  I  will  not  return  110 

Till  my  attempt  so  much  be  glorified 
'  As  to  my  ample  hope  was  promised 
.  Before  I  drew  this  gallant  head  of  war, 

And  cuird  these  fiery  spirits  from  the  world. 

To  outlook  conquest  and  to  win  renown 

Even  in  the  jaws  of  danger  and  of  death.  [Trumpet  sound*. 

What  lusty  trumpet  thus  doth  summon  us? 

Enter  the  Babtabd,  attended. 

Bast.  According  to  the  fair  play  of  the  world. 
Let  me  have  audience;  I  am  sent  to  speak : 
My  holy  lord  of  Milan,  from  the  king  130 

I  come,  to  learn  how  vou  have  dealt  for  him; 
And,  as  you  answer,  I  do  know  the  scope 
And  warrant  limited  unto  my  tongue. 

Pand.  The  Dauphin  is  too  wilful-opposite, 
And  will  not  temporize  with  my  entreaties; 
He  flatly  says  hell  not  lay  down  his  arms. 

Ba^t.  By  all  the  blood  that  ever  fury  breathed, 
The  youth  says  well.     Now  hear  our  English  king; 
For  thus  his  royalty  doth  speak  in  me. 
He  is  prepared,  and  reason  too  he  should:  180 

This  apish  and  unmannerly  approach. 
This  harness'd  masque  and  unadvised  revel, 
Tfiis  unhair'd  sauciness  and  boyish  troops. 
The  king  doth  smile  at;  and  is  well  prepared 
To  whip  this  dwarfish  war,  these  pigmy  arms, 
From  out  the  circle  of  his  territories. 
That  hand  which  liad  the  strength,  even  at  tout  door. 
To  cudgel  you  'and  make  you  take  the  hatch, 
To  dive  like  buckets  in  concealed  wells. 
To  crouch  in  litter  of  your  stable  planks,  140 

To  lie  like  pawns  lock'd  up  in  chests  and  trunks, 
To  hug  with  swine,  to  seek  sweet  safety  out 
In  vaults  and  prisons,  and  to  thrill  and  slnike 
Even  at  the  crying  of  your  nation's  crow. 
Thinking  his  voice  an  armed  Englishman; 
Shall  that  victorious  hand  be  fee  bled  hqre. 
That  in  your  chambers  gave  you  chastisement? 
No:  know  the  gallant  monarch  is  in  arms 
And  like  an  eagle  o'er  his  aery  towers, 
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To  souse  annoyance  that  comes  near  bis  nest.  150 

And  vou  ile^enerute,  you  iiigmtc  revolts. 

You  bloody  rieroes,  ripping  up  the  woral> 

Of  your  dear  motlier  EngUuid,  blush  for  shame; 

For  your  own  ladies  and  pale-Tisnged  maids 

Like  Ani:izons  come  tripping  after  drums. 

Their  thimbles  into  armed  gauntlets  change. 

Their  needles  to  lathees,  nn(l  iheir  gentle  hearts 

To  fierce  and  bloody  inclination. 

Jjtio.  There  end  thy  brave,  and  turn  thy  face  in  peace: 
We  gnmt  thou  canst  outseold  us:  fare  thee  well;  IGO 

We  hold  our  time  too  precious  to  be  spent 
With  such  a  brabbler. 

Pand.  Give  me  leave  to  speak. 

Btut,  No,  I  will  speak. 

Ijew.  We  will  attend  to  neither. 

Strike  up  the  dnims;  and  let  the  tongue  of  war 
Plead  for  our  interest  and  our  L)eiDg  here. 

Rt9t.  Indeed,  your  drums,  being  beaten,  will  cry  out; 
And  so  shall  you,  being  beaten :  do  but  start 
An  echo  with  the  clamour  of  thy  drum, 
And  even  at  hand  a  drum  is  ready  braced 
That  shall  reverberate  all  as  loud  as  thine;  170 

Sound  but  another,  and  another  shall 
As  loud  as  Wnrx'i  rattle  the  welkin's  ear 
And  mock  the  deep-mouth'd  thunder:  for  at  hand. 
Not  trusting  to  this  baiting  legate  here, 
Whom  he  hath  used  rather  for  sport  than  need. 
Is  warlike  John;  and  in  his  forehead  sits 
A  bare-ribb'd  death,  whose  office  is  this  day 
To  feast  upon  whole  thousands  of  the  French. 

Lbw,  Strike  up  our  dnims,  to  lind  this  danger  out.     179 

B(ut,  And  thou  shalt  find  it,  Dauphin,  do  not  doubt. 

ScBNB  in.     The  fidd  of  battle. 

Alarum;  Enter  Kino  John  and  IIttbert. 

K,  John,  How  goes  the  day  with  us?    O,  tell  me,  Hubert. 
Hub.  Badly,  I  fear.     How  fares  your  majesty? 
K.  John.  This  fever,  that  hath  troubled  me  so  long. 
Lies  heavy  on  me;  O,  my  heart  is  sick  I 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

Meet.  My  lord,  yoQr  valiant  kinsman,  Faulconbridge, 
Desires  your  majesty  to  leave  the  field 
And  send  him  word  by  me  which  way  jou  go. 
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K.  John.  Tell  him,  toward  Swinstend,  to  the  abbey  there 
Mess,  Be  of  good  comfort;  for  tlie  great  supply 

That  was  expected  by  the  Dauphin  here.  10 

Arc  wreck'd  three  nights  aco  on  Goo<hvin  Sands. 

This  news  was  brought  to  Richard  but  even  now: 

The  French  fight  coldly,  and  retire  themselves. 
K.  John,  Ay  me!  this  tyrant  fever  burns  me  up, 

And  will  not  let  me  welcome  this  good  news. 

Set  on  toward  Swinstead:  to  my  litter  straight; 

Weakness  possesseth  me,  and  I  am  faint.  [Exevni, 

Scene  IV.    Anotlier  part  of  Vie  field. 
Enter  Salisbuby,  Pembroke,  and  Bigot. 

Sal.  1  did  not  think  the  king  so  stored  with  friends. 

Pern.  Up  once  again;  put  spirit  in  the  French: 
If  they  miscarry,  we  miscarry  too. 

Sal.  That  misbegotten  devil,  Faulconbridgc, 
In  spite  of  spite,  alone  upholds  the  day. 

Pern.  They  say  King  John  sore  sick  hath  left  the  field. 

Enter  "Melits,  wounded. 

Mel.  Lead  me  to  the  revolts  of  England  here. 

Sal.  When  we  were  happy  wc  had  other  names. 

Pern.  It  is  the  Count  Melun. 

Sal.  Wounded  to  death. 

Mel.  Fly,  noble  English,  you  are  bought  and  sold;       10 
Unthread  the  rude  eye  of  rebellion 
And  welcome  home  again  discarded  faith. 
Seek  out  King  John  and  fall  before  his  feet; 
For  if  the  French  be  lords  of  this  loud  day, 
He  means  to  recompense  the  pains  you  take 
By  cutting  off  your  heads:  thus  hath  he  sworn 
And  I  with  him,  and  many  moe  with  me, 
Upon  the  altar  at  Saint  Edmundsbury; 
Even  on  that  altar  where  wc  swore  to  you 
Dear  amity  and  everlasting  love.  C ) 

Sal.  May  this  be  possible?  may  this  be  true? 

Mel.  Have  I  not  hideous  death  within  my  view. 
Retaining  but  a  quantity  of  life, 
Which  bleeds  away,  even  as  a  form  of  wax    • 
Resolveth  from  his  figure  'gainst  the  fire? 
What  in  the  world  should  make  me  now  deceive, 
Since  I  must  lose  the  use  of  all  deceit? 
Why  should  I  then  be  false,  since  it  is  true 
That  I  must  die  here  and  live  hence  by  truth? 
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I  sa^  again,  if  Levis  do  win  the  day,  80 

He  IS  forsworn,  if  e*er  tliose  eyes  of  yours 

Behold  another  day  break  in  the  east : 

But  even  this  night,  whose  black  contagious  breath 

Already  smokes  about  the  buminc  crest 

Of  the  old,  feeble  and  day- wearied  sun, 

Even  this  ill  night,  your  breathing  shall  expire. 

Paying  the  fine  of  nited  treachery 

Even  with  a  treacherous  fine  of  all  your  lives. 

If  Lewis  by  your  assistance  win  the  day. 

Commend  me  to  one  Hubert  with  your  king:  40 

The  love  of  him  and  this  respect  besides, 

For  that  my  grandsire  was  an  Englishman, 

Awakes  my  conscience  to  confess  all  this. 

In  lieu  whereof,  I  pray  you,  bear  me  hence 

From  forth  Xhe  noise  and  rumour  of  the  Held, 

Where  I  may  think  the  remnant  of  my  thoughts 

In  peace,  and  part  this  body  and  my  soul 

With  contemplation  and  devout  desires. 

8ai.  We  do  believe  thee :  and  beshrew  my  soul 
But  I  do  love  the  favour  and  the  form  60 

Of  this  most  fair  occasion,  by  the  wliich 
We  will  untread  the  steps  of  damned  flight, 
And  like  a  bated  and  retired  flood. 
Leaving  our  rankness  and  irregular  course, 
Stoop  low  within  those  bounds  we  have  o'erlook'd 
And  calmly  run  on  in  obedience 
Even  to  our  ocean,  to  our  great  King  Jolm. 
My  arm  shall  give  thee  help  to  bear  thee  hence; 
For  I  do  see  the  cruel  pangs  of  death 
Right  in  thine  eye.    Away,  my  friends!    New  flight;     60 
And  happy  newness,  that  intends  old  right. 

[Exeunt,  leading  off  ?Idun. 
• 

Scene  V.     The  French  camp. 

Enter  Lewis  and  his  train, 

LevDe  The  sun  of  heaven  methought  was  loath  to  set. 
But  stay'd  and  made  the  western  welkin  blush. 
When  English  measure  backward  their  own  ground 
In  faint  retire.    O,  bravely  came  we  off, 
When  with  a  volley  of  our  needless  shot, 
After  such  bloody  toil,  we  bid  good  night; 
And  wound  our  tattering  colors  clearly  up, 
Last  in  the  field,  and  almost  lords  of  it! 

Enter  a  Messenger. 
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MeM.  Where  is  my  prince,  the  Dauphin? 

Lew.  Here:  what  news? 

Mess.  The  Count  Melun  is  slain:  the  English  lords      10 
By  his  persuasion  are  again  fall'n  off, 
And  your  supply,  which  you  have  wish'd  so  long, 
Are  cast  away  and  sunk  on  Goodwin  Sands. 

Lew,  Ah,  loul  shrewd  news!  beshrew  thy  very  heart! 
I  did  not  think  to  be  so  sad  to-night 
As  this  hath  made  me.     Who  was  he  that  said 
King  John  did  fly  an  hour  or  two  before 
The  stumbling  night  did  part  our  weary  powers?  ♦ 

Mess.  Whoever  spoke  it,  it  is  true,  my  lord. 

Lew.  Well;  keep  good  quarter  and  good  care  to-night: 
The  day  shall  not  be  up  so  soon  as  I,  21 

To  try  the  fair  adventure  of  to-morrow.  [Exeunt, 

Scene  YI.    An  open  place  in  the  neighborhood  of  Swinstead 

'  Abbey. 

Enter  the  Babtaud  and  Hubert,  severally. 

Hub.  Who's  there?  speak,  ho!  speak  quickly,  or  I  shoot. 

Bast.  A  friend.     What  art  thou? 

Hub.  Of  the  part  of  England. 

Bast.  Whither  dost  thou  go? 

Hub.  What's  that  to  thee?  why  may  not  I  demand 
Of  thine  affairs,  ns  well  as  thou  of  mine? 

Bast.  Hubert,  I  think? 

Hub.  Thou  hast  a  perfect  thought: 

I  will  upon  all  hazards  well  believe 
Thou  art  my  friend,  that  know'st  my  tongue  so  well. 
Who  art  thou? 

Bast.  Who  thou  wilt:  and  if  thou  please. 

Thou  mayst  befriend  me  so  much  as  to  think    •  10 

I  come  one  way  of  the  Plantagcucts. 

Hub.  Unkind  remembrance!  thou  and  eyeless  night 
Have  done  me  shame:  brave  soldier,  pardon  me, 
That  any  accent  breaking  from  thy  tongue 
Should  scape  the  true  acquaintance  of  mine  car.     ' 

Ba»t.  Come,  come;  sans  compliment,  what  news  abroad? 

Hub.  Why,  here  walk  I  in  the  black  brow  of  night, 
To  find  you  out. 

Bast,  Brief,  then ;  and  what's  the  news? 

Hub.  O,  my  sweet  sir,  news  fitting  to  the  night. 
Black,  fearful,  comfortless  and  horrible.  20 

Bast.  Show  me  the  very  wound  of  this  ill  news: 
I  am  no  woman,  I'll  not  swoon  at  it. 
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Hub,  The  king,  I  fear,  is  poisoned  by  a  monk: 
I  left  him  almost  speecliless:  and  broke  out 
To  acquaiDt  yon  with  this  evil,  tlint  you  might 
The  better  arm  you  to  tlie  sudden  time, 
Than  if  you  had  at  leisure  known  of  tliis. 

Bast.  How  did  he  take  it?  who  did  taste  to  him? 

Hiib.  A  monk,  I  tell  you;  a  resolved  villain, 
Whose  bowels  suddenly  burst  out :  the  king  80 

Yet  speaks  and  peradventure  may  recover. 

Bast.  Who  didst  thou  leave  to  tend  his  majesty? 
•  Hub.  Why,  know  you  not?  the  lords  are  all  come  back. 
And  brought  Prince  Henry  in  their  company; 
At  whose  request  the  king  hath  pardoua  them, 
And  theyare  all  about  his  majesty. 

Bast,  Withhold  thine  indignation,  mighty  heaven, 
And  tempt  us  not  to  bear  above  our  power! 
I'll  tell  thee,  Hubert,  half  my  power  this  night, 
Passing  these  flats,  are  taken  by  the  tide;  40 

These  Lincoln  Washes  have  devoured  them; 
Myself,  well  mounted,  hardly  have  escaped. 
Away  before:  conduct  me  to  the  king; 
I  doubt  he  will  be  dead  or  ere  I  come.  [Exeunt. 

Scene  VII.     T?U  orchard  in  Swinstead  Abbey. 

JStUer  Prince  Henby,  Salisbubt,  and  Bigot. 

P.  Hen.  It  is  too  late :  the  life  of  all  his  blood 
Is  touched  corruptibly,  and  his  pure  brain. 
Which  some  suppose  the  soul's  frail  dwelling-house. 
Doth  by  the  idle  comments  that  it  makes 
Foretell  the  ending  of  mortality. 

Enter  Pembroke. 

Pern.  His  highness  yet  doth  speak,  and  holds  belief 
That,  being  brought  into  the  open  air, 
It  would  allay  the  burning  qualitv 
Of  that  fell  poison  which  assaileth  him. 

P.  Hen.  Let  him  be  brought  into  the  orchard  here.     10 
Doth  he  still  rage?  [Exit  Bigot. 

Pern,  He  is  more  patient 

Than  when  you  left  him ;  even  now  be  sung. 

P.  Hen,  O  vanity  of  sickness!  fierce  extremes 
In  their  continuance  will  not  feel  themselves. 
Death,  having  prey'd  upon  the  outward  parts, 
Leaves  them  invisible,  and  his  siege  is  now 
Against  the  mind,  the  which  he  pricks  and  wounds 

6HAK.  n. — 8 
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With  many  legions  of  strange  fantasies, 

Which,  in  their  throng  and  press  to  that  last-hold. 

Confound  themselves.    'Tis  strange  that  death  should  sinjr. 

I  am  the  cygnet  to  this  pnle  faint  swan,  21 

Who  chants  a  doleful  hymn  to  his  own  death* 

And  from  the  organ-pipe  of  frailty  sings 

His  soul  and  body  to  their  lasting  rest. 

Sal.  Be  of  good  comfort,  prince ;  for  you  arc  bom 
To  set  a  form  upon  that  indigest 
Which  he  hath  left  so  shapeless  and  bo  rude. 

Enter  Attendants,  and  Bigot,  carrying  King  Johk  in  a 

eJiair, 

K  John.  Ay,  marry,  now  my  soul  hath  elbow-room ; 
It  would  not  out  at  windows  nor  at  doors. 
There  is  so  hot  a  summer  in  my  bosom,  80 

That  all  my  bowels  crumble  up  to  dust: 
I  am  a  scribbled  form,  drawn  with  a  pen 
Upon  a  parchment,  and  against  this  fire 
Do  I  shrink  up. 

P.  lien.  How  fares  your  majesty? 

K.  John.  Poison 'd,— ill  fare— dead,  forsook,  CMt  off: 
And  none  of  you  will  bid  Uie  winter  come 
To  thrust  his  icy  fingers  in  my  maw. 
Nor  let  my  kingdom's  rivers  take  their  course 
Throurii  my  burn'd  bosom,  nor  entreat  the  north 
To  make  his  bleak  winds  kiss  my  parched  lips  40 

And  comfort  me  with  cold.    I  do  not  ask  you  much, 
I  beg  cold  comfort;  and  you  are  so  strait 
And  so  ingrateful.  you  deny  me  that. 

P.  Hen.  O  that  there  w^ere  some  virtue  in  my  tears. 
That  might  relieve  you! 

K.  John.  The  salt  in  them  is  hot. 

Within  me  is  a  hell;  and  thci*e  the  poison 
Is  as  a  fiend  confined  to  tyrannize 
On  unreprievable  condemned  blood. 

Mnter  the  Bastard. 

Bast.  O,  I  am  scalded  with  my  violent  motion. 
And  spleen  of  speed  to  see  your  majesty!  60 

K.  John.  O  cousin,  thou  art  come  to  set  mine  eye: 
The  tackle  of  my  heart  is  crack'd  and  bnrn'd. 
And  all  the  shrouds  wherewith  mv  life  should  sail 
Are  turned  to  one  thread,  one  little  hair: 
Mv  heart  hath  one  poor  string  to  stay  it  by. 
Which  holds  but  till  thy  news  be  uttered; 
And  then  all  this  thou  seest  is  but  a  clod 


ecBNS  vil]  king  JOHN.  67 

And  module  of  confounded  royalty. 

Bast.  The  Dauphin  is  prcpariug  liithcrward« 
Where  he&ven  He  knows  how  we  shall  aniiwer  him;       60 
For  in  a  night  the  best  part  of  my  power, 
As  I  upon  advantage  did  remove, 
Were  m  the  Washes  all  unwarily 
Devoured  by  the  unexpected  flood.  [TJie  king  dies, 

Sal.  You  breathe  these  dead  news  in  as  dead  an  car. 
My  licffe!  my  lordl  but  now  a  king,  now  thus. 

P.  Hen.  Even  so  must  I^run  on,  and  even  so  stop. 
What  surety  of  the  world,  what  hope,  what  stay, 
When  this  was  now  a  king,  and  now  is  clay? 

B(ut,  Art  thou  gone  so?  I  do  but  stay  behind  70 

To  do  the  office  for  thee  of  revenge. 
And  then  my  soul  shall  wait  on  thee  to  heaven. 
As  it  on  earth  hath  been  thy  servant  still. 
Now,  now,  you  stars  that  move  in  your  right  spheres. 
Where  be  your  powers?  show  now  your  mended  faiths, 
And  instantly  return  with  me  again, 
To  push  destruction  and  perpetual  shame 
Out  of  the  weak  door  of  our  fainting  land. 
Straiglit  let  us  seek,  or  straight  we  shall  be  sought; 
The  Dauphin  rages  at  our  very  heels.  80 

Sal.  It  seems  you* know  not.  then,  so  much  as  we: 
The  Cardinal  Pandulph  is  witliin  at  rest. 
Who  half  an  hour  since  came  from  the  Dauphin, 
And  brings  from  him  such  offers  of  our  peace 
As  we  with  honour  and  respect  ma^  take, 
With  purpose  presently  to  leave  this  war. 

Bast.  He  will  the  rather  do  it  when  he  sees 
Ourselves  well  sinewed  to  our  defence. 

Sal.  Nay.  it  is  in  a  manner  done  already; 
For  many  carriages  he  hath  dispatched  90 

To  the  sea-side,  and  put  his  cause  and  quarrel 
To  the  disposing  of  the  cardinal: 
With  whom  yourself,  myself  and  other  lords, 
If  you  think  meet,  this  afternoon  will  post 
To  consummate  this  business  happily. 

Bast.  Let  it  be  so :  and  you,  my  noble  prince, 
With  other  princes  that  may  best  be  sparod. 
Shall  wait  upon  your  father's  funeral. 

P.  Hen.  At  Worcester  must  his  body  be  interr'd; 
For  so  he  will'd  it. 

Bast.  Thither  shall  it  then:  100 

And  happily  may  your  sweet  self  put  on 
The  lineal  state  and  glory  of  the  land! 
To  whom,  with  all  submission,  on  my  knee 
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I  do  bequeath  my  faithful  services 
And  true  subjection  eveiiastingiy. 

Sal.  And  the  like  tender  of  our  love  we  make. 
To  rest  without  a  spot  forever  more. 

P.  Hen,  I  have  a  kind  soul  that  would  give  you  thanks 
And  knows  not  how  to  do  it  .but  with  tears. 

Bast,  O,  let  us  pay  the  time  but  needful  woe,  110 

f  Since  it  hath  been  beforehand  with  our  griefs. 
This  England  never  did,  nor  never  shall, 
Lie  at  the  proud  foot  of  a  conq#eror, 
But  when  it  tirst  did  help  to  wound  itself. 
Now  these  her  princes  are  come  home  again, 
Come  the  three  corners  of  the  world  in  arms. 
And  we  shall  shock  them.    Nought  shall  make  us  rue, 
If  England  to  itself  do  rest  but  true.  [Exeunt 
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Scene:  England  and  Wales, 

ACT  I. 

Scene  I.    London,    Kino  Richard's  pa/ac^. 

Enter  Kino  Richard,  John  of  Gaunt,  with  other  Nobles 

and  Attendants. 

K.  Rich,  Old  John  of  Gaunt,  timc-honour*d  Lancaster, 
Hast  Uiou,  according  to  thy  oath  and  band. 
Brought  hither  Hcnrv  Hereford  thy  bold  son. 
Here  to  make  good  the  boisterous  late  appeal. 
Which  then  our  leisure  would  not  let  us  hear, 
Against  the  Duke  of  Norfolk,  Thomas  Mowbray? 

OautU,  I  have,  my  liege. 


70  KING  RICHARD  11.  [act  i. 

K.  Rich.  Tell  me,  moreover,  bast  thou  sounded  him. 
If  lie  appeal  the  duke  on  ancient  malice; 
Or  worthily,  as  a  good  subject  should,  10 

On  some  known  ground  of  treachery  in  him? 

Gaunt.  As  near  as  I  could  sift  him  on  that  argument, 
On  some  apparent  danger  seen  in  him 
Aim'd  at  your  highness,  no  inveterate  malice. 

K.  Rich.  Then  call  them  to  our  presence;  face  to  face, 
And  frowning  brow  to  brow,  ourselves  will  bear 
The  accuser  and  the  accused  freely  speak: 
High-stomach'd  are  they  both,  and  full  of  ire. 
In  rage  deaf  as  the  sea,  hasty  as  lire. 

Enter  BoLXNGBaoKE  and  Mowbrat. 

BoliTig.  Many  years  of  happy  days  befal  20 

My  gracious  sovereign,  my  most  loving  liege! 

mow.  Each  day  still  better  other's  happiness; 
Until  the  heavens,  envying  earth's  good  hap, 
Add  an  immortal  title  to  your  crown  I 

K.  Rich.  We  thank  you  both :  yet  one  but  flatters  us. 
As  well  appearetk  by  the  cause  you  come ; 
Namely,  to  appeal  each  other  of  high  treason. 
Cousin  of  Hereford,  what  dost  thou  object 
Against  the  Duke  of  Norfolk,  Thomas  Mowbray? 

BoUng.  First,  lieaven  be  the  record  to  my  speech!        80 
In  the  devotion  of  a  subject's  love, 
Tendering  the  precious  safety  of  my  prince, 
And  free  from  other  misbegotten  hate, 
Come  I  appellant  to  this  princely  presence. 
Now,  Thomas  Mowbray,  do  I  turn  to  tliee. 
And  mark  mv  greeting  well ;  for  what  I  speak 
My  body  shall  make  good  upon  this  earth, 
Or  my  aivine  soul  answer  it  in  heaven. 
Thou  art  a  traitor  and  a  miscreant. 
Too  good  to  be  so  and  too  bad  to  live,  40 

Since  the  more  fair  and  crystal  is  the  sky, 
The  uglier  seem  the  clouds  that  in  it  fly. 
Once  more,  the  more  to  aggravate  the  note, 
With  a  foul  traitor's  name  stuff  I  thy  throat; 
And  wish,  so  please  my  sovereign,  ere  I  move. 
What  my  tongue  speaks  my  rifi^ht  drawn  sword  may  prove. 

Mow.  Let  not  my  cold  words  here  accuse  my  zeal : 
'Tis  not  the  trial  of  a  woman's  war. 
The  bitter  clamour  of  two  eaf;er  tongues, 
Can  arbitrate  this  cause  betwixt  us  twain;  60 

The  blood  is  hot  that  must  be  cool'd  for  this: 
Yet  can  I  not  of  such  tame  patience  boast 
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As  to  be  hush'd  and  nouglit  at  all  to  say: 

First,  the  fair  reverenee  of  your  highness  curbs  me 

From  giving  reins  and  spurs  to  my  free  speech; 

Which  else  would  post  until  it  had  return 'd 

These  terms  of  treason  doubled  down  his  throat. 

Setting  aside  his  high  blood^s  royalty, 

And  let  him  be  no  kinsman  to  my  liege, 

I  do  defy  him,  and  I  spit  at  him ;  HO 

Call  him  a  slanderous  coward  and  a  villain : 

Which  to  maintain  I  would  allow  him  odds, 

And  meet  him,  were  I  tied  to  run  afoot 

Even  to  the  frozen  ridges  of  the  Alps, 

Or  any  otherground  inhabitable, 

Where  ever  Enelishman  durst  set  his  foot. 

Mean  time  let  this  defend  my  loyalty. 

By  all  my  hopes,  most  falsely  doth  he  lie. 

Baling.  Pale  trembling  coward,  there  I  throw  my  gage, 
Disclaiming  here  the  kindred  of  the  king,  70 

And  lay  aside  my  high  blood's  royalty. 
Which  fear,  not  reverence,  makes  thee  to  except. 
]f  guilty  dread  have  left  thee  so  much  strength 
As  to  take  up  mine  honour's  pawn,  then  stoop: 
By  that  and  all  the  rites  of  knighthood  else. 
Will  I  make  good  against  thee,  arm  to  arm. 
What  I  have  spoke,  or  thou  canst  worse  devise. 

Mow.  1  take  it  up;  and  by  that  sword  I  swear, 
Which  gently  laid  my  knighthood  on  my  shoulder, 
I'll  answer  thee  in  any  fair  degree,  80 

Or  chivalrous  design  of  knightly  trial : 
And  when  I  mount,  alive  may  1  not  light. 
If  I  be  traitor  or  unjustly  Aght! 

£.  Rich,  What  doth  our  cousin  lay  to  Mowbray's  charge? 
It  must  be  great  that  can  inherit  us 
So  much  as  of  a  thought  of  ill  in  him. 

Baling.  Look,  what  I  speak,  mv  life  shall  prove  it  true; 
Tliat  Mowbray  hath  received  cip^it  thousand  nobles 
In  name  of  lendings  for  your  highness'  soldiers. 
The  which  he  hath  detain 'd  for  lewd  employments,         90 
Like  a  false  traitor  and  injurious  villain. 
Besides  I  sjiy  and  will  in  battle  prove, 
Or  here  or  elsewhere  to  the  furthest  verge 
That  ever  was  survey'd  by  English  eye. 
That  all  the  treasons  for  these  eighteen  years 
Complotted  and  contrived  in  this  land 
Fetch  from  false  Mowbray  their  first  head  and  spring. 
Further  I  Kay  and  further  will  maintain 
Upon  his  bad  life  to  make  all  this  good. 
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That  be  did  plot  the  Duke  of  Gloucester's  death,  100 

Suggest  his  spoD-believing  adyersaries, 

Andconsequently,  like  a  traitor  coward. 

Sluiced  out  his  innocent  soul  through  streams  of  blood: 

Which  blood,  like  sacrificing  Abel's,  cries, 

Even  from  the  tongueless  caverns  of  the  earth, 

To  mc  for  justice  and  rough  chiistiscment; 

And,  by  the  glorious  worth  of  my  descent, 

This  arm  shtul  do  it,  or  this  life  be  spent. 

K.  Rieli.  How  high  a  pitch  his  resolution  soars! 
Thomas  of  Norfolk,  what  say'st  thoo  to  this?  110 

Mow.  O,  let  my  sovereign  turn  away  his  face 
And  bid  his  cars  a  little  while  be  deaf, 
Till  I  have  told  this  slahder  of  bis  blood. 
How  God  and  good  men  hate  so  foul  a  liar. 

K,  Ric/i,  Mowbray,  impartial  are  our  eyes  and  ears: 
"Were  he  my  brother,  nay,  my  kingdom's  heir. 
As  he  is  but  my  father's  brother's  son, 
Now,  by  my  sceptre's  awe,  I  make  a  vow, 
Such  neighbour  nearness  to  our  sacred  blood 
Should  nothing  privilege  him,  nor  partialize-  120 

The  unstooping  firmness^of  my  upright  soul : 
He  is  our  subject,  Mowbray;  so  art  tliou: 
Free  speech  and  fearless  I  to  thee  allow. 

Mow.  Then,  Bolingbroke,  as  low  as  to  thy  heart. 
Through  tlie  false  passag^e  of  thy  throat,  thou  liest. 
Three  parts  of  that  receipt  I  had  for  Calais 
Disbursed  I  duly  to  his  hichness'  soldiers; 
The  other  part  reserved  1  by  consent. 
For  that  my  sovereign  liege  was  in  my  debt 
Upon  remainder  of  a  dear  account,  180 

Since  last  I  went  to  France  to  fetch  his  queen: 
Now  swallow  down  that  lie.    For  Gloucester's  death, 
I  slew  him  not;  but  to  my  own  disgrace 
Neglected  my  sworn  duty  in  that  case. 
For  you,  my  noble  Lord  of  Lancaster, ' 
The  honourable  father  to  my  foe. 
Once  did  I  lay  an  ambush  for  your  life, 
A  trespass  that  doth  vex  my  grieved  soul; 
But  ere  I  last  received  the  sacrament 
I  did  confess  it,  and  exactly  bcgg'd  140 

Your  grace's  pardon,  and  I  hope  I  had  it. 
This  is  my  fault:  as  for  the  rest  appeai'd, 
It  issues  from  the  i-ancour  of  a  villain, 
A  recreant  and  most  degenerate  traitor: 
Which  in  myself  I  boldly  will  defend; 
And  interchangeably  hurl  down  my  gage 
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Upon  this  oycrwecning  traitor's  foot, 

To  prove  myself  a  loyal  gentleman 

Even  in  tlic  best  bloo<l  chamber'd  In  his  bosom. 

In  baste  whereof,  most  heartiljr  I  pray  150 

Your  higliucss  to  assign  our  trial  day. 

K.  Rich.  Wrath-kindled  gentlemen,  bo  ruled  by  me; 
Let's  purge  this  choler  without  letting  blood: 
This  we  prescribe,  thoucli  no  physician;     . 
Deep  malice  makes  too  deep  incision ; 
Forget,  forgive;  conclude  and  be  agreed: 
Our  doctors  say  this  is  no  month  uTblecd. 
Qood  uncle,  let  this  end  where  it  begun ; 
We'll  cjilm  the  Duke  of  Norfolk,  you  your  son. 

Oaunt.  To  be  a  make-peace  shall  become  my  age:      160 
Throw  down,  my  son.  the  Duke  of  Norfolk's  gage. 

K.  Biek,  And,  Norfolk,  throw  down  his. 

Oaunt,  When,  IIarr>',  when? 

Obedience  bids  I  should  not  bid  again. 

K.  Bieh.  Norfolk,  throw  down,  we  bid;  there  is  no  boot. 

Mow.  Myself  I  throw,  dread  sovereign,  at  thy  foot. 
My  life  thou  shalt  command,  but  not  my  shame: 
The  one  my  duty  owes;  but  my  fair  name, 
Despite  of  death  that  lives  upon  my  grave. 
To  dark  dishonour's  ubo  thou  shalt  not  have. 
I  am  disgraced,  impeach 'd  and  baffled  here,  170 

Pierced  to  the  soul  with  slander's  venom 'd  spear. 
The  which  no  balm  can  cure  but  his  heart-blood 
Which  breathed  this  poison. 

K.  Rich,  Rage  must  be  withstood: 

Give  me  his  gage:  lions  make  leopards  tame. 

Mow.  Yea,  but  not  change  his  spots:  take  but  my  shame, 
And  I  resign  my  gage.     My  dear  dear  lord, 
The  purest  treasure  mortal  times  aiford 
Is  spotless  reputation :  that  away. 
Men  are  but  gilded  loam  or  painted  clay. 
A  jewel  in  a  ten-tlmes-barr'd-up  chest  180 

Is  a  bold  spirit  in  a  loval  breast. 
Mine  honour  is  my  life;  both  grow  in  one: 
Take  honour  from  me,  and  my  life  is  done : 
Then,  dear  my  liege,  mine  honour  let  me  try; 
In  that  I  live  and  for  that  will  I  die. 

K.  Etch.  Cousin,  throw  up  your  gage;  do  you  begin. 
'    Boling,  O,  God  defend  my  soul  from  such  deep  sinl 
Shall  I  seem  crest-faU'n  in  my  father's  siffht? 
Or  with  pale  beegar-fear  impeach  my  height 
Before  this  out-dared  dastard?    Ere  mv  tongue  190 

Shall  wound  my  honour  with  such  feeble  wrong, 
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Or  sound  so  base  a  par1e»  my  teeth  shall  tear 

Tlie  slavish  motive  of  recanting  fear, 

And  spit  it  bleeding  in  his  high  disgrace, 

Where  shame  doth  harbour,  even  in  Mowbray's  face. 

[Exit  Gaunt, 
K.  Rieh.  We  were  not  bom  to  sue,  but  to  command ; 
Which  since  we  cannot  do  to  make  you  friends. 
Be  ready,  as  your  lives  shall  answer  it. 
At  Coventry,  upon  Saint  Lambert's  dajr:  I 

There  shall  your  swords  and  lances  arbitrate  200 

The  swelling  difference  of  your  settled  hate: 
Bince  we  can  not  atone  you,  we  shall  see 
Justice  design  the  victor's  chivalry. 
Lord  marshal,  command  our  officers  at  arms 
Be  ready  to  direct  these  home  alarms.  [Exeunt 

Scene  IL     Tlie  Duios  op  Lakc aster's  palace. 
Enter  John  of  Gaukt  ^cUh  ike  Dtrcnsas  of  GL.oucEaTER. 

Gaunt.  Alas,  the  part  I  had  in  Woodstock's  blood 
Doth  more  solicit  me  than  your  exclaims, 
To  stir  against  the  butchers  of  his  life ! 
But  since  correction  lieth  in  those  hands 
Which  made  the  fault  that  we  cannot  correct, 
Put  we  our  quan'el  to  the  will  of  heaven ; 
Who,  when  they  see  the  hours  ripe  on  earth, 
Will  rain  hot  vengeance  on  offenders'  heads. 

Ihteh,  Finds  brotherhood  in  thee  no  sharper  spur? 
Hath  love  in  thy  old  blood  no  living  fire?  10 

Edward's  seven  sons,  whereof  thyself  art  one, 
Were  as  seven  vials  of  his  sacred  blood, 
Or  seven  fair  branches  springing  from  one  root: 
Some  of  those  seven  are  dried  by  nature's  course. 
Some  of  those  branches  by  tlie  Destinies  cut; 
But  Thomas,  my  dear  lord,  my  life,  my  Gloucester, 
One  vial  full  of  Edward's  sacred  blood, 
One  flourishing  branch  of  his  most  royal  root. 
Is  crack'd,  and  all  the  precious  liquor  spilt. 
Is  hack'd  down,  and  his  summer  leaves  all  faded,  20 

By  envy's  hand  and  murder's  bloody  axe. 
AJi,  Gaunt,  his  blood  was  thine!  that  bed,  that  womb, 
That  metal,  that  self-mould,  that  fashion'd  thee 
Made  him  a  man;  and  though  thou  iivest  and  breathest, 
Yet  art  thou  slain  in  him:  thou  dost  consent 
In  some  large  measure  to  thy  father's  death, 
In  that  thou  secst  thy  wretched  brother  die, 
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Who  was  the  model  of  thy  father's  life. 

Call  it  not  patience,  Qaunt;  it  m  despair: 

In  suffering  thus  thy  brother  to  be  slaughter'd,  80 

Thoa  showest  the  naked  pathway  to  thy  life, 

Teaching  stern  murder  how  to  butcher  thee: 

That  which  in  mean  men  we  intitle  patience 

Is  pale  cold  cowardice  in  noble  breasts. 

What  shall  I  say?  to  safeguard  thine  own  life, 

The  best  way  is  to  venge  my  Gloucester's  death. 

Gaunt.  God's  is  the  quarrel;  for  God'a  substitute, 
His  deputy  anointed  in  His  sight, 
Hath  caused  his  death:  the  which  if  wrongfully, 
Let  hearen  revenge;  for  I  may  never  lift  40 

An  anny  arm  against  His  minister. 

DuM,  Where  then,  alas,  may  I  complain  myself? 

QaufU,  To  Gk)d,  the  widow's  champion  and  defence. 

Daeh.  Why,  then,  I  will.    Farewell,  old  Gaunt. 
Thou  goest  to  Coventry,  there  to  behold 
Our  cousin  Hereford  and  fell  Mowbray  flght: 
O,  sit  my  husband's  wrongs  on  Hereford's  spear. 
That  it  may  enter  butcher  Mowbray's  breast! 
Or,  if  misfortune  miss  the  first  career, 
Be  Mowbray's  sins  so  heavy  in  his  bosom,  60 

That  they  may  break  his  foaming  courser's  back, 
And  throw  the  rider  headlong  in  the  lists, 
A  caitiff  recreant  to  my  cousm  Hereford! 
Farewell,  old  Gaunt:  th^  sometimes  brother's  wife 
With  her  companion  gnef  most  end  her  life. 

OaufU,  Sister,  farewell;  I  must  to  Coventry: 
As  much  good  stay  with  thee  as  go  with  me! 

Duch.  Yet  one  word  more:  grief  boundeth  where  it  falls. 
Not  with  the  empty  hollow ness,  but  weight: 
I  take  my  leave  before  I  have  begun,  60 

For  sorrow  ends  not  when  it  seemeth  done. 
Commend  me  to  thy  brother,  Edmund  York. 
Lo,  this  is  all: — nay,  yet  depart  not  so; 
Though  this  be  all,  do  not  so  quickly  go; 
I  shall  remember  more.    Bid  him—^ih,  what? 
With  all  good  speed  at  Flashy  visit  me. 
Alack,  and  what  shall  good  old  York  there  see 
But  empty  lodgings  and  unfurnish'd  walls, 
Unpeopled  offices,  untrodden  stones? 
And  what  hear  there  for  welcome  but  ray  groans?  70 

Therefore  commend  me;  let  him  not  come  there, 
To  seek  out  sorrow  that  dwells  everywhere. 
Desolate,  desolate,  will  I  henoe  and  die: 
The  last  knive  of  thee  takes  my  weeping  eye.        \iExeutU, 
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ScENB  III.     The  lisia  at  Cowntry. 
Enter  the  Lord  Marshal  and  the  Duke  of  Ausierle. 

Mar,  My  Lord  Au merle,  is  Harry  Hereford  nrm'd? 

Aum.  Yea,  at  all  points;  and  longs  to  enter  in. 

Mar,  The  Duke  of  Norfolk,  sprightfully  and  bold, 
Stays  but  the  summons  of  the  appellant's  trumpet. 

Aum,  Why,  then,  the  champions  are  prepared,  and  stay 
For  nothing  but  his  majesty *8  approach. 

The  trumpets  sound,  and  the  KiKG  enters  tcith  his  nobles, 
Gaunt,  Bushy,  Bagot,  Green,  and  others.  When  they 
are  set,  enter  Mowbray  in  anns,  defe}idant,with  a  Ucrald. 

K.  Rich,  Marslial,  demand  of  yonder  champion 
The  cause  of  bis  arrival  here  in  arms; 
Ask  him  his  name  and  orderly  proceed 
To  swear  him  in  the  justice  of  his  cause.  10 

Mar.  In  Gh>d*s  name  and  the  king's,  say  who  thou  art 
And  why  thou  comest  thus  knightly  clad  in  arms. 
Against  what  man  thou  comest,  and  wbat  tliy  quarrel: 
8peak  truly,  on  thy  knighthood  and  thy  oath ; 
As  so  defend  thee  heaven  and  thy  valour  I 

Mow,  My  name  is  Thomas  Mowbray,  Duke  of  Norfolk; 
Who  hither  come  engaged  by  my  oath — 
Which  God  defend  a  knight  should  violate  I— 
Both  to  defeiHl  my  loyalty  and  truth 
To  God,  my  king  and  my  succeeding.^  issue,  20 

Against  the  Duke  of  Hereford  that  appeals  me; 
And,  by  the  grace  of  God  and  this  mine  arm, 
To  prove  him,  in  defending  of  myself, 
A  traitor  to  my  God,  my  kmg,  and  me: 
And  as  I  truly  fight,  defend  me  heaven! 

Tfie  trumpets  soic7id.     Enter  Boltnobroke,  appellant,  in 

armour,  ttith  a  Herald. 

K.  Rich.  Marshal,  ask  yonder  knight  in  arms, 
Both  who  be  is  and  why  lie  comcth  hither 
Thus  plated  in  habilaments  of  war. 
And  formall;^,  according  to  our  law. 
Depose  him  in  the  justice  of  his  cause.  SO 

Mar.  What  is  thy  name?  and  wherefore  comest  thou 
hither. 
Before  King  Richard  in  his  royal  lists? 
Against  whom  comest  thou?  and  what 's  thy  quaiTel? 
Speak  like  a  true  knight,  so  defend  thee  heaven! 

Bolinff.  Han'y  of  Hereford,  Lancaster  and  Derby 
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Am  I;  who  ready  here  do  stand  in  arms. 

To  prove,  by  Qod*s  <n"acc  and  jny  bodv's  valour, 

Inlisls,  on  Thomas  Mowbray,  Duke  of  Norfolk, 

That  he  is  a  tniitor,  foul  and  dangerous. 

To  God  of  heaven,  King  Richard  and  to  me;  40 

And  as  I  truly  fight,  defend  me  heaven  I 

Afar.  On  pain  of  death,  no  person  be  so  bold 
Or  daring-hardy  as  to  touch  the  lists, 
Except  the  marshal  and  such  officers 
Apoointed  to  direct  these  fair  designs. 

BoUng.  Lord  marshal,  let  me  kiss  my  sovereign's  hand, 
And  bow  my  knee  before  his  majesty: 
For  Mowbray  and  myself  arc  like  two  men 
That  vow  a  long  and  weary  pilgrimage; 
Then  let  us  take  a  ceremonious  leave  50 

And  loving  farewell  of  our  several  friends. 

Mar.  The  appellant  in  all  duty  greets  your  highness. 
And  craves  to  kiss  your  hand  and  take  his  leave. 

K.  Rich.  We  will  descend  and  fold  him  in  our  arms. 
Cousin  of  Hereford,  as  thy  cause  is  right, 
So  Ins  thy  fortune  in  this  royal  fight! 
Farewell,  my  blood;  which  if  to-day  thou  shed. 
Lament  we  may,  but  not  revenge  the  dead. 

BoUng.  O,  let  no  noble  eye  profane  a  tear 
For  me,  if  I  be  gored  with  Mowbray's  spear:  60 

As  confident  as  is  the  falcon's  flight 
Against  a  bird,  do  I  with  Mowbray  fight. 
My  loving  lord,  I  take  my  leave  or  you; 
Of  you,  my  noble  cousin,  Lord  Aumerle; 
Not  sick,  although  I  have  to  do  with  death. 
But  lusty ^ounff,  and  cheerly  drawing  breath. 
Lo,  as  at  ifngllsh  feasts,  so  I  regreet 
The  daintiest  last,  to  make  the  end  most  sweet: 
O  thou,  the  earthly  author  of  my  blood, 
Whose  youthful  spirit  in  me  regenerate,  70 

Doth  with  a  twofold  vigour  lift  me  up 
To  reach  at  victory  above  my  head. 
Add  proof  unto  mme  armour  with  thy  prayers; 
And  with  thy  blessings  steel  my  lance's  pomt. 
That  it  may  enter  Mowbray's  waxen  coat, 
And  furt)ish  new  the  name  of  John  a  Gaunt, 
Even  in  the  lusty  haviour  of  his  son. 

Oannt  Qod  in  thy  good  cause  make  thee  prosperous! 
Be  swift  like  lightning  in  the  execution; 
And  let  thy  blows,  doubly  redoubled,  80 

Fall  like  amazing  thunder  on  the  casque 
Of  thy  adverse  pernicious  enemy : 


u-j^ 
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Rouse  up  tliy  youthful  blood,  be  valiant  and  live. 

Doling.  Mine  innocencymid  Saint  George  to  thrive! 

Mow.  However  God  or  fortune  cast  my  lot, 
There  lives  or  dies,  true  to  King  Ilichard's  throne, 
A  loyal,  just  and  upright  gentleman: 
Never  did  captive  with  a  freer  heart 
Cast  off  his  chains  of  bondage  and  embrace 
His  golden  uncontroird  enfranchisement,  CO 

More  than  my  dancing  soul  doth  celebrate 
This  feast  of  battle  with  mine  adversary. 
Most  mighty  liege,  and  my  companion  peers. 
Take  from  my  mouth  the  wish  of  happy  years: 
As  gentle  and  as  jocund  as  to  jest 
Go  I  to  fight:  truth  hath  a  quiet  breast. 

K.  Rich.  Farewell,  my  lord:  securely  I  espy 
Virtue  with  valour  couched  in  thine  eye. 
Order  the  trial,  marshal,  and  begin. 

Mar.  Harry  of  Hereford.  Lancaster  and  Derby,         100 
Receive  thy  lance;  and  God  defend  the  right! 

Baling.  Strong  as  a  tower  in  hope,  I  cry  amen. 

Mar.  Go  bear  this  lance  to  Thomas,  Duke  of  Norfolk. 

FiTKt  Her.  Hari-y  of  Hereford,  Lancaster  and  Derby, 
Stands  here  for  God,  his  sovereign  and  himself, 
On  pain  to  be  found  false  and  recreant. 
To  prove  the  Duke  of  Norfolk,  Thomas  Mowbray, 
A  traitor  to  his  God,  his  king  and  him; 
And  dares  him  to  set  forward  to  the  fight. 

Sec,  Her.    Here  standeth  Thomas  Mowbray,  Duke  of 
Norfolk,  110 

On  pain  to  be  found  false  and  recreant. 
Both  to  defend  himself  and  to  approve 
Heniy  of  Hereford,  Lancaster  and  Derby, 
To  God,  his  sovereign  and  to  him  disloyal; 
Courageously  and  with  a  free  desire 
Attending  but  the  signal  to  begin. 

Mar.  Sound,  trumpets;  and  set  forward,  combatants. 

[A  cJiarge  sotmded 
Stay,  the  king  hath  thrown  his  warder  down. 

K.  Rich.  Let  them  lay  by  their  helmets  and  their  spears. 
And  both  return  back  to  their  chairs  again :  120 

Withdraw  with  us :  and  let  the  trumpets  sound 
While  w^e  return  these  dukes  what  we  decree. 

[A  long  Jhurivh. 
Draw  near. 

And  list  what  with  our  council  we  have  done. 
For  that  our  kingdom's  earth  should  not  be  soil'd 
With  that  dear  blood  which  it  hath  fostered; 
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And  for  our  eyes  do  hate  tlie  dire  aspect 

Of  civil  wounus  ploughed  up  with  neighbours*  sword; 

And  for  we  think  the  eagle-winged  pride 

Of  sky-aspiring  and  ambitious  tlioughts,  ISO 

"With  rival-hating  envy, set  on  you 

To  wake  our  peace,  which  in  our  country's  cradle 

Draws  the  sweet  infant  breath  of  gentle  sleep; 

Which  so  roused  up  with  boisterous  untuned  drums, 

With  harsh-resouuuing  trumpets'  dreadful  bray, 

And  grating  shock  of  wrathful  iron  arms. 

Might  from  our  quiet  confines  fright  fair  peaco 

And  make  us  wade  even  in  our  kindred's  blood; 

Therefore,  we  banish  you  our  territories: 

You,  cousin  Hereford,  upon  pain  of  life,  140 

Till  twice  five  summers  have  enrich'd  our  fields 

Shall  not  regreet  our  fair  dominions, 

But  tread  the  stranger  paths  of  banishment 

Baling.  Your  wilT  be  done:  this  must  my  comfort  be, 
That  sun  that  warms  you  here  shall  shine  on  me; 
And  those  his  golden  beams  to  you  here  lent 
Shall  point  on  me  and  gild  my  banishment 

K.  Rich.  Norfolk,  for  thee  remains  a  heavier  doom. 
Which  I  with  soiAe  unwillingness  pronounce: 
The  sly  slow  hours  shall  not  determinate  150 

The  dateless  limit  of  thy  dear  exile; 
The  hopeless  word  of  **  never  to  return" 
Breathe  I  against  thee,  upon  pain  of  life. 

Mow.  A  heavy  sentence,  my  most  sovereign  liege, 
And  till  unlook*d  for  from  your  highness'  mouth; 
A  dearer  merit,  not  so  deep  a  maim 
As  to  be  cast  forth  in  the  common  air, 
Have  I  deserved  at  your  highness'  hands. 
The  langusure  I  have  learned  Uicse  forty  years. 
My  native  English,  now  I  must  forego:  160 

And  now  my  tongue's  use  is  to  me  no  more 
Than  an  unstringed  viol  or  a  harp, 
Or  like  a  cunning  instrument  cased  up. 
Or,  being  open,  put  into  his  hands 
Tliat  knows  no  touch  to  tune  the  harmony: 
Within  ray  mouth  you  have  engoal'd  my  tongue. 
Doubly  portcullis'd  with  my  teeth  and  lips; 
And  dull  unfeeling  barren  ignorance 
Is  made  mr  gaoler  to  attend  on  me. 

I  am  too  Old  to  fawn  upon  a  nurse,  170 

Too  far  in  years  to  be  a  pupil  now: 
What  is  thy  sentence  then  but  speechless  death, 
Which  robs  my  tongue  from  breathing  native  breath? 
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K,  lUeJi,  It  boots  thee  not  to  be  compassionate : 
After  our  sentence  plaining  comes  too  late. 

Maw.  Then  thus  I  turn  me  from  my  country'*  light, 
To  dwell  in  solemn  shades  of  endless  night. 

K.  Ricfi.  Return  again,  and  take  an  oath  with  thee. 
Lay  on  our  royal  sword  your  banish'd  hands; 
Swear  by  the  duty  that  you  owe  to  God—  180 

Our  part  therein  we  banish  with  yourselves — 
To  keep  the  oath  that  we  administer: 
You  never  shall,  so  help  you  truth  and  Gk>d! 
Embrace  each  other*s  love  in  banishment; 
Nor  never  look  upon  each  other's  face; 
Nor  never  write,  regreet,  nor  reconcile 
This  louring  tempest  of  your  home  bred  hate; 
No|  never  by  advised  purpose  meet 
To  plot,  contrive,  or  complot  any  ill 
'Gainst  us,  our  state,  our  subjects,  or  our  land.  190 

Boling,  I  swear. 

Mau3.  And  I,  to  keep  all  this. 

Boling,  Norfolk,  so  far  as  to  mine  enemy: — 
By  this  time,  had  the  king  permitted  us, 
One  of  our  souls  had  wander*d  in  the  air, 
Banished  this  frail  sepulchre  of  our  flesh. 
As  now  our  flesh  is  banlsh'd  from  this  land: 
Confess  thy  treasons  ere  thou  fly  the  realm; 
Since  thou  hast  far  to  go,  bear  not  along 
The  clogcing  burthen  of  a  guilty  soul.  200 

Maw.  No,  Bolingbroke:  if  ever  I  were  traitor, 
Hy  name  be  blotted  from  the  book  of  life, 
And  I  from  heaven  banish 'd  as  from  hence! 
But  what  thou  art,  God,  thou,  and  I  do  know; 
And  all  too  soon,  I  fear,  the  king  shall  rue. 
Farewell,  my  liege.     Now  no  way  can  I  stray; 
Save  back  to  England,  all  the  world's  my  way.  [Esdt. 

K.  Rich,  Uncle,  even  in  the  glasses  of  thine  eyes 
I  see  thy  grieved  lieart:  thy  sad  aspect 
Hath  from  the  number  of  his  banisird  3'cars  210 

Phick'd  four  away.  [To  Baling,^  Six  frozen  winters  spent. 
Return  with  welcome  home  from  banishment. 

Boling.  How  long  a  time  lies  in  one  little  word  I 
Four  lagging  winters  and  four  w^anlon  springs 
End  in  a  word:  such  is  the  breath  of  kings. 

Gaunt.  I  thank  my  liege,  that  in  regara  of  me 
He  shortens  four  years  of  my  son's  exue: 
But  little  vantage  shall  I  reap  thereby ; 
For,  ere  the  six  3'ears  that  he  hath  to  spend 
Can  change  their  moons  and  bring  their  times  about,     SdO 
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My  oil-dried  lamp  and  time -be  wasted  light 
Shall  be  extinct  with  age  and  endless  night; 
My  inch  of  taper  will  be  burnt  and  done, 
And  blind fola  death  not  let  me  see  my  son. 

K.  Rich,  Why,  uncle,  thou  hast  many  years  to  live. 
Gaunt,  But  not  a  minute,  king,  that  thou  canst  give: 
Shorten  my  days  thou  canst  with  sullen  sorrow, 
/  And  pluck  nights  from  me,  but  not  lend  a  morrow; 
•  Thou  canst  help  time  to  furrow  me  with  age, 
But  stop  no  wrinkle  in  his  pilgrimage;  280 

Thy  word  is  current  with  him  for  ray  death. 
But  dead,  thy  kingdom  cannot  buy  my  breath. 

K.  Rich,  Thy  son  is  banish'd  upon  good  advice. 
Whereto  thy  tongue  a  party-verdict  gave: 
Why  at  our  Justice  seeni*st  thou  then  to  lour? 

OauiU.  Things  sweet  to  taste  prove  in  digestion  sour. 
You  urged  me  as  a  judge ;  but  I  had  rather 
You  would  have  bid  me  argue  like  a  father. 
O,  had  it  been  a  stranger,  not  my  child, 
To  smooth  his  fault  I  should  have  been  more  mild:        240 
A  partial  slander  sought  I  to  avoid. 
And  in  the  sentence  my  own  life  destrov'd. 
Alas,  I  looked  when  some  of  you  shoulcl  say, 
I  was  too  strict  to  make  mine  own  away; 
But  you  gave  leave  to  my  unwilling  tongue 
Ajginst  my  will  to  do  myself  this  wrong. 

iT.  Rich.  Cousin,  farewell;  and,  uncle,  bid  him  so: 
Six  years  we  banish  hhn,  and  he  shall  go. 

[FUfurish.  Exxunt  King  Richard  and  train. 

Aum,  Cousin,  farewell :  what  presence  must  not  know. 
From  where  you  do  remain  let  paper  show.  250 

Mar.  Mv  lord,  no  leave  take  I;  for  I  will  ride. 
As  far  as  land  will  let  me,  by  your  side. 

'Gaunt.  G,  to  what  purpose  dost  thou  hoard  thy  words. 
That  thou  return'st  no  greeting  to  thy  friends? 

BoUng.  I  have  toofew  to  take  my  leave  of  you, 
When  the  tongue's  ofBce  jrhould  be" prodigal 
To  breathe  the  abundant  dolour  of  me  heart. 

Gaunt.  Thy  grief  is  but  thy  absence  for  a  time. 

Baling.  Joy  absent,  grief  is  present  for  that  time. 

Gaunt.  What  is  six  winters?  they  are  quickly  gone.  260 

BoUng.  To  men  in  joy;  but  grief  makes  one  hour  ten. 

Gaunt.  Call  it  a  travel  that  thou  takest  for  pleasure. 

BoUng.  My  heart  will  si^  when  I  miscall  it  so. 
Which  finds  it  an  inf orced  pilgrimage. 

Gaunt.  The  sullen  passage  of  thy  weary  steps 
Esteem  as  foil  wherein  thou  art  to  set 
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The  precious  jewel  of  thy  home  return. 

JJoling,  Nay,  ratlier,  every  tedious  stride  1  make 
AVill  but  remember  mc  what  a  deal  of  world 
I  wander  from  the  lewels  that  I  love.  270 

Must  I  not  serve  a  long  apprenticehood 
To  foreign  passages,  and  in  the  end, 
Having  my  freedom,  boast  of  nothing  else 
But  that  I  was  a  journeyman  to  grief? 

Gaunt.  All  places  that  the  eye  of  heaven  visits 
Are  to  a  wise  man  ports  and  happy  havens. 
Teach  thy  necessity  to  reason  thus; 
There  is  no  virtue  like  necessity. 
Think  not  the  king  did  banish  thee, 
But  thou  the  king.    Woe  doth  the  heavier  sit,  280 

Where  it  perceives  it  is  but  faintly  borne. 
Go,  say  I  sent  thee  forth  to  purchase  honour 
And  not  the  king  exiled  thee;  or  suppose 
Devouring  pestilence  liangs  in  our  air 
And  thou  art  flying  to  a  fresher  clime: 
Look,  what  thy  soul  holds  dear,  imagine  it 
To  lie  that  way  thou  ^o'st,  not  whence  thou  comest: 
Suppose  the  singing  birds  musicians, 
The  grass  whereon  thou  trcad*st  the  presence  strewed, 
The  flowers  fair  ladies,  and  thy  steps  no  more  200 

Thau  a  delightful  measure  or  a  dance; 
For  gnarling  sorrow  hath  less  power  to  bite 
The  man  that  mocks  at  it  and  sets  it  light. 

BoUng.  O,  who  can  hold  a  fire  in  his  hand 
By  thinking  on  the  frosty  Cauctisus? 
Or  cloy  the  hungry  edge  of  appetite 
By  bare  imagination  oi  a  feast? 
Or  wallow  naked  in  December  snow 
By  thinking  on  fantastic  summer's  heat? 
O,  no!  the  apprehension  of  the  good  -   800 

Gives  but  the  greater  feeling  to  the  worse: 
Fell  sorrow's  tooth  doth  never  rankle  more 
Than  when  he  bites,  but  lancoth  not  the  sore. 

Gaunt.  Come,  come,  my  son,  I'll  bring  thee  on  thy  way: 
Had  I  thy  youth  and  cause,  I  would  not  stay. 

BoUng.  Then,  England's  ground,  farewell;  sweet  soil, 
adieu; 
Mj$r  mother,  and  my  nurse,  that  bears  me  yet ! 
where'er  I  wander,  boast  of  this  I  can. 
Though  bauish'd,  yet  a  trueborn  Englishman.        [Exeunt. 
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Scene  IV.     The  court. 

Enter  the  King,  with  Bagot  ami  Green  at  one  door;  and 
Vie  DuiLB  OF  AUMEKLE  at  anoVier. 

» 

K,  Rich.  We  did  observe.    Cousin  Aumerlc, 
How  far  brought  you  high  Hereford  on  his  way? 

Aum,  1  brouglit  high  Hereford,  if  you  call  him  so. 
But  to  the  next  highway,  and  there  I  left  him. 

K.  Rich    And  say,  what  store  of  parting  tears  were  shed  ? 

Aum.  Faith,  none  for  me;  except  the  northeast  wind, 
Which  then  blew  bitterly  against  our  faces. 
Awaked  the  sleeping  rlieum,  and  so  by  chance 
Did  gnice  our  hollow  parting  with  a  tear. 

K.  Rich.  What  said  our  cousin  when  you  parted  with 
him?  10 

Aum.  ••  Farewell:"  • 

And,  for  my  heart  disdained  that  my  tongue 
Should  so  profane  the  word,  that  taught  me  craft 
To  counterfeit  oppression  of  such  grief 
That  words  scem*d  buried  in  my  sorrow's  grave. 
Marry,  would  the  word  "  farewell "  have  Icugthen'd  hours 
And  added  years  to  his  short  banishment, 
He  should  have  had  a  volume  of  farewells; 
But  since  it  would  not,  he  had  none  of  me. 

K.  Rich.  He  is  our  cousin,  cousin ;  but  'tis  doubt,        20 
When  time  shall  call  him  home  from  banishment, 
Whether  our  kinsman  come  to  see  his  friends. 
Ourself  and  Bushy,  Bagot  here  and  Green 
Observed  his  courtship  to  the  common  people; 
How  he  did  seem  to  dive  into  their  hearts 
With  humble  and  familiar  courtesy, 
What  reverence  he  did  throw  away  on  slaves, 
Wooing  poor  craftsmen  with  the  craft  of  smiles 
And  patient  undcrbcaring  of  his  fortune, 
Ah  'twere  to  banish  their  affects  with  him.  80 

Off  goes  his  bonuet  to  an  oyster-wench; 
A  brace  of  draymen  bid  God  speed  him  well 
And  had  the  tribute  of  his  supple  knee, 
With  **  Thanks,  my  countrymen,  my  loving  friends;" 
As  were  our  England  in  reversion  his, 
And  he  our  subjects'  next  degree  in  hope. 

Green.    Well,   he    is   gone ;    and    with    him  go   thcto 
thoughts. 
Now  for  the  rebels  which  stand  out  in  Ireland, 
Expedient  manage  must  be  made,  my  liege, 
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Ere  further  leisure  yield  them  further  means  40 

For  their  odvantage  and  your  highness'  loss. 

K,  Rich,  We  will  ourself  in  person  to  this  war: 
And.  for  our  coflfcrs,  with  too  great  a  court 
And  liberal  largess^  are  grown  somewhat  light. 
We  are  inforced  to  fai*m  our  royal  realm; 
The  revenue  whereof  shall  furnish  us 
For  our  affairs  in  hand :  if  that  come  short, 
Our  8ul)8titutes  at  home  shall  have  blank  charters; 
Whereto,  when  they  shall  know  what  men  are  rich,  ^ 

They  shall  subscribe  them  for  lai^e  sums  of  gold  I J 

And  send  them  after  to  supply  our  wants; 
For  wc  will  make  for  Ireland  presently. 

Enter  Busirr. 

Bushy,  what  news? 

Bushy.  Old  John  of  Gaunt  is  grierous  sick,  my  lord, 
Suddenly  taken;  and  hath  sent  post  haste 
To  entreat  your  majesty  to  visit  him. 

K,  Rich,  Where  lies  he? 

BuMhy.  At  Ely  House. 

K,  lUcli,  Now  put  it,  God,  in  the  physician's  mind 
To  help  him  to  his  grave  immediately!  60 

The  lining  of  his  coffers  shall  make  coats 
To  deck  our  soldiers  for  these  Irisli  wars. 
Come,  gentlemen,  let's  all  go  visit  him: 
Pray  God  wc  may  make  haste,  and  come  too  late! 

AIL  Amen.  [Exeunt 

ACT  II. 
8c£KE  I.    Ely  House. 

Enter  John  of  Gaunt  sick,  icith  the  Duke  ok  York,  4^f. 

Gaunt.  Will  the  king  come,  that  I  may  breathe  my  last 
In  wholesome  counsel  to  his  unstaid  youtli? 

York.  Vex  not  yourself,  nor  strive  not  with  your  breath; 
For  all  in  vain  comes  counsel  to  his  ear. 

Gaunt.  O,  but  they  say  the  tongues  of  dying  men 
Enforce  attention  like  deep  harmony: 
Where  words  are  scarce,  they  are  seldom  spent  In  vain. 
For  they  breathe  truth  that  breathe  their  words  in  pain. 
He  that  no  more  must  say  is  listen'd  more 

Than  they  whom  youtli  and  ease  have  taught  to  glose; 
More  are  men's  ends  mark'd  than  their  lives  before:        11 

Tiie  setting  sun.  and  music  at  the  close, 
As  the  last  taste  of  sweets,  is  sweetest  last. 
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Writ  in  remembrance  more  than  things  long  post: 
Though  Richard  my  life's  counsel  would  not  hear, 
My  death's  sad  taie  may  vet  uudcaf  his  ear. 

York.  No;  it  is  stopp'd  with  other  flattering  sounds. 
As  praises,  of  whose  taste  the  wise  are  fond, 
Lascivious  metres,  to  whose  venom  sound 
The  open  ear  of  youth  doth  always  listen;  20 

Report  of  fashions  in  proud  Italy, 
Whose  manners  still  our  tardy  apish  nation 
Limps  after  in  base  imitation. 
Where  doth  the  world  thrust  forth  a  vanity — 
So  it  be  new,  there's  no  respect  how  vile — 
That  is  not  quickly  buzz'd  into  his  ears? 
Then  all  too  late  comes  counsel  to  be  heard. 
Where  will  doth  mutiny  with  wit's  regard. 
Direct  not  him  whose  way  himself  will  choose; 
'Tis  breath  thou  lack'st,  and  that  breath  wilt  thou  lose.  80 

Gaunt  Methinks  I  am  a  prophet  new  inspired 
And  thus  expiring  do  foretell  of  him : 
His  rash  fierce  blaze  of  riot  cannot  last. 
For  violent  fires  soon  burn  out  themselves ; 
Small  showers  last  long,  but  sudden  storms  are  short; 
Ho  tires  betimes  that  spurs  too  fast  betimes; 
With  eager  feeding  food  doth  choke  the  feeder: 
Light  vanity,  insatiate  cormorant. 
Consuming  means,  soon  preys  upon  itself. 
This  royal  throne  of  kings,  this  scepter'd  isle,  40 

This  earth  of  majesty,  this  seat  of  Mars, 
This  other  Eden,  demi-paradisc, 
This  fortress  built  by  Nature  for  herself 
Against  infection  and  the  hand  of  war. 
This  happy  breed  of  men,  this  little  world, 
This  precious  stone  set  in  the  silver  sea. 
Which  serves  it  in  the  ofQce  of  a  wall 
Or  as  a  moat  defensive  to  a  house. 
Against  the  envy  of  less  happier  lands, 
This  blessed  plot,  this  earth,  this  realm,  this  England,    50 
This  nurse,  this  teeming  womb  of  royal  kinp, 
Feard  by  their  breed  and  famous  by  their  birth, 
Renowned  for  their  deeds  ns  far  from  home. 
For  Christian  service  and  true  chivalry. 
As  is  the  sepulchre  in  stubborn  Jewrv 
Of  the  world's  ransom,  blessed  Mary  s  Son, 
This  land  of  such  dear  souls,  this  dear  dear  land. 
Dear  for  her  i*eputation  through  the  world, 
Is  now  leased  out,  I  die  pronouncing  it, 
Like  to  a  tenement  or  pelting  farm:  60 
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England,  bound  in  with  the  triumphant  sea, 
Whose  rocky  shore  beats  back  the  envious  siege 
Of  watery  Neptune,  is  now  bound  in  with  shamo, 
AVitli  inky  blots  and  rotten  parchment  bonds: 
'JMiat  England,  tlmt  was  wont  to  conquer  others, 
Ilatli  made  a  shameful  conquest  of  itself. 
Ah,  would  the  scandal  tanish  with  my  life, 
How  happy  then  were  my  ensuing  death  1 

Eater  King  Ricitard  arid   Queen,  Aumetjle,  Br  shy. 
Green,  Ragot,  Roes,  and  Wili^oughby. 

York.  The  kinf  is  come:  deal  mildly  with  his  youth; 
For  young  hot  colts  being  fraged  do  rage  the  more.         70 

Qu4i€n.  llow  fares  our  noble  uncle,  Lancaster? 

K.  Rich.  What  comfort,  man?  how  is 't  with a^ Gaunt? 

Oaunt.  O,  how  that  name  befits  my  composition  I 
Old  Gaunt  indeed,  and  gaunt  in  beinr  old: 
Within  me  grief  hath  kept  a  tedious  fast; 
And  who  absUiins  from  meat  that  is  not  gaunt? 
For  sleeping  England  long  time  have  I  watch'd; 
Watching  breeds  leanness,  leanness  is  all  gaunt: 
The  pleasure  that  some  fathers  feed  upon, 
Is  my  strict  fast;  I  mean,  my  children's  looks;  80 

And  therein  fasting,  hast  thou  made  me  gaunt: 
Gaunt  am  I  for  the  grave,  gaunt  as  a  grave, 
Whose  hollow  womb  inherits^ ought  but  bones. 

K.  RicJi.  Can  sick  men  play  so  nicely  with  their  names? 

Oaunt.  No,  misery  makes  Rport  to  mock  itself: 
8incc  thou  dost  seek  to  kill  my  name  in  me, 
I  mock  my  name,  great  king,  to  fialtcr  thee. 

K.  Rich.  Should  dying  men  flatter  with  those  that  live? 

Oaunt.  No,  no,  men  living  flatter  those  that  die. 

K,  Rich.  Thou,  now  a-dying,  say'st  thou  flatterest  me. 

Oaunt.  O.  no!  thou  diest,  thouch  I  the  sicker  be.        91 

K.  Riefi.  I  am  in  health,  I  breathe,  and  see  thee  ill. 

Gaunt.  Now  He  that  made  me  knows  I  see  thee  ill ; 
I  111  in  myself  to  see,  and  in  thee  seeing  ill. 
Thy  death -bed  is  no  lesser  than  thy  land 
Wherein  thou  liest  in  reputation  sick; 
And  thou,  too  careless  patient  as  thou  art, 
Commit*st  thy  anointed  body  to  ihe  cure 
Of  those  physicians  that  first  wounded  thee: 
A  thousand  flatterers  sit  within  thy  crown,  100 

Whose  compass  is  no  bigger  than  thy  head; 
And  yet,  incaged  in  so  small  a  verge*, 
The  waste  is  no  whit  lesser  than  thy  land. 
O,  had  thy  grandsirc  with  a  prophet's  c^'C 
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Seen  bow  his  son's  son  should  destroy  his  sons» 

From  forth  thy  reach  he  would  have  laid  thy  shame. 

Deposing  thee  before  thou  wert  possess'd, 

Which  art  possessed  now  to  depose  thyself. 

Why,  cousin,  wert  thou  regent  of  the  world, 

It  were  a  shame  to  let  this  land  by  lease;  110 

But  for  thy  world  enjoying  but  this  land, 

Is  it  not  more  than  sliame  to  shame  it  so? 

Landlord  of  England  art  thou  now,  not  king: 

Thy  state  of  law  is  bondslave  to  the  law; 

And  thou — 

K.  Rich,  A  lunatic  lean-witted  fool, 
Presuming  on  aa  ague's  privile^, 
Darest  with  thy  frozen  admonition 
Make  pale  our  cheek,  chasing  ttie  royal  blood 
With  fury  from  his  native  residence. 
Now,  by  my  seat's  rig^t  royal  maiesty,  120 

Wert  thou  not  brother  to  great  £dward's  son. 
This  tongue  that  runs  so  roundly  in  thy  bead 
Should  run  thy  head  from  thy  unreverent  shoulders. 

OaUnt.  O,  spare  me  not,  my  brother  Edward's  son, 
For  that  I  was  his  father  Edward's  son ; 
That  blood  already,  like  the  pelican. 
Hast  thou  tapp'd  out  and  drunkenly  caroused: 
Mv  brother  Gloucester,  plain  well-meaning  soul, 
Whom  fair  befal  in  heaven  'mongst  happy  souls  I 
Kay  be  a  precedent  and  witness  good  180 

That  thou  respect'st  not  spilling  Edward's  blood: 
Join  with  the  present  sickness  that  I  have; 
And  thy  unkindness  be  like  crooked  ago. 
To  crop  at  once  a  too  long  wither'd  flower. 
Live  in  thy  shame,  but  die  not  shame  with  theet 
These  words  hereafter  thy  tormentors  be! 
Convey  me  to  my  bed,  then  to  my  grave : 
Love  they  to  live  that  love  and  honour  have. 

[Exit,  borne  off  by  lu$  AttendanU. 

K.  Rich.  And  let  them  aie  tiiat  ago  and  aullens  have ; 
For  both  hast  thou,  and  both  become  the  grave.  140 

York.  I  do  beseech  your  majesty,  impute  his  words 
To  wayward  sickliness  and  age  in  him : 
He  loves  you,  on  mv  life,  and  holds  you  dear 
As  Harry  Duke  of  Hereford,  were  he  here. 

K,  Bieh,  Right,  you  say  true:  as  Hereford's  love,  so  his; 
As  theirs,  so  nunc;  and  all  be  as  it  is. 

MrUer  Northumbbrlaiiei 
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NortJi,    My  liege,  old  Gaunt  commends  him  to  your 
majesty. 

K.  Rich,  What  says  he? 

North,  Nay,  nothing;  all  is  said: 

His  tongue  is  now  a  stringless  instrument; 
Words,  life  and  all,  old  Lancaster  hath  spent.  150 

York.  Be  York  the  next  that  must  be  bankrupt  so! 
Thou^i  death  be  poor,  it  ends  a  mortal  woe. 

K.  mch.  The  ripest  fruit  first  falls,  and  so  dotli  he; 
His  time  is  spent,  our  pilgrimage  must  be. 
So  mucli  for  that.    Now  for  our  Irish  wars: 
We  must  supplant  those  rough  rug-headed  kerns, 
Which  live  like  venom  where  no  venom  else 
But  only  they  have  privilege  to  live. 
And  for  these  great  affairs  do  ask  some  charge, 
Towards  our  assistance  we  do  seize  to  us  160 

The  plate,  coin,  revenues  and  moveables, 
Whereof  our  uncle  Gaunt  did  stand  possessed. 

York.  How  long  shall  I  be  patient?  ah,  how  long 
Shall  tender  duty  make  me  suffer  wrong? " 
Not  Gloucester's  death,  nor  Hereford*s  banishment, 
Not  Gaunt's  rebukes,  nor  England's  private  wrongs, 
Nor  the  prevention  of  poor  &lingbroko 
About  his  marriage,  nor  my  own  disgrace. 
Have  ever  made  me  sour  my  patient  cheek. 
Or  bend  one  wrinkle  on  my  sovereign's  face.  170 

I  am  the  last  of  noble  Edward's  sons. 
Of  whom  thy  father,  Prince  of  Wales,  was  first: 
In  war  was  never  lion  raged  more  fierce. 
In  peace  was  never  gentle  lamb  more  mild. 
Than  was  that  young  and  princely  gentleman. 
His  face  thou  hast,  for  even  so  lookM  he, 
AccompUsh'd  with  the  number  of  thy  hours; 
But  when  he  frown'd,  it  was  against* the  French 
And  not  against  his  friends:  his  noble  hand 
Did  win  what  he  did  spend  and  spent  not  that  180 

Which  his  triumphant  father's  hand  had  won; 
His  hands  were  guilty  of  no  kindred  blood. 
But  bloody  with  the  enemies  of  his  kin. 
O  Richarcf !  York  is  too  far  gone  with  grief, 
Or  else  he  never  would  compare  between. 

K.  Rich.  Why,  uncle,  what's  the  matter? 

York.  O  my  liege. 

Pardon  me,  if  you  please;  if  not,  I,  pleased 
Not  to  be  pardon'd,  am  content  withal. 
Seek  you  to  seize  and  gripe  into  your  hands 
The  royalties  and  rights  of  banish'd  Hereford?  190 


\ 
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Is  not  Oaunt  dcdd,  and  doth  not  Hereford  live? 

Was  not  Gaunt  just,  and  is  not  Harry  true? 

Did  not  the  one  deserve  to  have  an  heir? 

Is  not  ills  heir  a  v/ell-dcserving  son? 

Take  Hereford's  rights  away,  and  take  from  Time 

His  cliartcrs  and  liis  customary  rights; 

Let  not  to-morrow  then  ensue  to-day; 

Be  not  thyself;  for  iiow  art  thou  a  king 

But  by  fair  sequence  and  succession? 

Now,  afore  God — God  forbid  I  say  true! —  200 

If  you  do  wrongfully  seize  Hcrefol-d's  rights, 

Call  in  the  letters  patent  that  he  hath 

B;^  his  attorneys-general  to  sue 

His  livery,  and  deny  his  offered  homage, 

You  pluck  a  thousand  dangers  on  your  head. 

You  lose  a  thousand  well-disposed  hearts 

And  prick  my  tender  patience  to  those  thoughts 

Which  honour  and  allegiance  cannot  think. 

K.  Rich,  Think  what  you  will,  we  seize  into  our  hands 
His  plate,  his  goods,  his  money  and  his  hinds.  210 

York.  I'll  not  be  by  the  while:  my  liege,  farewell: 
What  will  ensue  hereof,  there's  none  can  tell; 
But  by  bad  courses  may  be  understood 
That  their  events  can  never  fall  out  good.  [EkiL 

K,  Rich,  Go,  Bushy,  to  the  Earl  of  Wiltohire  straight: 
Bid  him  repair  to  us  to  Ely  House 
To  see  this  business.    To-morrow  next 
We  will  for  Ireland;  and  'tis  time,  I  trow: 
And  we  create,  in  absence  of  ourself. 
Our  uncle  York  lord  governor  of  England;  220 

For  he  is  Just  and  always  loved  us  well. 
Come  on,  our  queen:  to-morrow  must  we  part; 
Be  merry,  for  our  time  of  stay  is  short. 

[FlaurUh,    Exeunt  King,  Queeti,  Aumerle,  Bushy, 

Green,  and  Bagvt. 

North.  Well,  lords,  the  Duke  of  Lancaster  is  dead. 

Rou.  And  living  too;  for  now  his  son  is  duke. 

WiUo.  Barely  in  title,  not  in  revenue. 

North.  Richly  m  both,  if  justice  had  her  right. 

Roee.  My  heart  is  grrat;  but  it  must  break  with  silence. 
Ere  t  be  disburden'd  with  a  liberal  tongue. 

North.  Nay,  speak  thy  mind;  and  let  him  ne'er  siyenk 
more  280 

That  speaks  thy  words  again  to  do  thee  harm! 

WiUo,  Tends  that  tiiou  wouldst  speak  to  the  Duke  of 
Hereford? 
It  it  be  so,  out  witli  it  boldly,  man; 
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Quick  is  mine  car  to  hear  of  good  towards  binu 

Boss.  Ko  good  at  all  that  I  can  do  for  liim; 
Unless  you  call  it  good  to  pity  bim, 
Bereft  and  gelded  of  his  patrimony. 

Norih,    IsoYf,  afore  Qod,  His  shame  such  Yrrongs  are 
borne 
In  him,  a  royal  prince,  and  manv  moo 
Of  noble  blood  in  this  declining  land.  240 

The  king  is  not  himself,  but  basely  led 
Bv  flatterers;  and  what  they  will  inform. 
Merely  in  hate,  'gainst  any  of  us  all, 
That  will  the  king  severely  prosecute 
'Gainst  us,  our  lives,  our  children,  and  our  heirs. 

Ilt>ss.  The  commons  hath  he  piird  with  giievous  taxes, 
fAnd  quite  lost  (heir  hearts:  the  nobles  hath  he  fined 
For  ancient  quarrels,  and  quite  lost  their  hearts. 

WiUo.  Ana  daily  new  exactions  are  devised, 
As  blanks,  benevolences,  and  I  wot  not  what:  250 

But  what,  o'  God*s  name,  doth  become  of  this? 

North.  Wars  have  not  wasled  it,  for  warr'd  he  hath  not, 
But  basely  yielded  upon  compromise 
That  which  his  noble  ancestors  achieved  with  blows: 
More  hath  he  spent  injpeace  tlian  they  in  wars. 

Bitm.  The  Earl  of  Wiltshire  hath  the  realm  ia  farm. 

WQlo.  The  king's  grown  bankrupt,  like  a  broken  man. 

North.  Reproach  and  dissolution  han^eth  over  him. 

Boss.  He  hath  not  money  for  these  Irish  wars. 
His  burthenous  taxations  notwithstanding,  200 

But  by  the  robbing  of  the  banish'd  duke. 

North.  His  noble  kinsman:  most  degenerate  king  I 
But,  lords,  we  hear  this  fearful  tempest  slug, 
Yet  seek  no  shelter  to  avoid  the  storm ; 
We  see  the  wind  sit  sore  upon  our  sails. 
And  yet  we  strike  not,  but  securely  perish. 

Boss.  We  see  the  very  wreck  that  we  must  suffer; 
And  unavoided  is  the  danger  now, 
For  suffering  so  the  causes  of  our  wreck.  269 

NorHi.  Not  so:  even  through  the  hollow  eyes  of  dcatli 
I  spy  life  peering;  but  1  dare  not  say 
How  near  the  tidings  of  our  comfort  is. 

WiUo.  Nay,  let  us  share  thy  thoughts,  as  thou  dost  ours. 

Boss.  Be  confident  to  speak,  North uml)erland: 
We  three  are  but  thyself;  and,  speaking  so, 
Thy  words  arc  but  as  thoughts;  therefore,  be  bold. 

North,  Then  thus:  I  have  from  Port  le  Blanc,  a  bay 
In  Brittany,  received  intelligence 
That  Harry  Duke  of  Hereford,  Rainold  Lord  Cobham, 
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That  late  broke  from  the  Duke  of  Exeter, 

His  brother.  Archbishop  late  of  Canterbury, 

Sir  Thomas  Erpingham,  Sir  John  Ramston, 

Sir  John    Norbery,   Sir    Robert  Wuterton  and    Francis 

Quoint, 
All  these  well  furnished  by  the  Duke  of  Bretagne 
With  eight  tall  ships,  three  thousand  men  of  war, 
Are  making  hither  with  all  due  expedience 
And  shortly  mean  to  touch  our  uorlheru  shore : 
Periiaps  (hey  had  ere  this,  but  that  they  stay 
The  first ^epartiog  of  the  king  for  Ireland.  290 

If  then  we  ^alL  shake  off  our  slavish  yoke. 
Imp  out  our  drooping  country's  broken  wiug. 
Redeem  from  broking  pawn  the  blemishM  crown. 
Wipe  off  the  dust  that  hides  our  sceptre's  gilt 
And  make  high  majesty  look  like  itself, 
Awa^  with  me  in  post  to  Raveuspurgh; 
But  if  you  faint,  as  fearing  to  do  so. 
Stay  and  be  secret,  and  myself  will  go. 

Mo$».  To  horse,  to  horse !  urge  doubts  to  them  that  fear. 

WiUo.  Hold  out  my  horse,  and  I  will  first  be  there.    800 

[Exeunt, 
Scene  II.   77i€  palace. 

Enter  Queen,  Bushy,  and  Bagot. 

Bunhy.  Madam,  your  majesty  is  too  much  sad : 
You  promised,  when  you  poi'tcd  with  the  king, 
To  lay  aside  lifc-harnung  heaviness 
And  entertain  a  cheerful  disposition. 

Queen.  To  please  the  king  I  did ;  to  please  myself 
I  cannot  do  it;  yet  I  know  no  csiusc 
Why  I  should  welcome  such  a  guest  as  grief, 
Save  bidding  farewell  to  so  sweet  a  guest 
As  my  sweet  Richard:  jet  agtiin,  methinks. 
Some  unborn  sorrow,  ripe  in  fortune's  womb,  10 

Is  coming  towiurds  me,  and  my  inward  soul 
With  nothing  trembles:  at  some  thing  it  gi'icves. 
More  than  with  parting  from  my  lord  the  king. 

Bushy,  Each  sul)stance  of  a  grief  hath  twenty  shadows, 
Which  shows  like  grief  itself,  but  is  not  so; 
For  sorrow's  eye.  glazed  with  blinding  tears. 
Divides  one  thing  entire  to  many  objects; 
Like  perspectives,  which  rightly  gazed  upon 
Show  nothing  but  confusion,  eyed  awry 
Distinguish  form:  so  your  sweet  majesty,  20 

Looking  awry  upoa  your  lord's  departure. 
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Find  shapes  of  grief,  more  than  himself,  to  wail ; 
Which,  look*d  on  as  it  is,  is  nought  but  shadows 
Of  what  it  is  not.    Then,  thrice-gracious  queen, 
•More  than  your  lord's  departure  weep  not:  more's  not 

seen ; 
Or  if  it  be,  'tis  with  false  sorrow's  eye, 
Which  for  things  true  weeps  things  imaginary. 

Qtteen,  It  may  be  so;  but  yet  my  inward  soul 
Persuades  me  it  is  otherwise:  howe'er  it  be, 
I  cannot  but  be  sad ;  so  heavy  sod  80 

As,  though  on  thinking  on  no  thought  I  think. 
Makes  me  with  heavy  nothing  faint  and  shrink. 

Bukhy.  Tis  nothing  but  conceit,  my  gracious  lady. 

Queen.  'Tis  notliing  less:  conceit  is  still  derived 
From  some  forefather  grief;  mine  is  not  so. 
For  nothing  hath  begot  my  something  grief; 
Or  something  hath  the  nothing  that  I  grieve: 
Tis  in  reversion  that  I  do  possess; 
But  what  it  is,  that  is  not  yet  known ;  what 
I  cannot  name ;  'tis  nameless  woe,  I  wot.  40 

Enter  Green. 

Oreen,  God  save  your  majesty  1  and  well  met,  gentle- 
men: 
I  hope  the  king  is  not  yet  shipp'd  for  Ireland. 

QiCeen.  Why  hopcst  thou  so?  'tis  better  hope  he  is; 
For  his  designs  crave  haste,  his  haste  good  hope: 
Then  wherefore  dost  thou  hope  he  is  not  shipp'd? 

Oreen.  That  he,  our  hope,  might  have  retired  his  power, 
And  driven  into  despair  an  enemy's  hope, 
Wiio  strongly  hath  set  footing  in  this  land: 
The  banish'd  Boliugbroke  repeals  himself. 
And  with  uplifted  arms  is  safe  arrived  50 

At  Ravenspurgh. 

Queen.  Now  God  in  heaven  forbid  1 

Oreen.  Ah,  madam,  'tis  too  true :  and  that  is  worse. 
The  Lord  Northumberland,  his  son  young  Henry  Percy, 
The  Lords  of  Ross,  Beaumond,  and  WlUoughby, 
A7ith  all  their  powerful  friends,  arc  fled  to  him. 

Bushy.  Why  have  you  not  prociaim'd  Northumberland 
And  all  the  rest  revolted  faction  tniitors? 

Oreen.  We  have :  whereupon  the  Earl  of  Worcester 
Hath  broke  his  staff,  resigned  his  stewardsliip, 
And  all  the  household  servants  fled  with  him  60 

To  Bolingbroke. 

Queen.  So.  Green,  thou  art  the  midwife  to  my  woe. 
And  Bolingbroke  my  sorrow's  dismal  heir: 
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Now  liath  my  soal  brought  forth  her  prodigy. 
And  I,  a  gasping  new-dclivcr'd  mother. 
Have  woe  to  woe,  sorrow  t4>  sorrow  join'd. 

Biuihy.  Despair  not,  madam. 

Queen.  Who  shall  hinder  me? 

I  will  despair,  arid  be  at  enmity 
With  cozening  hope:  he  is  a  flatterer, 
A  parasite,  a  keeper  back  of  deatli,  70 

Who  gently  would  dissolve  the  bands  of  life. 
Which  false  hope  lingers  in  extremity. 

Enter  York. 

Green,  Here  comes  the  Duke  of  York. 

Qtieea.  With  signs  of  war  about  his  aged  neck: 
O,  full  of  careful  business  are  his  looks! 
Uncle,  for  Qod's  sake,  speak  comfortable  words. 

York.  Should  I  do  so,  I  would  belie  my  thoughts: 
Comfort's  in  jieaven ;  and  we  are  on  the  earth. 
Where  nothing  lives  but  crosses,  cares  and  grief. 
Y'our  husband,  he  is  gone  to  save  far  off,  80 

Whilst  others  come  to  make  him  lose  at  home: 
Here  am  I  left  to  underprop  his  land, 
Who,  weak  with  u.ge,  cannot  support  myself: 
Now  comes  the  .sick  hour  that  his  surfeit  made; 
Now  shall  he  try  his  friends  that  flatter'd  liim. 

Enter  a  Servant 

Serv.  My  lord,  your  son  was  gone  before  I  came. 

York.  He  was?  Why.  so!  go  all  which  way  it  will! 
The  nobles  they  ore  fled,  the  commons  they  arc  cold. 
And  will,  I  fear,  revolt  on  Herefonrs  side. 
Sirrah,  get  thee  to  Plashy,  to  my  sister  Gloucester;         90 
Bid  her  send  me  presently  a  thousand  i>ouud : 
Hold,  take  mv  ring. 

8ert,    My  lord,  1  had  forgot  to  tell  your  lordship, 
To^ay,  as  I  came  by,  I  called  there: 
But  I  shall  grieve  you  to  report  the  rest. 

York.  What  is't,  knave? 

&ire.  An  liour  before  I  came,  the  duchess  died. 

York.  Ck)d  for  his  mercy?  what  a  tide  of  woes 
Comes  rushing  on  this  woeful  land  at  once! 
I  know  not  what  to  do;  I  would  to  God,  100 

So  my  untruth  hud  not  provoked  hitn  to  it. 
The  king  had  cut  off  my  hand  with  my  brother's. 
What,  are  thero  no  posts  dispatcird  for  Ireland? 
How  shall  we  do  for  money  for  these  wars? 
Come,  Bister,— cousin,  I  would  say, — pray,  pardon  me. 
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Go,  fellow,  get  tlico  home,  provide  some  carts 

And  bring  away  the  armour  that  is  tliero.       [Meit  ScrtarU, 

Gentlemen,  will  you  go  muster  men?    If  I  know 

How  or  which  way  to  order  these  aflairSp 

Thus  thrust  disorderly  into  my  hands,  110 

Never  believe  me.     Both  are  ray  kinsmen  & 

The  one  is  mv  sovereign,  whom  both  my  oath 

And  duty  bids  defend;  the  other  again 

Is  my  kinsman,  whom  the  kin^  hath  wrong*d, 

Whom  conscience  and  my  kindred  bids  to  right 

Well,  somewhat  we  must  do.    Come,  cousin.  I'll 

Dispose  of  you. 

Gentlemen,  go,  muster  up  your  men. 

And  meet  me  presently  at  Berkeley. 

I  should  to  Plashy  too;  120 

But  time  will  not  permit:  all  ia  uneven. 

And  every  thing  is  left  at  six  and  seven. 

[Exeunt  York  and  Queen, 

Bunhy.  The  wind  sits  fair  for  news  to  go  to  Ireland, 
But  none  returns.     For  us  to  levy  power 
Proportionable  to  the  enemy 
Is  all  unpossible. 

Qreen.  Besides^  our  nearness  to  the  king  in  love 
Is  near  the  hate  of  those  love  not  the  king. 

Bagoi.  And  that's  the  wavering  commons:  for  their  love 
Lies  in  their  purses,  and  whoso  empties  them  180 

By  so  much  nils  their  hearts  with  deadly  hate. 

Bushy.  Wherein  the  kin^^  stands  generally  condemn*d. 

Bagot.  If  judgement  lie  m  them,  then  so  do  we, 
Because  we  ever  have  been  near  the  king. 

Qreen.  Well.  I  will  for  refuge  straight  to  Bristol  castle: 
The  Earl  of  Wiltshire  is  already  there. 

Busfiy,  Thither  will  I  with  you;  for  little  office 
The  hateful  commons  will  perform  for  us, 
Except  like  curs  to  tear  us  all  to  pieces.  * 
Will  you  go  along  with  us?  140 

Bagot.  No:  I  will  to  Ireland  to  his  majesty. 
Farewell:  if  heart's  presages  be  not  vain, 
We  three  here  part  that  ne'er  shall  meet  agtiin. 

Bu»hy.  That's  as  York  thrives  to  beat  back  Bolingbroke. 

Green.  Alas,  poor  duke  I  the  task  ho  undertakes 
Is  numbering  sands  and  drinking  oceans  dry: 
Where  one  on  his  side  fights,  thousands  will  fly. 
Farewell  at  once,  for  once,  for  all,  and  ever. 

Busliy.  Well,  we  may  meet  again. 

Bagot.  I  fear  me,  never.    [Exeunt^ 
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Sc&ifffi  in.     WUds  in  QUmeestmhire. 
Filter  BoLiNGBROKE  and  NoRTHUMBERLAin),  toith  Forces. 

Baling.  How  far  is  it,  my  lord,  to  Berkeley  now? 

North,  Believe  mc,  noWe  lord, 
I  am  a  stranger  liere  in  Gtoiicestershire: 
Tliesc  high  wild  hills  and  rough  uneven  ways 
Draws  out  our  miles,  and  makes  them  wearisome ; 
And  yet  your  fair  discourse  hath  been  as  sugar, 
Making  the  hard  way  sweet  and  detectable. 
But  I  bethink  me  what  a  weary  way 
From  Ravenspui^h  to  Cotswold  will  be  found 
In  Ross  and  Willoughby,  wanting  your  company,  10 

Which,  I  protest,  hath  very  much  beguiled 
The  tediousness  and  process  of  my  travel : 
But  theirs  is  sweetened  with  the  hope  to  have 
The  present  benefit  which  I  possess; 
And  hope  to  joy  is  little  less  in  joy 
Than  hope  enjoy'd:  by  this  the  weary  lords 
Shall  make  their  way  seem  short,  as  mine  hath  done 
By  si^ht  of  what  I  have,  your  noble  company. 

Bckng.  Of  much  less  value  is  my  company 
Than  your  good  words.    But  who  comes  here?  20 

Enter  Heniiy  Percy. 

North,  It  is  my  son,  voung  Harry  Percy, 
Sent  from  my  brother  Worcester,  whcnccsoever. 
Harry,  how  fares  your  uncle? 

Percy,  I  had  thought,^ my  lord,  to  have  learned  his  health 
of  you. 

North,  Why,  is  he  not  with  the  queen? 

Percy,  No,  my  good  Lord ;  he  hath  forsook  the  court, 
Broken  his  staff  of  ofDce  and  dispersed 
The  household  of  the  king. 

North.  Wliat  was  his  reason? 

He  was  not  so  resolved  when  last  we  spake  together. 

Percy,  Because  your  lordship  was  proclaimed  traitor.  80 
But  he,  my  lord,  is  gone  to  Ravcnspurgh, 
To  offer  service  to  iTie  Duke  of  Hereford, 
And  sent  me  over  by  Berkeley,  to  discover 
What  power  the  Duke  of  York  had  levied  there; 
Then  with  directions  to  repair  to  Uavcnspurgh. 

North,  Have  you  forgot  tlie  Duke  of  Hereford,  boy? 

Percy.  No,  my  good  lord,  for  tliat  is  not  forgot 
Which  ne'er  I  did  remember:  to  my  knowledge, 
I  never  in  my  life  did  look  on  him.  89 
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North.  Then  learn  to  know  him  now;  this  is  tlie  duke. 

Percy.  My  gracious  lord,  I  tender  you  my  service. 
Such  as  it  is,  oeing  tender,  raw  and  young; 
Which  elder  days  shall  ripen  and  confirm 
To  more  approved  service  and  desert. 

BoUng.  I  thank  thee,  gentle  Percy;  and  be  sure 
I  count  myself  in  nothing  else  so  happy 
As  in  a  soul  remembering  my  good  friends; 
And,  as  my  fortune  ripens  with  thy  love, 
It  shall  be  still  thy  true  love's  r^CQippep^: 
TAy  heart  this  covenant  makes,  my  hand  thus  seals  it     50 

ITorih.  How  far  is  it  to  Berkelev?  and  what  stir 
Keeps  good  old  York  there  witli  his  men  of  war? 

Percy.  There  stands  the  castle,  by  yon  tuft  of  trees, 
Mann'd  with  three  hundred  men,  as  I  have  heard; 
And  in  it  are  the  Lords  of  York,  Berkeley,  and  Seymour; 
None  else  of  name  and  noble  estimate. 

Enter  Ross  and  Willoughby. 

North.  Here  come  the  Lords  of  Ross  and  Willoughby, 
Bloody  with  spurring,  fieiy-red  with  liaste. 

BoUng.  Welcome,  my  lords.     1  wot  your  love  pursues 
A  banish*d  traitor:  all  hiy  treasury  60 

Is  yet  but  unfelt  thanks,  which  more  cnrich'd 
Shall  be  your  love  and  labour's  recompense. 

Bou.  Your  presence  makes  us  rich,  most  noble  lord. 

WiUo.  And  far  surmounts  our  labour  to  attain  it. 

BoUng.  Evermore  thanks,  the  exchequer  of  the  poor; 
Which,  till  my  infant  fortune  comes  to  years. 
Stands  for  my  bounty.    But  who  comes  here? 

Enter  Bbrkelbt. 

North.  It  is  my  Lord  of  Berkeley,  ns  I  guess. 

Berk.  My  Lord  of  Hereford,  my  message  is  to  you. 

Baling.  My  lord,  my  answer  is — to  Lancaster;  TO 

And  I  am  come  to  seek  that  name  in  Engltmd; 
And  I  must  find  that  title  in  your  tongue. 
Before  I  make  reply  to  aught  you  say. 

Berk.  Mistake  me  not,  my  lord;  'tis  not  my  meaning 
To  raze  one  title  of  your  honour  out: 
To  you,  my  lord,  I  come,  what  lord  you  will. 
From  the  most  gracious  regent  of  this  land, 
The  Duke  of  York,  to  know  what  pricks  you  on 
To  take  advantage  of  the  absent  time 
And  fright  our  native  pcjicc  with  self-bom  arms.  80 

Enter  Yobk  aUended. 


acENS  in.]  KINO  RICHARD  IL  07 

Baling,  I  shall  not  need  transport  my  words  by  you; 
Here  comes  his  grace  in  person. 

My  noble  uncle  I    [KneeU,' 

York,  Show  me  thy  humble  heart,  and  not  thy  knee, 
Whose  duty  is  deceiveabie  and  false. 

BoUng,  My  gracious  uncle — 

York,  Tut,  tuti 
Grace  me  no  grace,  nor  uncle  mc  no  uncle: 
I  am  no  traitor's  uncle;  and  that  word  •*  grace" 
In  an  ungracious  mouth  is  but  profane. 
Why  have  those  banish 'd  and  forbidden  legs  00 

Dared  once  to  touch  a  dust  of  England's  ground? 
But  then  more  **  why?"  why  have  they  dared  to  march 
80  many  miles  upon  her  peaceful  bosom, 
Frijrhting  her  pale-faced  villages  with  war 
And  ostentation  of  despised  arms? 
Comest  thou  because  the  anointed  lung  is  hence? 
Whv.  foolish  boy,  the  king  is  left  behind. 
And  in  my  loyal  bosom  lies  his  power. 
Were  I  but  now  the  lord  of  sucli  hot  vouth 
As  when  brave  Gaunt,  thy  father,  ana  myself  100 

Rescued  the  Black  Prince,  that  3^0 ung  Mars  of  men. 
From  forth  the  ranks  of  many  thousand  French, 
O,  then  how  quickly  should  this  arm  of  mine, 
Now  prisoner  to  the  palsy,  chastise  thee 
And  minister  correction  to  thy  fault! 

Bolinrj.  My  gracious  uncle,  let  me  know  my  fault: 
On  what  condition  stands  it  and  wherein? 

York,  Even  in  condition  of  the  worst  degree. 
In  gross  rebellion  and  detested  treason: 
Thou  art  a  banish 'd  man,  and  here  art  come  110 

Before  the  expiration  of  thy  time. 
In  braving  arms  against  thy  sovereign. 

Baling,  As  I  was  banish 'd,  I  was  bauislfd  Hereford; 
But  as  I  come.  I  come  for  Lancaster.  ^ 

A*nd.  noble  uncle,  I  beseech  your  grace 
Look  on  my  wrongs  with  an  indifferent  eye: 
You  are  my  father,  for  methlnks  in  3^ou 
I  see  old  Gaunt  alive;  O,  then,  my  father. 
Will  you  permit  that  I  shall  stand  condemned 
A  wandering  vagabond;  rav  rights  and  royalties  120 

Pluck'd  from  my  arms  perforce  and  given  away 
To  upstart  unlhrifts?    Wherefore  was  I  born? 
If  that  my  cousin  king  be  King  of  England, 
It  must  be  granted  I  am  Duke  of  Lancaster. 
You  have  a  son,  Auraerle,  my  noble  cousin; 
ll:ul  you  first  died,  and  he  been  thus  trod  down, 

SHAK   II. 
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He  should  have  found  his  uncle  Gaunt  a  father. 

To  rouse  his  wrongs  and  chase  them  to  the  bay. 

I  am  denied  to  sue  my  livery  here. 

And  yet  my  letters-patents  give  me  leave:  130 

My  father's  goods  are  all  distrain'd  and  sold. 

And  these  and  all  are  all  amiss  employed. 

What  would  you  have  me  do?    I  am  a  subject. 

And  I  challenge  law:  attorneys  are  denied  me; 

And  therefore  personally  I  lay  my  claim 

To  my  inheritance  of  free  descent. 

North,  The  noble  duke  hath  been  too  much  abused. 

Ross.  It  stands  your  ^race  upon  to  do  him  right. 

WUlo.  Base  men  by  his  endowments  are  nlade  great. 

York.  My  lords  of  England,  let  me  tell  you  this:         140 
I  have  had  feeling  of  my  cousin's  wrones 
And  laboured  all  I  could  to  do  him  right; 
But  in  this  kind  to  come,  in  braving  arms. 
Be  his  own  carver  and  cut  out  his  way, 
To  find  out  right  with  wrong,  it  may  not  be; 
And  you  that  do  abet  him  in  this  kind 
Cherish  rebellion  and  are  rebels  all. 

North.  The  noble  duke  hath  sworn  his  coming  is 
But  for  his  own;  and  for  the  right  of  that 
We  all  have  strongly  sworn  to  give  him  aid;  150 

And  let  him  ne'er  see  joy  that  breaks  that  oath! 

York.  Well,  well,  I  see  the  issue  of  these  arms: 
I  cannot  mend  it,  I  must  needs  confess. 
Because  my  power  is  weak  and  all  ill  left: 
But  if  I  could,  by  Him  that  gave  me  life, 
I  would  attach  you  all  and  make  you  stoop 
Unto  the  sovereign  mercy  of  the  king;* 
But  since  I  cannot,  be  it  known  to  yovL 
I  do  remain  as  neuter.    So,  fare  you  well; 
Unless  you  please  to  enter  in  the  castle  160 

And  there  repose  you  for  this  night. 

Baling.  An  offer,  uncle,  that  we  will  accept: 
But  we  must  win  yoiir  grace  to  go  with  us 
To  Bristol  castle,  which  they  say  is  held 
By  Bushy,  Bagot  and  their  complices. 
The  caterpillars  of  the  cbmmonwealth. 
Which  I  have  swoni  to  weed  and  pluck  away. 

York.  It  may  be  I  will  go  with  you:  but  yet  111  pause; 
For  I  am  loath  to  break  our  country's  laws. 
Nor  friends  nor  foes,  to  me  welcome  you  are:  170 

Things  past  redress  are  now  with  me  past  care.     \ExeunL 
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ScBKE  IV.    A  camp  in  Wale$. 
Enter  Salisbury  and  a  Welsh  Captain, 

Gap.  My  Lord  of  Salisbury,  wc  have  stay'd  ten  days. 
And  nardly  kept  our  countrymen  together, 
And  yet  we  hear  no  tidings  from  the  king; 
Therefore  we  will  disperse  ourselves:  farewell. 

Sal.  Stay  yet  another  day,  thou  trusty  Welshman : 
The  kinereposeth  all  his  confidence  In  thee. 

Oap.  ^is  thought  the  king  is  dead;  we  will  not  stay. 
The  bay-trees  in  our  country  are  all  witlier'd 
And  meteors  fright  the  fixed  stars  of  heaven ; 
The  pale-faced  moon  looks  bloody  on  the  earth  10 

And  lean-look'd  prophets  whisper  fearful  change  $ 
Rich  men  look  sad  and  rufiftans  dance  and  leap. 
The  one  in  fear  to  lose  what  they  enjoy. 
The  other  to  enjoy  by  raee  and  war: 
These  signs  forerun  the  aeath  or  fall  of  kings. 
Farewell:  our  countrymen  arc  gone  and  fled. 
As  well  assured  Richard  their  king  is  dead.  [ExU. 

Sal.  Ah,  Richard,  with  the  eyes  of  heavy  mind 
I  see  thy  glory  like  a  shooting  star 

Fall  to  the  base  earth  from  tlie  firmament  20 

Thy  sun  sets  weeping  in  the  lowly  west, 
Witnessing  storms  to  come,  woe  and  unrest: 
Thy  friends  are  fled  to  wait  upon  thy  foes. 
And  crossly  to  thy  good  all  fortune  goes.  [Escit, 

ACT  HL 

ScEKB  L    Bristol,    Before  the  castle. 

Enter  Bolinqbroke,   York,   KoRTHusrsERLAin),   Ross, 
Percy,  Willouoiiby,  with  Bushy  ai^  Green,  prisoners. 

BoUng,  Bring  forth  these  men. . 
Bushy  and  Green,  I  will  not  vex  your  souls — 
Since  presently  your  souls  must  i>art  your  bodies — 
With  too  much  urging  your  ijernicious  lives. 
For  'twere  no  charity;  yet,  to  wash  your  blood 
From  off  my  hands,  here  in  the  view  of  men 
I  will  unfold  some  causes  of  your  deaths. 
You  have  misled  a  prince,  a  royal  king, 
A  happy  gentleman  in  blood  and  lineaments, 
By  you  unhappicd  and  disfigured  clean:  10 

1  ou  have  in  manner  with  your  sinful  hours 
Made  a  divorce  betwixt  his  queen  and  him. 
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'  Broke  the  poissession  of  a  royal  bed 
And  stain'd  the  beauty  of  a  fair  queen's  cheeks 
With  tears  drawn  from  her  eyes  by  your  foul  wrongs. 
Myself,  a  prince  by  fortune  of  my  birih, 
Near  to  the  king  m  blood,  and  near  m  love 
Till  you  did  make  him  misinterpret  me. 
Have  stoop  d  my  neck  under  your  injuries, 
« And  sigli  d  my  English  breath  in  foreign  clouds,  25 

Eating  the  bitter  bread  of  banishment; 
"Whilst  you  have  fed  upon  my  signories, 
Dispark  d  my  parks  and  fell  d  my  forest  woods. 
From  my  own  windows  torn  my  household  coat. 
Razed  out  my  imprese,  leaving  me  no  sign, 
Save  men's  opinions  and  my  living  blood, 
To  show  the  world  I  am  a  gentleman. 
This  and  much  more,  much  more  than  twice  all  this. 
Condemns  you  to  the  death.     See  them  deliver'd  over 
To  execution  and  the  hand  of  death.  80 

Bushy.  More  welcome  is  the  stroke  of  death  to  me 
Than  Bolingbroke  to  England.     Lords,  farewell. 

Green,  'hfy  comfort  is  that  heaven  will  take  our  souls 
And  plague  injustice  with  the  pains  of  hell. 

Ihling.  My  Lord  Northumberland,  see  them  dispatch'd, 
[Ej^eunt  Northvniberland  and  other*,  with  the  pri^onfrs. 
Uncle,  you  say  the  queen  is  at  yo^rliouse; 
For  God's  sake,  fairly  let  her  be  entreated : 
Tell  her  I  send  to  her  my  kind  commends; 
Take  special  cai-e  my  greetings  be  deliver*d. 

York.  A  gentleman  of  mine  I  have  dispatch'd  40 

With  letters  of  your  love  to  her  at  large. 

Bolhig.  Thanks,  gentle  uncle.     Come,  lords,  away. 
To  fight  with  Gleudower  and  his  complices: 
Awhile  to  work,  and  after  iioliduy.  [p^xeunl. 

Scene  II.     Tlie  coast  of  Wale^,    A  cmtle  t»  victc. 

Dnnns:  flourish  and  c/jTours.     Enter  King  RicnAKD,  M<j 
Bishop  op  Carijsle,  Aumeui.e,  ami  JSoldUrs. 

K.  Rich.  Barkloughly  castle  call  they  this  at  hand? 

Aum.  Yea,  my  lord.     How  brooks  your  grace  the  air, 
After  your  late  tossing  on  the  breaking  seas? 

K.  Jxich.  Needs  must  1  like  it  well:  I  weep  for  joy 
To  stand  upon  my  kingdom  once  again. 
Dear  earth,  I  do  salute  thee  with  my  hand, 
Tliough  rebels  wound  thee  with  their  horses*  hoofs: 
As  a  long-parted  mother  with  her  child 
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Plays  fondly  with  her  tears  and  smiles  in  meeting, 

So.  weeping,  smiling,  greet  I  thee,  my  earth,  10 

And  do  thee  favours  with  my  royal  hands. 

Feed  not  thy  sovereign's  foe,  my  gentle  earth, 

Nor  with  thy  sweets  comfort  his  ravenous  sense ; 

But  let  thy  spiders,  tliat  suck  up  thy  venom, 

And  heavy-^itcd  toads  lie  in  their  way, 

Doin^  annoyance  to  the  treacherous  feet 

Whicli  with  usurping  steps  do  trample  thee : 

Yield  stinging  nettles  to  mine  enemies; 

And  when  they  from  thy  bosom  pluck  a  flower. 

Guard  it,  I  pray  thee,  with  a  lurking  adder  20 

Whose  double  tongue  may  with  a  mortal  touch 

Throw  death  upon  thy  sovereign's  enemies. 

Mock  not  my  senseless  conjuration,  lords: 

This  earth  shall  have  a  feeling  and  these  stones 

Prove  armed  soldiers,  ere  her  native  king 

Bhall  falter  under  foul  rebellion's  arms. 

C(tr.  Fear  not,  my  lord;  that  Power  that  made  you  king 
Hath  power  to  keep  you  king  in  spite  of  all. 
The  means  that  heaven  yields  must  be  embraced. 
And  not  ne;jlected;  else,  if  heaven  would,  80 

And  we  will  not,  heaven's  offer  we  refuse, 
The  proffer'd  means  of  succour  and  redress. 

Aum,  He  means,  mr  lord,  that  we  are  too  remiss; 
Whilst  Bolingbroke,  through  our  security. 
Grows  strong  and  great  in  substance  and  in  power. 

K.  Rich.  Discomfortablc  cousin!  know'st  thou  not 
That  when  tiie  searching  eye  of  heaven  is  hid. 
Behind  the  globe,  that  lights  the  lower  world. 
Then  thieves  and  robbers  range  abroad  unseen 
In  murders  and  in  outrage,  boldly  here;  40 

But  when  from  under  this  terrestrial  ball 
He  fires  the  proud  tops  of  the  eastern  pines 
And  darts  his  light  through  ever}'  guilty  hole, 
Then  murders,  treasons  and  detested  sins, 
I  The  cloak  of  night  being  pluck'd  from  ofF  their  backs. 
Stand  bare  and  naked,  trembling  at  themselves? 
So  when  this  thief,  this  traitor,  Bolingbroke, 
Who  ail  this  while  hath  revell'd  in  the  night 
Whilst  we  were  wandering  with  the  antipodes. 
Shall  sec  us  rising  in  our  throne,  the  east,  50 

His  treasons  will  sit  blushing  in  his  face, 
Kot  able  to  endure  the  sight  of  day, 
But  self -affrighted  tremble  at  his  sin. 
Not  all  the  water  in  the  rough  rude  sea 
Can  wash  the  balm  off  from  an  anointed  king; 
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The  breath  of  worldly  men  caimo.t  depose 

The  deputy  elected  by  the  Lord : 

For  every  man  that  UoliDgbfokc  hath  prcss'd 

To  lift  shrewd  steel  against  our  golden  crown, 

God  for  his  Richard  hath  in  heavenly  pay  60 

A  glorious  angel:  then,  if  angels  light. 

Weak  men  must  fall,  for  heaven  siill  guards  the  right. 

Enter  8alisbubt. 

Welcome,  my  lord:  how  far  off  lies  your  power? 

SaL  -  Nor  near  nor  farther  off,  my  gracious  lord. 
Than  this  weak  arm:  discomfort  guides  my  tongue 
And  bids  me  speak  of  nothing  but  despair. 
One  day  too  late,  I  fear  me,  noble  lord, ' 
Hath  clouded  all  thv  liappv  days  on  earth: 
O,  call  back  yesterday,  bid  time  return, 
And  thou  shalt  have  twelve  thousand  fighting  men!        70 
To-day,  to-day,  unhappy  day,  too  late, 
O'erthrows  thy  joys,  friends,  fortune  and  thy  state: 
For  all  the  Welshmen,  bearing  thou  wert  dead. 
Are  gone  to  Bolingbroke,  dispersed  and  fled. 

Aum.  Comfort,  my  liege:  why  looks  your  grace  so  pale? 

K,  Rich,  But  now  the  ulood  of  twenty  thousand  men 
Did  triumph  in  my  face,  and  tlicy  are  fled; 
And,  till  so  much  blood  thither  come  asaiu. 
Have  I  not  reason  to  look  pale  and  dead? 
All  souls  that  will  be  safe  ny  from  my  side,  80 

For  time  hath  set  a  blot  upon  my  pride. 

Aum,  Comfort,  my  liege;  remember  who  you  are. 

K,  RicJi,  I  had  forgot  myself:  am  I  not  king? 
Awake,  thou  coward  majesty !  thou  sleepest. 
Is  not  the  king's  name  twenty  thousand  names? 
Arm,  arm,  my  name!  a  puny  subject  strikes 
At  thy  great  glory.    Look  not  to  the  pound. 
Ye  favourites  of  a  king:  are  we  not  high? 
High  be  our  thoughts:  I  know  my  uncle  York 
Hath  power  enough  to  serve  our  turn.    But  who  comes . 
here?  90 

Enter  Scboop. 

Scroop,  More  health  and  happiness  betide  my  liege 
Than  can  my  care-tuned  tongue  deliver  him ! 

K,  Rich,  iUne  ear  is  open  and  my  heart  prepared: 
The  worst  is  worldly  loss  thou  canst  unfola. 
Say,  is  my  kingdom  lost?  why,  'twas  my  care; 
And  what  loss  is  it  to  be  rid  ox  care? 
Strives  Bolingbroke  to  be  as  great  as  wet  ' 
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Greater  he  shall  not  be;  if  be  serve  God^ 

We'll  serve  hiro  too  and  be  his  fellow  so: 

Revolt  our  subjects?  that  we  cannot  mend;  100 

They  break  their  faith  to  God  as  well  as  us: 

Cry  woe,  destruction,  ruin  and  decay; 

The  worst  is  death,  and  death  will  have  his  day. 

Scroop.  Glad  am  I  that  your  highness  is  so  arm*d 
To  bear  the  tidings  of  calamity. 
Like  an  unseasonable  stormy  day, 
Which  makes  the  silver  rivers  drown  their  shores, 
As  if  the  world  were  all  dissolved  to  tears, 
Bo  high  above  his  limits  swells  the  rage 
Of  Bolingbroke,  covering  vour  fearful  land  110 

With  hard  bright  steel  and  hearts  harder  than  steel. 
White-beards  have  arm'd  their  thin  and  luiirless  scalps 
Against  thy  majesty;  boys,  with  women's  voices, 
Strive  to  speak  big  and  dap  their  female  joints 
In  stiff  unwieldly  arms  against  thy  crown: 
Thy  very  beadsmen  learn  to  bend  their  bows 
Of  double-fated  yew  against  thy  state; 
Yea,  distaff -women  manage  rusty  bills 
Against  thy  seat:  both  young  and  old  rebel. 
And  all  goes  worse  than  I  have  power  to  tell.  120 

K,  Rich.  Too  well,  too  well  thou  tell'st  a  tale  so  ill. 
Where  is  the  Earl  of  Wiltshire?  where  is  Ba^ot?- 
What  has  become  of  Bushy?  where  is  Green? 
That  they  have  let  the  dangerous  enemy 
Measure  our  confines  with  such  peaceful  steps? 
If  we  prevail,  their  heads  shall  pay  for  it: 
I  warrant  they  have  made  peace  with  Bolingbroke. 

Scroop.  Peace  have  they  made  with  him  indeed,  my  lord. 

K.  Bich.  O  villains,  vipers,  dnmn'd  without  redemption! 
Dogs,  easily  won  to  fawn  on  any  man  1  130 

Snakes,  in  my  heart-blood  warm'd,  that  stinff  my  heart! 
•  Three  Judases,  each  one  thrice  worse  than  Judas! 
Would  they  make  peace?  terrible  hell  make  war 
I  Upon  their  spotted  souls  for  this  offence  I 

Scroop.  Sweet  love,  I  see,  changing  his  property. 
Turns  to  the  sourest  and  most  deadly  hate; 
Again  uncurse  their  souls;  their  peAce  is  made 
With  heads,  and  not  with  hands:  those  whom  you  curse 
Have  felt  tlie  worst  of  death's  destroying  wound 
And  lie  full  low,  graved  in  the  hollow  ground.  140 

Aum.  Is  Bnshv,  Green,  and  the  Enrl  of  Wiltshire  dead? 

Scroop.  Ay,  all  of  them  at  Bristol  lost  their  heads. 

Aum.  Where  is  the  duke  my  father  with  his  power? 

JC  JUcJi.  2io  matter  where;  of  comfort  uo  man  speak: 
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Let's  talk  of  graves,  of  worms  and  epitaphs; 

Make  dust  our  paper  tiud  with  rainy  eyes 

Write  sorrow  on  the  bosom  of  the  earth, 

Let's  choose  executors  and  talk  of  wills: 

And  yet  not  so,  for  what  Ciin  we  bequeath 

Save  our  deposed  bodies  to  tlie  ground?  150 

Our  lands,  our  lives  and  all  are  Bolingbroke's, 

And  nothing  can  we  call  our  own  but  death 

And  that  small  model  of  the  barren  earth 

Which  serves  as  paste  and  cover  to  our  bones. 

For  God's  sake,  lot  us  sit  upon  the  ground 

And  tell  sad  stories  of  the  death  of  kings: 

How  some  have  been  deposed;  some  slain  in  war;  i 

Some  haunted  by  the  ghosts  they  have  deposed : 

Some  poison 'd  by  their  wives;  some  sleeping  kill'd; 

All  murder'd:  for  within  the  hollow  crown  160 

That  rounds  the  mortal  temples  of  s^  king 

Keeps  Death  his  court  and  there  the  antic  sits, 

Scoffing  his  state  and  grinning  Et  his  pomp, 

Allowing  him  a  breath,  a  little  scene, 

To  monarchize,  be  fear'd  and  kill  with  looks. 

Infusing  him  with  self  and  vain  conpeit. 

As  if  this  flesh  which  walls  about  our  life 

Were  brass  impregnable,  and  liumour'd  thus 

Comes  at  the  last  and  with  a  little  pin 

Bores  through  his  castle  wall,  and  farewell  kinff)  170 

Cover  your  heads  and  mock  not  flesh  and  blood 

With  solemn  reverence;  tlirow  away  respect. 

Tradition,  form  and  ceremonious  duty, 

For  you  have  but  mistook  me  all  this  while: 

1 1  live  with  bread  like  you,  feel  want,  taste  grie^ 

Keed  friends: — ^subjected  thus, 

How  can  you  say  to  me,  I  am  a  king? 

Car,  My  lord,  wise  men  ne'er  sit  and  wail  their  woes, 
But  presently  prevent  the  ways  to  wail. 
To  fear  the  foe,  since  fear  oppresscth  strength,  180 

Gives  in  your  weakness  strength  unto  your  fee. 
And  so  your  follies  light  against  yourself . 
Fear,  and  be  slain;  no  worse  can  come  to  fight: 
And  fight  and  die  is  death  destroying  death ; 
Where  fearing  dying  pays  death  servile  breath. 

Aum.  My  mher  hath  a  power;  inquire  of  him, 
And  learn  to  make  a  body  of  a  limb. 

K.  Rich,  .Thou  chidest  me  well:  proud  Bollngbroke,  I 
come 
To  change  blows  with  thee  for  our  day  of  doom. 
This  ague  fit  of  fear  is  over  blown;  190 


( 
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An  easy  task  it  is  to  win  our  own. 

Bay,  Scroop,  wlicrc  lies  our  uncle  with  his  power? 

Speak  sweetly,  man,  although  thy  looks  be  sour. 

Scroop.  Men  judge  by  the  complexion  of  the  sky 

The  state  and  inclination  of  the  day: 
So  may  you  bv  my  dull  and  heavy  eye, 

My  tongue  imth  but  a  heavier  tale  to  say, 
I  play  the  torturer,  by  small  and  small 
To  lengthen  out  the  worst  that  must  be  spoken : 
Your  uncle  York  is  Join'd  with  Bolingbroke,  200 

And  all  your  nortuern  castles  yielded  up, 
And  all  your  southern  gentlemen  in  arms 
Upon  his  party. 

K,  Eich.        Thou  bast  said  enough. 
Bcshrew  thee,  cousin,  which  didst  lead  md  forth 

[To  AumerU, 
Of  that  sweet  way  I  was  in  to  despair! 
What  say  you  now?  what  comfort  have  we  now? 
Bv  heaven,  I'll  hate  him  everlastingly 
That  bids  me  be  of  comfort  any  more. 
Qo  to  Flint  castle:  there  Til  pine  away; 
A  king,  woe's  slave,  shall  kingly  woe  obey.  210 

That  power  I  have,  discharge;  and  let  thenfi  go 
To  ear  the  land  that  hath  some  hope  to  grow, 
For  I  have  none:  let  no  man  speak  again 
To  alter  this,  for  counsel  is  but  vain. 

Aum,  My  liege,  one  word. 

K.  Rich.  He  docs  me  doublift  wrong 

That  wounds  me  with  the  flatteries  of  bis  tongue. 
Discharge  my  followers:  let  them  hence  away, 
From  Richard's  night  to  Bolingbroke's  fair  day.  .  [Eteunt, 

ScBNB  TIL     Wak9.    Befori  Flint  castle, 

EnUr^wOh  drum  and colcwn,  Bolikobrokk  York,  North- 
UMBE&LAND,  Attendants,  andforcen, 

BoUng,  So  that  by  this  intelligence  we  learn 
The  Welshmen  are  dispersed,  and  Salisbury 
Is  ^nc  to  meet  the  king,  who  lately  landed 
With  some  few  private  friends  upon  this  coast. 

North,  The  news  is  very  fair  and  pood,  my  lord: 
Richard  not  far  from  hence  hath  hid  his  head. 

York.  It  would  beseem  the  Lord  Northumberland 
To  say  '*  King  Richard:"  alack  the  heavy  day 
When  such  a  sacred  king  should  hide  his  head. 

North,  Your  grace  mistakes;  only  to  be  brief, 
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Left  I  his  title  out. 

York.  Tlie  time  hnth  been,  10 

Would  you  have  been  so  brief  with  him,  he  Trould 
Have  been  so  brief  with  you,  to  shorten  you, 
For  taking  so  tlie  liead,  your  whole  liend's  length. 

Baling.  Mistake  not,  uncle,  further  thau  you  should. 

T(/rk,  Take  not,  good  cousin,  further  than  you  sliould. 
Lest  vou  mistake  the  heavens  are  o  er  our  heads. 

BoUng.  I  know  it,  uncle,  and  oppose  not  myself 
Against  their  will.    But  who  comes  here? 

Enter  Percy. 

Welcome,  Harry:  what,  will  not  this  castle  yield?  20 

Perqf.  The  castle  royally  is  mann'd,  my  lord, 
A^inst  thy  entrance. 

uoi^.  Koyally! 
Why,  it  contains  no  king? 

Percy.  Yes,  my  good  lord, 

It  doth  contain  a  king;  King  Richard  lies 
Within  the  limits  of  yon  lime  and  stone: 
And  with  him  are  the  Lord  Aumerle,  Lord  Salisbury, 
Sir  Stephen  Scroop,  besides  a  clergyman 
Of  holy  reverence;  who,  I  cannot  learn. 

North,  O,  belike  it  is  the  Bishop  of  Carlisle.  80 

BoUng,  Noble  lords, 
Oo  to  the  rude  ribs  of  that  ancient  castle; 
Through  brazen  trumpet  send  the  breath  of  parley 
Into  his  ruin'd  ears,  and  thiis  deliver: 
Henry  Bolingbroke 

On  both  his  knees  doth  kiss  Kin^  Richard's  band 
And  sends  allegiance  and  true  faith  of  heart 
To  his  most  royal  person,  hither  come 
Even  at  his  feet  to  lay  my  arms  and  power, 
Provided  that  my  banishment  repeal  d  40 

And  lands  restored  again  be  freely  granted : 
If  not,  ril  use  the  advantage  of  my  power 
And  lay  the  summer's  dust  with  showers  of  blood 
Rain'd  from  the  wounds  of  slaughtered  Englishmen : 
The  which,  how  far  off  from  the  mind  of  Bolingbroke 
It  is,  such  crimson  tempest  should  bedrench 
The  fresh  green  lap  of  fair  King  Richard's  land, 
My  stooping  duty  tenderly  shall  show. 
Qo,  signify  as  much,  while  here  we  marcli 
Upon  the  grassy  carpet  of  this  plain.  60 

Let's  march  without  the  noise  of  threatening  drum, 
That  from  this  castle's  tatter'd  battlements 
Our  fair  appointments  may  be  well  perused. 
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Metliinks  King  Richard  and  myself  should  meet 

With  no  less  terror  than  the  elements 

OC  fire  and  water,  when  their  thundering  shock 

At  meeting  tears  the  cloudy  cheeks  of  heaven. 

Be  he  the  Ire,  I'll  be  the  yielding  water: 

The  rage  be  his,  whilst  on  the  earth  I  rain 

My  waters;  on  the  earth,  and  not  on  him.  60 

March  on,  and  mark  King  Richard  how  he  looks. 

ParUwUhotU,  andantwermthin.  Then  a  flourish.  Enter 
on  the  wcUls,  Kino  Richard,  the  Bishop  of  GablisijB, 
AcMKRLE,  Scroop,  and  Salisbury. 

See,  see.  King  Richard  doth  himself  appear, 
As  doth  the  blushing  discontented  sun 
From  out  the  fiery  portal  of  the  east, 
When  he  perceives  the  envious  clouds  are  bent 
To  dim  his  glory  and  to  stain  the  track 
Of  his  brieht  passage  to  the  Occident. 

York,  Yet  looks  he  like  a  king:  behold,  his  eye, 
As  bright  as  is  the  eagle's,  lightens  forth 
Ck>ntrolling  majesty:  alack,  alack,  for  woe,  70 

That  any  harm  should  stain  so  fair  a  showl 

K,  Rich,  We  are  amazed ;  and  thus  long  have  we  stood 
To  watch  the  fearful  bendiug  of  thy  knee,  [To  North, 

Because  we  thought  oursclf  thy  lawful  king: 
And  if  we  be,  how  dare  thy  joints  forget 
To  pay  their  awful  duty  to  our  presence? 
If  we  be  not,  show  us  the  hand  of  Qod 
That  hath  dismissed  us  from  our  stewardship; 
For  well  we  know,  no  hand  of  blood  and  bone 
Can  gripe  the  sacred  handle  of  our  sceptre,  60 

Unless  he  do  profane,  steal,  or  usurp. 
And  though  you  think  that  all,  as  you  have  done, 
Have  torn  their  souls  by  turning  them  from  us, 
And  we  are  barren  and  bereft  of  friends; 
Yet  know,  m^  master,  God  omnipotent, 
Is  mustering  m  his  clouds  on  our  behalf 
Armies  of  pestilence;  and  thev  shall  strike 
Your  children  yet  unborn  and  unbegot, 
That  lift  your  vassal  hands  against  my  head 
And  threat  the  glory  of  my  precious  crown.  93 

Tell  Bolingbroke — lor  yond  methinks  he  stands — 
That  every  stride  he  makes  upon  my  land 
Is  dangerous  treason :  he  is  come  to  open 
The  purple  testament  of  bleeding  w^ar ; 
But  ere  the  crown  he  looks  for  live  iu  peace, 
Ton  thousand  bloody  crowns  of  mothers'  sous 
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Shall  ill  become  tbc  flower  of  £oglaDd*3  face, 

Change  the  complexipn  of  her  ma^d-p^lp  pe^ice 

To  scarlet  indigoatiou  and  bedew 

Her  pastures'  crass  with  faithful  English  blood.  100 

I  North.  The  King  of  heaven  forbid  our  lord  the  king 
Should  so  with  civil  and  uncivil  arms 
Be  rush'd  upon  I    Th}'  thrice  noble  cousija 
Harry  Boliugbroke  doth  humbly  kiss  thy  hax^d; 
And  by  the  honourable  tomb  he  swears. 
That  stands  upon  your  royal  grandsire's  bones. 
And  by  the  royalties  of  both  your  bloods. 
Currents  that  sprinff  from  one  most  gracious  head, 
And  by  the  buried  hand  of  warlike  uaunt, 
And  by  the  worth  and  honour  of  himself,  110 

Comprising  all  that  may  be  sworn  or  said, 
His  coming  hither  hath  no  further  scope 
Than  for  his  lineal  royalties  and  to  beg 
Enfranchisement  immediate  on  his  kpces: 
Which  on  thy  royal  party  granted  once, 
His  glittering  arms  he  will  commend  to  rust. 
His  barbed  steeds  to  stables,  and  his  heart 
To  faithful  service  of  ^'our  majesty. 
This  swears  he,  as  he  is  a  prince,  is  iust; 
And,  as  I  am  a  gentleman,  I  credit  him.  120 

K.  Bich,  Northumberland,  say  thus  the  king  returns; 
His  noble  cousin  is  right  welcome  hither;     . 
And  all  the  number  of  his  fair  demands 
Shall  be  accomplished  without  contradiction; 
With  all  the  gracious  utterance  tliou  hast 
Speak  to  his  gentle  hearing  kind  commends. 
We  do  debase  ourselves,  cousin,  do  we  not,     [To  Aumerle, 
To  look  so  poorly  and  to  speak  so  fair? 
Shall  we  call  back  Northumberland,  and  send 
Defiance  to  the  traitor,  and  so  die?  180 

Axtm.  No,  good  my  lord;  let's  fight  with  gentle  words 
Till  time  lend  friends  and  friends  their  helpful  swords. 

K.  Rich.  O  God,  O  God!  that  e'er  this  tongue  of  mine, 
That  laid  the  sentence  of  dread  banishment 
On  yon  proud  man,  should  take  it  off  again 
With  words  of  sooth  1    O  that  I  were  as  gi*eat 
As  is  my  grief,  or  lesser  than  my  name! 
Or  that  1  could  forget  what  I  have  been, 
Or  not  remember  what  I  must  be  now  I 
Swell'st  thou,  proud  heart?    I'll  give  thee  scope  to  beat. 
Since  foes  have  scope  to  beat  both  thee  and  me.  141 

Aum.  North umt>erland  comes  back  from  Bolingbroke. 

K.  Rich,  What  must  the  king  do  now  ?  mu3t  be  submit? 
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The  king  shall  do  it:  must  he  be  deposed? 

The  kiDg  shall  be  contented :  must  he  lose 

The  name  of  kins:?  o'  God's  name  let  it  go: 

I'll  give  my  jewels  for  a  set  of  beads, 

My  gorgeous  palace  for  a  liermitage, 

>ly  gay  apparel  for  an  almsman's  gown, 

l^ly  figured  go.blets  for  a  dish  of  wood,  150 

My  sceptre  for  a  palmer's  walking-staft, 

My  subjects  for  a  pair  of  carved  saints 

And  my  large  kingdom  for  a  little  grave, 

A  little  little  grave,  an  obscure  grave; 

Or  I'll  be  buried  in  the  king's  highway, 

Some  way  of  common  trade,  where  subjects'  feet 

May  hourly  trample  on  their  sovereign's  head; 

For  on  my  heart  they  tread  now  whilst  I  live; 

And  buried  once,  why  not  upon  my  head? 

Au merle,  thou  weep'st,  my  tender-hearted  cousin!         160 

We'll  make  foul  weather  with  despised  tears; 

Our  sighs  and  thcv  shall  lodge  the  summer  corn, 

And  make  a  dearth  in  this  revolting  laud. 

Or  shall  we  play  the  wantons  with  our  woes, 

And  make  some  pretty  match  with  shedding  tears? 

As  thus,  to  drop  them  still  upon  one  place, 

Till  they  have  fretted  us  a  pair  of  graves 

Within  the  earth;  and,  therein  lalp, — there  lies 

Two  kinsmen  digg'd  their  graves  with  weeping  eyes. 

Would  not  this  ill  do  well?    Well,  well,  I  see      '  170 

I  talk  but  idly,  and  you  laugh  at  me.    - 

Most  mighty  prince,  my  lord  Northumberland, 

What  says  King  Bolingbroke?  will  his  majesty 

Give  Richard  leave  to  live  till  Richard  die? 

You  make  a  leg,  and  Bolingbroke  says  ay. 

North.  My  lord,  in  the  base  court  he  doth  attend 
To  speak  with  you ;  may  it  please  you  to  come  down. 

K.  Rich.  Down,  down  I  come;  like  glistering  Phacthon, 
Wanting  the  manage  of  unruly  jades. 
In  the  base  court?    Base  court,  where  kings  grow  base,  180 
To  come  at  traitors'  calls  and  do  them  grace. 
In  the  base  court?  Come  down?  Down,  court!  down,  king! 
For  night  owls  shriek  where'  mounting  larks  should  sin^. 

[Eiteuntfrom  above. 

Bdliiw.  What  says  his  majesty? 

North.  Sorrow  and  grief  of  lieart 

Makes  him  speak  fondly,  like  a  frantic  man: 
Tet  he  is  come. 

Enter  Kiku  RicnAiiD  aiid  fus  aUcfidanis  behw. 
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Boting.  Stand  all  apart. 
And  show  fair  duty  to  his  majesty.  [He  kneels  dawn, 

Mygracious  lord. — 

K.Bich.  Fair  cousin,  you  debase  your  princely  knee  190 
To  make  the  base  earth  proud  with  kissing  it: 
Me  ratlier  had  my  heart  might  feel  your  love 
Than  my  unpleased  eye  see  vour  courtesy.    . 
Up,  cousin,  up;  your  heart  is  up,  I  know, 
Tlius  high  at  feast,  although  your  knee  be  low. 

BoUng.  My  gracious  lord,  1  come  but  for  mine  own. 

K.  Rich,  Your  own  is  yours,  and  I  am  yours,  and  all. 

Baling.  So  far  be  mine,  my  most  redoubted  lord. 
As  my  true  service  shall  deserve  your  love. 

K.  inch.  Well  you  deserve:  they  well  deserve  to  have,  200 
That  know  the  strong'st  and  surest  way  to  get. 
Uncle,  give  me  your  hands:  nay,  dry  your  eyes; 
Tears  show  their  love,  but  want  their  remedies. 
Cousin,  I  am  too  young  to  be  your  father, 
Though  you  are  old  enough  to  be  my  heir. 
What  you  will  have,  1*11  give,  and  willing  too; 
For  do  we  must  what  force  will  have  us  do. 
Set  on  towards  London,  cousin,  is  it  so? 

Baling,  Yea,  my  good  lord. 

K.  Bich,  Then  I  must  not  say  no. 

[Flourish.    Exeunt. 

Scene  IV.    Langley,     Tlie  Duke  op  York's  garden. 
Enter  the  Queek  and  ttco  Ladies. 

Queen.  What  sport  shall  we  devise  here  in  this  garden, 
To  drive  away  the  heavy  thought  of  care? 

Lady.  Madam,  we'll  play  at  bowls. 

Queen.  *Twjll  make  me  think  the  world  is  full  of  rubs, 
And  that  my  fortune  runs  against  the  bias. 

Lady,  Madam,  we'll  dance. 

Queen,  My  legs  can  keep  no  measure  in  delight, 
When  my  poor  heart  no  measure  keeps  in  grief: 
Therefore,  no  dancing,  girl ;  some  other  sport. 

Ijody.  Madam,  we'll  tell  tales.  10 

Queen.  Of  sorrow  or  of  joy? 

Lady.  Of  either,  madam. 

Qiieen.  Of  neither,  girl: 
For  if  of  joy,  being  altogether  wanting, 
It  doth  remember  me  the  more  of  sorrow; 
Or  if  of  grief,  being  altogether  had, 
It  adds  more  sorrow  to  my  want  of  joy: 
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For  what  I  have  I  need  not  to  repeat; 
And  what  I  want  it  boots  not  to  complain. 

Lady.  Madam,  FU  sing. 

Queen,  'Tis  well  that  thou  hast  cause; 

But  thou  shouldst  please  mc  better,  wouldst  thou  weep.  20 

Lady,  I  could  weep,  madam,  would  it  do  tou  good. 

Qtieen.  And  I  could  sing,  would  weeping  do  me  good, 
And  never  borrow  any  tear  of  thee. 

Enter  a  Gardener,  and  two  Servants. 

But  stay,  here  come  the  gardeners: 
Let*s  step  into  the  shadow  of  these  trees. 
My  wretchedness  unto  a  row  of  pins, 
They'll  talk  of  state;  for  every  one  doth  so 
Agamst  a  change;  woe  is  forerun  with  woe. 

[Queen  and  Ladies  retire, 

Gard,  Oo,  bind  thou  up  yon  dangling  apricocks. 
Which,  like  unruly  children,  make  theu*  sire  80 

Stoop  with  oppression  of  their  prodigal  weight; 
Give  some  supportance  to  the  bonding  twigs. 
Go  thou,  and  like  an  executioner, 
Out  off  the  heads  of  too  fast  growing  sprays. 
That  look  too  lofty  in  our  commonwealth; 
All  must  be  even  m  our  fovernmenL 
You  thus  employed,  I  will  go  root  away 
The  noisome  weeds,  whicli  without  profit  suck  * 
The  soil's  fertility  from  wholesome  flowers. 

8erv,  Why  should  we  in  the  compass  of  a  pale  40 

Keep  law  and  form  and  due  jproportion. 
Showing,  as  in  a  model,  our  nrm  estate, 
When  our  sea- walled  garden,  the  whole  land. 
Is  full  of  weeds,  her  fairest  flowers  choked  up, 
Her  fruit-trees  all  un pruned,  her  hedges  ruin  d. 
Her  knots  disorder'd  and  her  wholesome  herbs 
Swarming  with  caterpillars? 

Oard.  Hold  thy  peace : 

He  that  hath  suffered  this  disorder'd  sprine 
Hath  now  himself  met  with  Uie  fall  of  leal: 
The  weeds  which  his  broad-spreading  leaves  did  shelter,  50 
That  seem'd  in  eating  him  to  hold  him  up. 
Are'  pluck'd  up  root  and  all  by  Bolinbgroke, 
I  mean  the  Earl  of  Wiltshire,  Bushy,  Green. 

Serv,  What,  are  they  dead? 

Oard.  They  are;  and  Bolingbroke 

Hath  seized  the  wasteful  king.    O,  what  pity  is  it 
That  he  had  not  so  trimm'd  and  dress'd  his  land 
As  we  this  garden!    We  at  time  of  year 


112  KINO  UlCHAUD  II.  [act  in. 

Do  wound  the  bark,  the  skin  of  our  fruit-trees, 

Lest,  being  over-proud  in  sap  and  blood, 

With  too  much  riches  it  confound  itself;  60 

Had  he  done  so  to  great  and  growing  men, 

The^  might  have  hvcd  to  bear  and  he  to  taste 

Their  fruits  of  duty:  superfluous  branches 

"We  lop  away,  that  bearing  boughs  may  live: 

Had  he  done  so,  liimself  had  borne  the  crown, 

Which  waste  of  idle  hours  hath  quite  thrown  down. 

Sere,  What,  think  you  then  the  kine  shall  be  deposed? 

Oard,  Depressed  he  is  already,  and  deposed 
Tis  doubt  he  will  be:  letters  came  last  night 
To  a  dear  friend  of  the  good  duke  of  York's,  70 

That  tell  black  tidings. 

Queen.  O,  I  am  press'd  to  death  through  want  of  speak- 
ing 1  [  Coming  forward. 
Thou,  old  Adam's  likeness,  set  to  dress  this  garden. 
How  dares  thy  harsh  rude  tongue  sound  this  unpleasiug 

news? 
What  Eve,  what  serpent,  hath  suggested  thee 
To  make  a  second  fall  of  cursed  muu? 
Why  dost  thou  say  King  Richard  is  deposed? 
Barest  thou,  thou  little  better  thing  than  earth. 
Divine  his  downfal?    Say,  where,  when,  tCnd  how, 
Camest  thou  by  this  ill-tidings?  speuk,  thou  wretch.        80 

Oard.  Pardon  me,  madam :  little  joy  have  I         *  • 
To  breathe  this  news;  yet  what  1  say  is  true. 
King  Kichard,  he  is  in  the  mighty  hold 
Of  Bolingbroke:  their  fortunes  both  are  weighed: 
In  your  lord's  scale  is  nothing  but  himself. 
And  some  few  vanities  that  make  him  light; 
But  in  the  balance  of  ffi-eat  Bolingbroke, 
Besides  himself,  are  au  the  English  peers, 
And  with  that  odds  he  weighs  King  Kichard  down. 
Post  you  to  London,  and  you  wall  find  it  so;  90 

I  speak  no  more  than  every  one  doth  know. 

Queen,  Nimble  mischance,  that  art  so  light  of  foot. 
Doth  not  thy  embassage  belong  to  me. 
And  am  I  last  that  knows  it?    O,  thou  think'st 
To  serve ^ne  last,  that  I  may  longest  keep 
Thy  sorrow  in  my  breast.     Come,  ladies^  go, 
To  meet  at  London  London's  king  in  woe. 
What,  was  I  born  to  this,  that  my  sad  look 
Should  grace  the  triumph  of  great  Bolingbroke? 
Gardener,  for  telling  me  these  news  of  woe,  100 

Pray  God  the  plants  thou  graft'st  may  never  grow. 

[Exeunt  Queen  and  Ladin, 
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Card,  Poor  queen!  so  that  thy  state  might  be  no  worse, 
I  would  my  skiJl  were  suJiject  to  thy  curse. 
Here  did  she  fall  a  tear;  here  in  this  place 
I'll  set  a  bani£  of  rue,  sour  herb  of  grace: 
Rue,  even  for  ruth,  here  shortly  shall  be  seen, 
In  the  remembrance  of  a  weeping  queen.  [Exeunt, 

ACT  IV. 

Scene  I.  WedmintUr  SatL 

Enter,  ai  to  the  ParUament,  Bolingbbokb,  Auheble, 
Northumberland,  Percy,  FitzWater,  Sxtrret,  the 
Bishop  of  Carlisle,  Vie  Abbot  op  Westminster,  and 
anotlter  Lord,  Herald,  Officers,  and  Baoot. 

BaUng,  Call  forth  Bagot. 
Now,  Bagot,  freely  speak  tliy  mind; 
What  thou  dost  know  of  noble  Gloucester's  death, 
Who  wrought  it  with  the  king,  and  who  performed 
The  blood V  office  of  his  timeless  end. 

Bagct.  Then  set  before  my  face  the  Lord  Aumcrle. 

BoUng.  Cousin,  stand  forth,  and  look  upon  that  man. 

Bagat,  My  Lord  Aumerle,  I  know  your  daring  tongue 
Scorns  to  unsay  what  once  it  bath  delivered. 
In  tbafdead  time  when  Gloucester's  death  was  plotted,  10 
I  heard  you  say,  *'  Is  not  my  arm  of  length, 
That  reacheth  from  the  restful  English  court 
As  far  as  Calais,  to  mine  uncle's  head?" 
Amonsst  much  other  talk,  that  very  time, 
I  heard  you  sfty  that  you  had  rather  refuse 
The  offer  of  an  hundred  thousand  crowns 
Than  Bolingbroke's  return  to  England ; 
Adding  withal,  how  blest  this  land  would  be 
In  this  your  cousin's  tieath. 

Aum,  PrinCes  and  noble  lords, 

What  answer  shall  I  make  to  this  base  man?  20 

Shall  I  so  much  dishonour  my  fair  stars, 
On  equal  terms  to  give  him  chastisement? 
Either  I  must,  or  have  mine  honour  soiFd 
With  the  attainder  of  his  slanderous  lips. 
There  is  my  gnge,  the  manual  seal  of  death, 
That  marks  thee  out  for  hell :  I  say,  thou  Hest, 
And  will  mdntain  what  thou  hast  said  is  false 
In  thy  heart-blood,  though  being  all  too  base 
To  stain  the  temper  of  my  knightly  sword. 

BMig.  BagQl,  forbear;  thou  shalt  not  take  it  up.        80 
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Aum,  Excepting  one,  I  would  he  were  the  best  in  all  this 
pn»9ence  tbat  hath  moved  me  so. 

Fitz.  If  that  thy  valour  stand  on  sympathy, 
There  is  my  gage,  Aumerlc,  in  gnge  to  thine: 
By  that  fair  sun  which  shows  ine  where  thou  stand*st, 
I  heard  thee  say,  and  vauntingly  thou  spakest  it, 
That  tliou  wert  cause  of  noble  Gloucester's  death. 
If  thou  deny'st  it  twenty  times,  thou  liest; 
And  I  will  turn  thy  falsehood  to  thy  heart, 
AVhere  it  was  forged,  with  my  rapier's  point.  40 

Aum.  Thou  darest  not,  coward,  live  to  see  that  day. 

Fitz.  Now,  by  my  soul,  I  would  it  were  this  hour. 

Aum.  Fitzwater,  thou  art  damn'd  to  hell  for  this. 

Percy.  Aumerle,  thou  liest;  his  honor  is  as  true 
In  this  appeal  as  thou  art  all  unjust; 
And  that  thou  art  so,  there  I  throw  my  gage, 
To  prove  it  on  thee  to  the  extremest  point 
Of  mortal  breathing:  seize  it,  if  thou  darest. 

Aum.  An  if  I  do  not,  may  my  hands  rot  off 
And  never  brandiaii  more  revengeful  steel  CO 

Over  the  glittering  helmet  of  my  foel 

Another  Lord.  I  task  the  earth  to  the  like,  forsworn 
Aumerle; 
And  spur  thee  on  with  full  as  many  lies 
As  may  be  halloa'd  in  th^  treacherous  ear 
From  sun  to  sun :  there  is  my  honour's  pawn ; 
Engage  it  to  the  trial,  if  thou  darest. 

Aum.  Who  sets  me  else?  by  heaven,  I'll  throw  at  all: 
I  have  a  thousand  spirits  in  one  breast, 
To  answer  twenty  thousand  such  as  you. 

Surrey.  My  Lord  Fitzwater,  I  do  remember  well         60 
The  verv  time  Aumerle  and  you  did  talk. 

Fitz.  Tis  very  true:  you  were  in  presence  then; 
And  you  can  witness  with  me  this  is  true. 

Surrey.  As  false,  by  heaven,  as  heaven  itself  is  true. 

Fhtz.  Surrey,  thou  liesk 

Surrey.  Dishonourable  boyl 

That  lie  shall  lie  so  heavy  on  my  sword, 
Tliat  it  shall  render  vengeance  and  revenge 
Till  thou  the  lie-giver  and  the  lie  do  lie 
In  ear(h  as  quiet  as  thy  father's  skull : 
In  proof  whereof,  there  is  my  honour's  pawn;  70 

Engage  it  to  the  trial,  if  thou  darest. 

Fits.  How  fondly  dost  thou  spur  a  forward  horse! 
If  I  dare  eat,  or  drink,  or  breathe,  or  live, 
I  dare  meet  Surrey  in  a  wilderness, 
And  spit  upon  him,  whilst  I  say  he  lies, 
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And  lies,  and  lies :  there  is  my  bond  of  faith, 

To  tie  tliee  to  my  strong  correction. 

As  I  intend  to  thrive  in  this  new  world, 

Aumerlc  is  guilty  of  my  true  appeal: 

Besides,  I  heard  the  banish'd  Norfolk  say  80 

That  thou,  Aumerle,  didst  send  two  of  thy  men 

To  execute  the  noble  duke  at  Calais. 

Aum.  Some  honest  Christian  trust  me  with  a  gage, 
That  Norfolk  lies:  here  do  I  throw  down  this. 
If  he  may  be  repcaFd,  to  try  his  honour. 

Baling.  These  dififerences  shall  all  rest  under  gage 
Till  Norfolk  be  repealed :  repeal'd  he  shall  be. 
And,  though  mine  enemy,  restored  again 
To  all  his  lands  and  siniories*  when  he's  return'd. 
Against  Aumerle  we  will  enforce  his  trial.  90 

Gar.  That  honourable  dav  shall  ne'er  be  seen. 
Many  a  time  hath  banish'd  Norfolk  fought 
For  Jesu  Christ  in  glorious  Christian  field, 
Streaming  the  ensign  of  the  Christian  cross 
AgHinst  black  pagans,  Turks,  and  Saracens; 
And  toird  with  works  of  war,  retired  himself 
To  Italy;  and  there  at  Venice  gave 
His  body  to  that  pleasant  country's  earth, 
And  his  pure  soul  unto  his  captain  Christ, 
Under  whose  colors  he  had  fought  so  long.  100 

Boling.  Why,  bishop,  is  Norfolk  dead? 

Car.  As  surely  as  I  live,  my  lord. 

BoUnq.  Sweet  peace  conduct  his  sweet  soul  to  the  bosom 
Of  good  old  Abraham  I    Lords  appellants. 
Your  differences  shall  all  rest  under  gage 
Till  we  assign  you  to  your  days  of  trial. 

Enter  YoviK,  attended. 

York.  Great  Duke  of  Lancaster,  I  come  to  thee 
From  plumc-pluck'd  Richard ;  who  with  willing  soul 
Adopts  thee  heir,  and  his  high  sceptre  yields 
To  the  possession  of  thy  royal  hand :  110 

Ascend  his  throne,  descending  now  from  him; 
And  long  live  Henry,  fourth  of  that  name  I 

Boling.  In  God's  name,  I'll  ascend  the  regal  throne. 

Car.  Marry,  God  forbid! 
Worst  in  this  royal  presence  may  I  speak. 
Yet  best  beseeming  me  to  si)eak  the  truth. 
Would  God  that  any  in  this  noble  presence 
Were  enough  noble  to  be  upright  judge 
Of  noble  Richard!  then  true  noblesse  would 
Learn  him  forbearance  from  so  foul  a  wrong.  120 
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What  subject  can  give  senteDoe  on  his  kipg? 

And  who  sits  here  that  is  not  Richard's  subject? 

Thieves  are  not  judged  but  they  are  by  to  hear. 

Although  apparent  guilt  be  seen  in  them ; 

And  sliall  the  figure  of  God's  majesty, 

His  captain,  steward,  deputy -elect, 

Anointed,  crowned,  planted  many  years, 

Be  judged  by  subject  and  inferior  breatji. 

And  he  himself  not  present?    O,  forefpnd  }t,  Go^, 

That  in  a  Christian  climate  souls  refined  ISv^  \ 

8hould  show  so  heinous,  black,  obscene  a  deedl  i' 

I  speak  to  subjects,  and  a  subject  speaks, 

Stirr'd  up  by  God,  thus  lioldly  for  his  king. 

My  Lord  of"  Here  ford  here,  whom  you  call  king, 

Is  a  foul  traitor  to  proud  Hei'eford  s  king: 

And  if  you  crown  him,  let  me  prophesy; 

The  blood  of  English  shall  manure  the  ground. 

And  future  ages  groan  for  this  foul  act; 

Peace  shall  go  sleep  with  Turks  and  infidels. 

And  in  this  seat  of  pesice  tumultuous  wars  140 

Shall  kin  with  kin  and  kind  with  kind  cpnJfQUjid; 

Disorder,  hoiTor,' fear  and  mutiny 

Shall  here  inhabit,  and  this'land  be  call'd 

The  field  of  Gol^tlia  and  dcnd  men's  skulls. 

O,  if  you  raise  this  house  against  ifiis  hou^ 

It  will  the  wofullest  division  prove 

That  ever  fell  upon  this  cursed  earth. 

Prevent  ft,  resist  it,  let  it  not  be  sp, 

Lest  child,  child's  children,  cry  against  you  "  woel'* 

North.  "Well  have  you  argued,  sir;  .and,  for  your  pains, 
Of  capital  treason  we  ai'rest  you  here.  151 

My  Lord  of  Westminster,  be  it  your  charge 
To  keep  him  safely  till  his  day  of  trial. 
May  it  please  you.  lords,  to  grant  the  commons*  suit 

Holing,  Fetch  hither  Richard,  that  in  commoiL  vi^w 
He  may  surrender;  so  we  shall  proceed 
Withofit  suspicion. 

York,  I  will  be  his  conduct.  [JESxit, 

BoUng.  Lords,  you  that  here  arc  under  our  arrest, 
Procure  your  sureties  for  your  days  of  answer. 
Little  arc  we  Ixiholding  to  your  love,  160 

And  little  looked  for  at  your  helping  hands. 

R&^nter  York,  uUh  RrcitARD,   and  OfXcen' hearing  the 

regalia, 

'    K.  Rich.  Alack,  why  am  I  sent  for  to  a  king. 
Before  1  have  shook  on  the  regal  thoughts 
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Wherewith  I  rclgo'd?    I  hardly  yet  have  le^ra'd 

To  insinuate,  flatter,  bow,  and  bend  my  limbs - 

Give  sorrow  leave  awhile  to  tutor  me 

To  this  submission.    Yet  I  well  remember 

The  favors  of  these  men :  were  they  not  mine? 

Did  they  not  sometimes  cry,  "  all  hail!**  to  me? 

So  Judas  did  to  Christ:  but  he,  in  twelve,  170 

Found  truth  in  all  but  one;  I,  in  twelve  thousand,  none. 

God  save  the  kiug!    Will  no  man  say  amen? 

Am  I  both  priest  and  clerk?  well  then,  amen. 

God  save  thekine!  althou^  I  be  not  he; 

And  yet,  amen,  if  ^leaven  do  think  him  me. 

To  do  what  service  am  1  sent  for  hither? 

York.  To  do  that  office  of  thine  own  good  will 
Which  tired  majesty  did  make  thee  offer. 
The  resignation  of  thy  state  and  crown 
To  Henry  Boliugbroke.  180 

K.  Ricfi,  Give  me  the  crown.    Here,  cousin,  seize  the 
crown; 
Here  cousin; 

On  this  side  my  hand,  and  on  that  side  yours. 
Now  is  this  golden  crown  like  a  deep  well 
That  owes  two  buckets,  tilling  one  another, 
The  emptier  ever  dancing  in  the  air. 
The  other  down,  unseen  and  full  of  water: 
That  bucket  down  and  full  of  tears  am  I, 
Drinking  my  griefs,  whilst  you  mount  up  on  hi^h. 

Baling.  I  thought  you  haa  been  w^illing  to  resign.       100 

K.  FUch.  My  crown  I  am;  but  still  my  griefs  are  mine: 
You  may  my  j^lories  and  my  state  depose, 
But  not  my  griefs;  still  am  I  king  of  those. 

BoUnff.  rart  of  your  cares  you  give  me  with  j'our  crown. 

K,  Rich.  Your  cares  set  up  do  not  pluck  my  cares  down. 
My  care  is  loss  of  care,  by  old  care  done ; 
Your  care  is  ^ain  of  care,' by  new  care  won: 
The  cares  I  give  I  have,  though  given  away; 
They  tend  the  crown,  yet  still  with  me  tiiey  stay. 

EtoUug.  Are  you  contented  to  resign  the  crown?         200 

K.  tSeh.  Ay,  no;  no,  ay;  for  I  must  nothing  be; 
ISierefbre  no  no,  for  1  resign  to  thee. 
Now  mark  me,  how  I  will  undo  myself: 
I  give  this  heavv  weight  from  off  my  head 
And  this  unwieldy  sceptre  from  my  hand. 
The  pride  of  kingly  sway  from  out  my  heart; 
With  mine  own  tears  I  wash  away  my  balm, 
Witli  mine  own  hands  I  give  away  my  crown. 
With  mine  own  tongue  deny  my  sacred  state. 
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With  mine  own  breath  release  all  duty's  rites:  210 

All  pomp  and  majesty  I  do  forswear; 

My  manors,  rents,  revenues  I  forego ; 

My  acts,  decrees,  and  statutes  I  deny: 

God  pardon  all  oaths  that  are  broke  to  me! 

God  keep  all  vows  unbroke  that  swear  to  thee  I 

Make  me,  that  nothing  have,  with  nothing  ^'ieved, 

And  thou  with  all  pleased,  that  hast  all  aclueved! 

Long  may  est  thou  live  in  Richard's  seat  to  sit, 

And  soon  lie  Richard  in  an  earthy  pit! 

God  save  King  Harry,  nnking*d  Richard  says,  320 

And  send  him  many  years  of  sunshine  daysl 

AVhat  more  remains? 

North,  No  more,  but  that  you  read 

These  accusations  and  these  grievous  crimes 
Committed  by  your  person  and  your  followers  • 
Against  the  state  and  profit  of  this  land; 
That,  by  confessing  them,  the  souls  of  men 
Miw  deem  that  you  are  worthily  deposed. 

K,  Rich.  Must  I  do  so?  and  must  I  ravel  out 
My  weaved-up  folly?  Gentle  Northumberland, 
If  thy  offences  were  upon  record,  230 

Would  it  not  shame  thee  in  so  fair  a  troop 
To  read  a  lecture  of  them?    If  thou  wouldst, 
There  shouldst  thou  find  one  heinous  article. 
Containing  the  deposing  of  a  king 
And  cracking  the  strong  warrant  of  an  oath, 
Mark'd  with  a  blot,  damn'd  in  the  book  of  heaven: 
Nay,  all  of  you  that  stand  and  look  upon. 
Whilst  that  my  wretchedness  doth  bait  myself. 
Though  some  of  you  with  Pilate  wash  your  hands 
Showing  an  outward  pity;  yet  you  Pilatcs  240 

Have  here  deliver'd  me  to  my  sour  cross, 
And  water  cannot  wash  away  your  sin. 

North,  My  lord,  dispatch ;  read  o*er  these  articles. 

K.  Hich.  Mine  eyes  are  full  of  tears,  I  cannot  see: 
And  yet  salt  water  blinds  them  not  so  much 
But  they  can  see  a  sort  of  traitors  here. 
Nay,  if  I  turn  mine  eyes  upon  ifayaelf , 
I  find  myself  a  traitor  with  the  rest; 
For  I  have  given  here  my  souVs  consent 
To  undeck  the  pompous  body  of  a  king;  260 

Made  glory  base  ana  sovereignty  a  slave. 
Proud  majesty  a  subject,  state  a  peasant. 

North.  My  lord, — 

K.  Rich.  J^o  lord  of  thine,  thou  haught  insalting  man. 
Nor  no  man's  lord ;  1  have  no  name,  no  title, 
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No.  not  that  name  was  eiven  me  at  the  font, 

But  'tis  usurped:  alack  the  heavy  day. 

Thai  I  hare  worn  so  many  winters  out. 

And  know  not  now  wliat  name  to  call  myself  1 

O  that  I  were  a  mockery  king  of  snow,  200 

Standing  before  the  sun  of  Bolingbroke, 

To  melt  myself  away  in  water-drops! 

Good  king,  great  king,  and  yet  not  greatly  good, 

An  if  my  word  be  sterling  jret  in  England, 

Let  it  command  a  mirror  hither  straight, 

That  it  may  show  me  what  a  face  I  have, 

Since  it  is  banknipt  of  his  malesty. 
Baling.  Qo  some  of  you  and  fetch  a  looking-glass. 

[EaeU  an  attendant,' 
North.  Read  o'er  this  paper  while  the  glass  doth  come. 
K.  Rich,  Fiend,  thou  torment'st  me  ere  I  come  to  hell  I 
BoUng.  Urge  it  no  more,  my  Lord  Northumberland.  271 
North.  The  commons  will  not  then  be  satisfied. 
JT.  lUeh.  They  shall  l)e  satisfied:  I'll  read  enough, 

When  I  do  see  the  very  book  indeed 

Where  all  my  sins  are  writ,  and  that's  myself. 

Be^nter  Attendant,  vnih  a  glau. 

Give  me  the  glass,  and  therein  will  I  read. 

No  deeper  wrinkles  yet?  hath  sorrow  struck 

So  many  blows  upon  this  face  of  mine, 

And  made  no  deeper  wounds?    O  flattering  glass. 

Like  to  my  followers  in  prosperity,  280 

Thou  dost  beguile  met    \Vas  this  face  the  face 

That  every  day  under  his  household  roof 

Did  keep  ten  thousand  men?  was  this  the  face 

That,  like  the  sun,  did  make  beholders  wink? 

Was  this  the  face  that  faced  so  many  follies. 

And  was  at  last  out-faced  by  Bolingbroke? 

A  brittle  glory  shineth  in  this  face: 

As  brittle  as  the  glory  is  the  face ; 

{Babies  the  glass  against  the  ground. 
For  there  it  is.  crack'd  m  a  hundred  shivers 
Mark,  silent  king,  the  moral  of  this  sport,  290 

How  soon  my  sorrow  hath  destroyed  my  face. 

Baling.  The  shadow  of  your  sorrow  hath  destroyed 
The  shadow  of  your  face. 

K.  Bieh.  Say  that  again. 

The  shadow  of  my  sorrow!  ha!  let's  see: 
Tift  very  true,  my  grief  lies  all  within; 
And  these  external  manners  of  laments 
Are  merely  shadows  to  the  unseen  grief 
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That  swells  with  silence  in  the  tortured  soul : 

There  lies  the  substance:  and  I  thank  thee,  King, 

For  thy  great  hount}^  that  not  only  givest  800 

Mc  cause  to  wail  but  teaches  me  the  way 

How  to  lament  the  cause.     I'll  beg  one  boon. 

And  then  be  gone  and  trouble  you  no  more. 

Shall  I  obtain  it? 

Baling.  Name  it,  fair  cousin. 

K.  liich.  *'  Fair  cousin'*?    I  am  gieater  than  &  king: 
For  when  I  was  a  king,  my  flatterers 
Were  then  but  subjects;  being  now  a  feubjcct, 
I  have  a  king  here  to  my  flatterer. 
Bcine  so  great,  I  have  no  need  to  beg. 

Boung.  Yet 'ask. 

K  Rich.  And  shall  I  have? 

BoUng.  You  shall.  ftlO 

K.  Rich,  Then  give  me  leave  to  go. 

Bolin^.  Whither? 

K.  Rich.  Whither  you  will,  so  I  were  from  your  sights. 

Baling.  Go,  some  of  you  convey  him  to  the  Tower. 

K.  Rich.  O,  goodl-  convey?  conveyers  are  you  all. 
That  rise  thus  nimbly  by  a  true  king^s  fall. 

[Exeunt  King  Richard,  some  Ltyrds,  and  a  Guard. 

Baling,  On  Wednesday  next  we  solemnly  set  down 
Our  coronation :  lords,  prepare  yourselves.  820 

[Exeunt  cUl  except  t/ie  Bwiop  of  CarMe,  tJie  Athot  of  VTrst- 

minster,  and  Aumerle, 

Abbot.  A  woeful  pageant  have  we  here  beheld. 

Car.  The  woe  's  to  come;  the  children  yet  unborn 
Shall  feel  this  day  as  sharp  to  them  as  thorn. 

Aum.  You  holy  clergymen,  is  there  no  plot 
To  rid  the  realm  of  this  pernicious  blot? 

Abbot,  My  lord, 
Before  I  freely  speak  my  mind  herein, 
You  shall  not  only  take  the  sacrament 
To  bury  mine  intents,  but  also  to  effect 
Whatever  I  shall  happen  to  devise.  380 

I  see  your  brows  are  full  of  discontent. 
Your  hearts  of  sorrow  and  your  eyes  of  tears: 
Come  home  with  me  to  supper;  and  I'll  lay 
A  plot  shall  show  us  all  a  merry  day.  [Exeunt. 
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ACT  V. 

ScEic9  I.    London,    A  street  leadinff  to  the  Thwer. 

Enter  Queen  and  LadicB. 

Queen,  This  way  the  king  will  come;  this  is  tho  way 
To  Julius  Ciesar's  ill-erected  tower, 
To  whose  flint  bosom  my  condemne'd  lord 
Is  doom'd  a  prisoner  by  proud  Bolingbroke: 
Here  let  us  rest,  if  this  rebellious  earth 
Have  any  resting  for  her  true  king's  queen. 

Enter  Richard  and  Guard. 

But  soft,  but  see,  or  rather  do  not  see, 

My  fair  rose  wither:  yet  look  up,  behold, 

That  you  in  pity  may  dissolve  to  dew, 

And  wash  him  fresh  again  w^ith  trucloYc  tears.  10 

Ah,  thou,  the  model  where  old  Troy  did  stand. 

Thou  map  of  honour,  thou  King  Richard's  tomb. 

And  not  Kins^  Richard ;  thou  most  beauteous  inn. 

Why  should  hard-fayour'd  grief  be  lodged  in  thee. 

When  triumph  is  become  an  alehouse  guest? 

K,  Bieh,  Join  not  with  grief,  fair  woman,  do  not  so, 
To  noake  my  end  too  sudden :  learn,  good  soul. 
To  think  our  former  state  a  happy  dream ; 
From  which  awaked,  the  truth  of  what  we  are 
Shows  us  but  this:  I  am  sworn  brother,  sweet,  20 

To  ff rim  Necessity,  and  he  and  I 
Will  keep  aMeaguo  till  death.    Hie  thee  to  France 
And  cloister  thee  in  some  religious  house : 
Our  holy  lives  must  wm  a  new  world's  crown, 
Which  our  nrofane  hours  here  have  stricken  down. 

Queen,  What,  is  mv  Richard  both  in  shape  and  mind 
Transform^  and  weaiceu'd?  hath  Bolingbroke  deposed 
Thine  intellect?  hath  he  been  in  thy  heart? 
The  lion  dying  thrusteth  forth  his  paw. 
And  wounds  the  earth,  if  nothing  else,  with  rage  fO 

To  be  o*crpQwer*d;  and  wilt  thou,  pupil-like, 
Take  thy  correction  mildly,  kiss  the  rod. 
And  fawn  on  rage  with  base  humility. 
Which  art  a  lion  and  a  king  of  beasts? 

K.  Ric/i,  A  king  of  beasts,  indeed ;  if  aught  but  beasts, 
I  had  been  still  a  happy  king  of  men. 
Good  sometime  queen,  prepare  thee  hence  for  France; 
Think  I  am  dead  and  that  even  here  thou  takest. 
As  from  my  death-bed,  thy  last  living  leave. 
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In  winter's  tedious  nights  sit  by  the  lire  4D 

With  good  old  folks  and  let  them  tell  thee  tales 

Of  woeful  ages  long  ago  betid ; 

And  ere  thou  bid  good  night,  to  quit  their  griefs, 

Tell  thou  the  lamentable  tale  of  me 

And  send  the  hearers  weeping  to  their  beds: 

For  why,  the  senseless  brands  will  sympathize 

The  heavy  accent  of  thy  moving  tongue 

And  in  compassion  weep  the  fire  out; 

And  some  will  mourn  in  ashes,  some  coal-black, 

For  the  deposing  of  a  rightful  king.  60 

JSnter  Northumbekland  and  others. 

NbrtlL  My  lord,  the  mind  of  Bolincbrokc  is  changed; 
You  must  to  Pomfret,  not  unto  the  Tower. 
And,  madam,  there  is  order  ta'en  for  you; 
With  all  swift  speed  you  must  awav  to  France. 

K.  Ricft,  Northumberland,  thou  ladder  wherewithal 
The  mounting  Bolingbroke  ascends  my  throne, 
The  time  shall  not  be  many  hours  of  age 
More  than  it  is  ere  foul  sin  gathering  head 
Shall  break  into  corruption :  thou  slialt  think, 
Though  he  divide  the  realm  and  give  thee  half,  60 

It  is  too  little,  helping  him  to  all; 
And  he  shall  think  that  thou,  which  know'st  the  way 
To  plant  unrightful  kings,  wilt  know  again, 
Beine  ne*er  so  little  urged,  another  way 
To  pluck  him  headlong  from  the  usurped  throne. 
The  love  of  wicked  men  converts  to  fear; 
That  fear  to  hate,  and  hate  turns  one  or  both  ' 
To  worthy  danger  and  deserved  death. 

North,  JVIy  guilt  be  on  my  head,  and  there  an  end. 
Take  leave  and  part;  for  you  must  part  forthwith.  70 

K.  Rich.  Doubly  divorced!    Bad  men,  you  violate 
A  twofold  marriage,  *twixt  my  crown  and  me. 
And  then  betwixt  me  and  my  married  wife. 
Let  me  unkiss  the  oath  'twixl  thee  and  me; 
And  yet  not  «o,  for  with  a  kiss  'twas  made. 
Part  us,  Northumberland;  I  towards  the  north. 
Where  shivering  cold  and  sickness  pines  the  clime; 
My  wife  to  France:  from  whence,  set  forth  in  pomp, 
8he  came  adorned  hither  like  sweet  May, 
Sent  back  like  Hallowmas  or  short'st  of  day.  80 

(^een.  And  must  we  be  divided?  must  we  part? 

Jr.  Rich,  Ay,  hand  from  hand,  my  love,  ana  heart  from 
heart. 

Queen,  Banish  us  both  and  scud  the  king  with  me. 


^ 
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North,  That  were  some  love  but  little  policy. 

Qneen.  Then  whitbcr  he  goes,  thither  Jet  me  go. 

K.  Uich.  So  two,  together  weepine,  make  one  woe. 
Weep  thou  for  me  in  France,  1  for  thee  here ; 
Belter  far  off  than  near,  be  ne'er  the  near. 
Go.  count  thy  way  with  siehs;  I  mine  with  groans. 

OtU4ih.  So  longest  way  shall  have  the  longest  moans.  90 

A.  RieJi,  Twice  for  one  step  FlI  groan,  the  way  being 
short. 
And  piece  the  way  out  with  a  heavy  heart. 
Come,  come,  in  wooing  sorrow  let's  be  brief. 
Since,  wedding  it,  there  is  such  length  in  grief: 
One  kiss  shall  stop  our  mouths,  and  dumbly  part; 
Thus  give  I  mine,  and  thus  take  I  thv  heart. 

Queen,  Give  me  mine  own  again;   twerc  no  good  part 
To  take  on  me  to  keep  and  kill  thy  heart. 
So,  now  I  have  mine  own  again,  be  gone, 
That  I  may  strive  to  kill  it  with  a  groan.  100 

K.  Rieh.  We  make  woe  wanton  with  this  fond  delay: 
Qnce  more,  adieu;  the  rest  let  sorrow  say.  [Exeunt, 

BoBNB  II.     The  Duke  of  York's  palace, 
EtUer  York  and  his  Duchkss. 

Dueh,  My  lord,  you  told  me  you  would  tell  the  rest, 
"When  weeping  made  you  break  the  story  off. 
Of  our  two  cousins  coming  into  London. 

York,  Where  did  Heave? 

Dueh,  At  that  sad  stop,  my  lord, 

Where  rude  misgoverned  hands  from  windows'  tops 
Threw  dust  and  rubbish  on  King  Richard's  liead. 

York.  Then,  as  I  said,  the  duke,  great  Bolingbroke, 
Mounted  upon  a  hot  and  fiery  steed 
Which  his  aspiring  rider  seem'd  to  know, 
With  slow  but  stately  pace  kept  on  his  course. 
Whilst  all  tongues  cried  *'  Goa  save  thee,  Bolingbroke!" 
You  would  have  thought  the  very  windows  spake, 
So  many  greedy  looks  of  voung  and  old 
Through  casements  darted  their  desiring  eyes 
Upon  his  visage,  and  that  all  the  walls 
With  painted  imagery  had  said  at  once 
"  Jesu  preserve  thee  I  welcome,  Bolingbroke  P 
Whilst  he,  from  the  one  side  to  the  other  turning, 
Bareheaded,  lower  than  his  proud  steed's  neck, 
Bespake  them  thus:  *'  I  thank  you,  countrymen:*'  20 

And  thus  still  doing,  thus  he  pass'd  along. 
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Duch.  Alack,  poor  Richard!  where  rode  he  the  whilst?. 

York.  As  in  a  theatre,  the  eyes  of  men, 
After  a  well-graced  actor  leaves  the  stage, 
Are  idly  bent  on  him  that  enters  next, 
Thinking  his  prattle  to  be  tedious; 
Even  so,  or  with  much  more  contempt,  men's  eye» 
Did  scowl  on  gentle  Richard;  no  man  cried  '*God  save 

him!" 
Ko  joyful  tongue  gave  him  his  welcome  home: 
But  dust  was  thrown  upon  his  sacred  head;  90 

Which  with  such  ^ntle  sorrow  he  shook  off, 
His  face  still  combating  witii  tears  and  smiles, 
The  badges  of  his  grief  and  patience, 
That  had  not  Qod,  for  some  strong  purpose,  steeVd 
The  hearts  of  men,  they  must  perforce  have  melted 
And  barbarism  itself  have  pitied  him. 
But  heaven  hath  a  hand  in  these  events. 
To  whose  high  will  wc  bound  our  calm  contents: 
To  Bolingbrokc  are  we  sworn  subjects  now. 
Whose  state  and  honour  I  for  aye  allow.  46 

DucK  Here  comes  my  son  Aumerle. 

York.  Aumerle  that  was; 

But  that  is  lost  for  being  Richard's  friend. 
And,  madam,  you  must  call  him  Rutland  now: 
I  am  in  parliament  pledge  for  his  truth 
And  lasting  fealty  to  the  new  made  king. 

Enter  Aumerle. 

Duch.  Welcome,  m v  son :  who  are  the  violets  now 
That  strew  the  green  lap  of  the  new  come  spring? 

Aum.  Madam,  I  know  not,  nor  I  greatly  care  not: 
Ood  knows  I  had  as  lief  be  none  as  one. 

York.  Well,  bear  you  well  in  this  new  spring  of  time. 
Lest  you  be  cropp'd  Ixjfore  you  come  to  prime.  51 

What  news  from  Oxford?  hold  those  justs  and  triumphs? 

Aum.  For  au^ht  I  know,  ray  lord,  they  do. 

York.  You  will  be  there,  I  know. 

Aum,  If  God  prevent  not,  1  purpose  so. 

York.  What  seal  is  that,  that  hangs  without  thy  bosom? 
Yea,  look'st  thou  pale?  let  me  see  tlie  writing. 

Aum.  "blLy  lord,  *ds  notliing. 

York.  No  matter,  then,  who  see  it: 

I  will  be  satisfied;  let  me  see  the  writing. 

Aum.  I  do  beseech  your  grace  to  pardon  me:  00 

It  is  a  matter  of  small  consequence, 
Which  for  some  reasons  I  would  not  have  seen. 

York,  Which  for  some  reasons,  sir,  I  mean  to  see. 
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I  fear,  I  fear,— 

Duch.  What  should  yon  fear? 

'Tis  nothing  but  some  l)ond.  that  he  is  cnter'd  into 
For  gay  apparel  'gainst  the  triumph  day. 

Yurk.  Bound  to  himself!  what  doth  he  with  a  boud 
Tliat  he  is  bound  to?    Wife,  tliou  art  a  fool. 
Boy,  let  me  see  tlie  writing. 

Auni.  I  do  beseech  you,  pardon  me:  I  may  not  show  it. 

York.  I  wilt  be  Siitisfled,  let  mc  see  it,  I  say.  71 

[He  plwks  it  out  cf  hi»  bosom  and  r^ads  it 

Treason!  foul  treason!    Villain!  traitor!  slave  I 

Ducfi.  What  is  the  matter,  my  lord? 

York,  Ho!  who  is  within  there? 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Saddle  my  horse. 
God  for  his  mercy,  what  treachery  is  here  I 

Dueh,  Why,  what  is  it,  my  lorci? 

York,  Give  me  my  boots,  I  say;  saddle  my  horse. 

[Exit  Sertant. 
Now,  by  mine  honour,  by  my  life,  by  my  troth, 
I  will  appeach  the  villain. 

DueJi .  What  is  t he  mat  ter  ? 

York.  Peace,  foolish  woman.  SO 

Duch.  I  will  not  peace.     What  is  the  matter,  Aamerle  ? 

Aum.  Good  mother,  be  content;  it  is  no  more 
Than  my  poor  life  must  answer. 

Duch.  Thy  life  answer! 

York,  Bring  me  my  boots:  I  will  unto  the  king. 

Be-ciUer  Servant  with  hoot», 

Dueh,  Strike  him,  Aumerle.  'Poor  boy,  thocan  amazed.- 
Hence,  villain !  never  more  come  in  my  sight. 

York,  Give  me  my  boots,  I  say. 

DmM.  Why.  York,  what  wilt  thou  do? 
Wilt  thou  not  hide  the  trespass  of  thine  ownf 
Have  we  more  sons?  or  are  we  like  to  have?  dO 

Is  not  my  teeming  date  drunk  up  with  time? 
And  wilt  thou  pluck  my  fair  son  from  mine  ag<\ 
And  rob  me  of  a  happy  mother's  name? 
Is  he  not  like  thee?  is  he  not  thine  own? 

York,  Thou  fond  mad  woman. 
Wilt  thou  conceal  this  dark  conspiracy? 
A  dozen  of  them  here  have  ta'eii  the  sacrament. 
And  interchangeably  set  down  their  hands. 
To  kill  the  king  at  Oxford. 

Du^,  He  shall  be  none; 
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We*n  keep  him  here:  then  what  is  that  to  him?  100 

York.  AwiLy,  fond  woman !  were  he  twenty  times  my  son, 
I  would  appcach  him. 

Duch,  Hadst  thou  groan'd  for  him 

As  I  have  done,  thou  wouldst  he  more  pitiful. 
But  now  I  know  tliy  mind;  thou  dost  suspect 
That  I  have  l>een  disloyal  to  thy  bed. 
And  that  he  is  a  bastard,  not  thy  son: 
Sweet  York,  sweet  husband,  be  not  of  that  mind: 
He  is  as  like  thee  as  a  man  may  be. 
Not  like  to  me,  or  any  of  my  kin, 
And  yet  I  love  him. 

York.  Make  way,  unruly  woman .  110 

[Exit 

Dueh.  After,  Aumerle!  mount  thee  upon  his  horse; 
Spur  post,  imd  get  before  him  to  the  king, 
And  beg  thy  pardon  ere  he  do  accuse  thee, 
1*11  not  be  long  behind;  though  I  be  old, 
I  doubt  not  but  to  ride  as  fast  as  York : 
And  never  will  I  rise  up  from  the  ground 

Till  Boiingbrokc  have  pardoned  thee.    Away,  be  gone!  i 

\  Exeunt,  1 

Scene  III.    A  royal  palace. 

Enter  Bolinobbokb,  Pebct,  and  other  Lords. 

BoUng.  Can  no  man  tell  me  of  my  unthrifty  son? 
Tis  full  three  months  since  I  did  see  him  last:  I 

If  any  plague  hang  over  us,  'tis  he. 
I  would  to  God,  my  lords,  he  might  be  found: 
Inquire  at  London,  'mongst  the  taverns  there, 
For  there,  they  say.  he  daily  doth  frequent, 
With  unrestrameu  loose  companions. 
Even  such,  they  say,  as  stand  in  narrow  lanes. 
And  beat  our  watch,  and  rob  our  passengers;  * 

Which  he,  young  wanton  and  effeminate  boy,  10 

Takes  on  the  pomt  of  honour  to  suppoi't 
So  dissolute  a  crew. 

Percy.  My  lord,  some  two  days  since  I  saw  the  prince. 
And  told  him  of  those  triumphs  held  at  Oxford. 

Bdling.  And  what  said  the  gallant? 

Percy.  His  answer  was,  he  would  unto  the  stews. 
And  from  the  commonest  creature  pluck  a  glove. 
And  wear  it  as  a  favour;  and  with  that 
He  would  unhorse  the  lustiest  challenger. 

Boling.  As  dissolute  as  desperate ;  yet  through  both    20 
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I  see  some  sparks  of  better  hope,  which  elder  years 
May  happily  bring  forth.    But  who  comes  here? 

EiUer  AuMEBiiE. 

Aum,  Where  is  the  king? 

Bolinff.  What  means  our  cousin,  that  he  stares  and  looks 
So  wildly? 

Aum.  God  save  vour  grace  I  I  do  beseech  your  majesty. 
To  have  some  conference  with  your  grace  alone. 

Baling,  Withdraw  yourselves,  and  leave  us  here  alone. 

\Exeunt  Percy  and  Lards. 
What  is  the  matter  with  our  cousin  now  ? 

Aum.  For  ever  may  my  knees  grow  to  the  earth,  80 

My  tongue  cleave  to  m^  roof  within  my  mouth. 
Unless  a  pardon  ere  I  rise  or  speak. 

Baling,  Intended  or  committed  was  this  fault? 
If  on  the  first,  how  heinous  e'er  it  be, 
To  win  thv  after-love  I  pardon  thee. 

Aum.  Then  give  me  leave  that  I  may  turn  the  key, 
That  no  man  enter  till  my  talc  be  done. 

BaUng.  Have  thy  desire. 

York.  [Within]  My  liege,  beware:  look  to  thyself; 
Thou  hast  a  traitor  in  thy  presence  there.  n40 

Baling.  Villain,  I'll  make  thee  safe.  [Drawing. 

Aum.  Stay  thy  revengeful  hand;  thou  hast  no  cause  to 
fear. 

Tark.  [WWiin\  Open  the  door,  secure,  foolhardy  king: 
Shall  I  for  love  speak  treason  to  tiiy  face? 

Open  the  door,  or  I  will  break  it  open. 

Enter  York. 

BoUng.  What  is  the  matter,  uncle?  speak; 
Recover  brcatli ;  tell  us  how  near  is  danger. 
That  we  may  arm  us  to  encounter  it. 

York.  Peruse  this  writing  here,  and  thou  shalt  know 
The  treason  that  my  haste  forbids  me  show.  50 

Aam.  Remember,  as  thou  rcad'st,  thy  promise  pass*d : 
I  do  repent  me ;  read  not  my  name  there ; 
My  heart  is  not  confederate  with  my  hand. 

Yark.  It  was,  villain,  ere  thy  hand  did  set  it  down. 
I  tore  it  from  the  traitor's  bosom,  king; 
Fear,  and  not  love,  begets  his  penitence: 
Forget  to  pity  him,  lest  thy  pity  prove 
A  serpent  that  will  sting  thee  to  the  heart. 

Baling.  O  heinous,  strong  and  bold  conspiracy! 
O  loyal  father  of  a  treacherous  son!  00 

Thou  sheer,  immaculate  and  silver  fountain, 
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From  vbence  this  stream  through  piuddy  passages 
Hath  held  his  current  and  deflled  himself  I 
Thy  overflow  of  good  converts  to  bad, 
And  thy  abundant  goodness  shall  excuse 
This  deadly  blot  in  thy  digressing  son. 

York.  So  shall  my  virtue  be  his  vice's  bawd; 
And  he  shall  spend*^mine  honour  with  his  sliame^ 
As  thriftless  sons  their  scraping  fathers'  gold. 
Mine  honour  lives  when  his  dishonour  dies,  70 

Or  my  shamed  life  iu  his  dishonour  lies*. 
Thou  kill'st  me  in  his  life;  giving  him  breath, 
The  traitor  lives,  thq  true  man's  put  to  death. 

Duck.  [  Withir(\  What  ho,  my  liege !  for  God's  sake,  let 
me  in. 

Boling,  What  shrill-voiced  suppliant  makes  this  eager 
cry? 

Duck,  A  woman,  and  th}^  aunt,  great  king;  'tis  I. 
Speak  with  me,  pity  rae,  open  the  door: 
A  begjg;ar  begs  that  never  becg'd  before. 

Boling.  Our  scene  is  alter'dfrom  a  serious  thing. 
And  now  changed  to  "The  Beggar  and  the  King."         80 
My  dangerous  cousin,  let  your  mother  in. 
I  ^ow  she  is  come  to  pray  for  your  foul  sin. 

York.  If  thou  do  pardon,  whosoever  pray. 
More  sins  for  this  forgiveness  prosper  may. 
This  fester'd  joint  cut  off,  the  rest  rest  sound; 
This  let  alone  will  all  the  rest  confound. 

Enter  Duc^sss. 

Duck.  O  king,  believe  not  this  hard-hearted  man! 
Love  loving  not  itself  nane  other  can. 

York.  Thou  frantic  woman,  what  dost  thou  make  here? 
Shall  thy  old  duM  once  more  a  traitor  rear?  90 

Dueh.  Sweet  York,  be  patient.    Hear  me,  gentle  liege. 

[Kneels, 

Boling.  Rise  up,  good  aunt. 

Dudi.  Not  yet,  I  thee  beseech: 

For  ever  will  I  walk  upon  my  knees. 
And  never  see  day  that  the  happy  sees, 
Till  thou  give  joy;  until  thou  bid  me  joy. 
By  pardoning  Uutland,  my  transgressing  boy. 

Aum.  Unto  my  mother's  prayers  I  bend  my  knee. 

York.  Against  them  both  my  true  joints  bended  be. 
Ill  may'st  tUou  thrive,  if  thou  grant  any  grace! 

Dum.  Pleads  he  in  earnest?  look  upon  his  face;        100 
His  ej'es  do  drop  no  tcar.s,  his  prayers  are  in  jest; 
His  words  come  from  his  mouth,  ours  from  our  breast: 
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Ho  prays  but  faintly  and  would  be  denied; 

We  pray  with  lieart  and  soul  and  all  beside: 

His  weary  joints  would  gladly  rise,  I  know; 

Our  knees  sball  kneel  till  to  the  ground  they  .grow: 

His  prayers  are  full  of  false  hypocrisy; 

Ours  of  true  zeal  and  deep  integrity. 

Our  prayere  do  out-pray  his;  then  let  them  have 

That  mercy  which  true  prayer  ought  to  have.  110 

BoUfij.  Good  aunt,  stand  up. 

Dach.  Nay,  do  not  say,  "stand  up;" 

Say  "pardon"  first,  and  afterwards  *'  stand  up." 
An  if  I  were  thy  nurse,  thy  tongue  to  teach, 
'*  Pardon"  should  be  the  first  word  of  thy  apecch. 
I  never  long*d  to  hear  a  word  till  now; 
Say  *' pardon,"  king;  let  pity  teach  thee  how: 
The  word  is  shoi't,  but  not  so  short  as  sweet; 
No  word  like  '*  pardon^'  for  kings'  mouths  so  meet. 

York.  Speak  it  in  French,  king;  say,  *'pardonne  nioi." 

liueh.  DoHt  thou  teach  pardon  pardon  to  destroy?      120 
Ah,  my  sour  husband,  my  heard-heartcd  lord, 
That  set'st  the  word  itself  against  the  word! 
Speak  "pardon"  as  'tis  current  in  our  land; 
Tlie  chopping'Freuch  we  do  not  understand. 
Thine  eye  begins  to  speak;  set  thy  tongue  there; 
Or  in  thy  piteous  heart  plant  thou  thine  ear; 
That  heanng  how  our  plaints  and  prayers  do  pierce. 
Pity  may  move  thee  **  pardon"  to  rehearse. 

Boling,  Good  aunt,  stand  up. 

Duch.  I  do  not  sue  to  stand; 

Pardon  is  all  the  suit  I  have  in  hand  130 

BoU/ig,  I  pardon  him,  as  God  shall  pardon  me. 

D'cch.  O  happy  vantage  of  a  kneeling  kneel 
Yet  am  I  sick  for  fear:  speak  it  again; 
Twice  sayiug  "pardon"  doth  not  pardon  twain. 
But  makes  one  pardon  strong. 

Boling.  With  all  my  heart 

I  pardon  him. 

Duch.         A  god  on  earth  thou  art. 

Boling,  But  for  our  trusty  brother-in-law  and  the  abbot, 
With  all  the  rest  of  that  consorted  crew. 
Destruction  straight  shall  dog  them  at  the  heels. 
Good  uncle,  help  to  order  several  powers  140 

To  Oxford,  or  where'er  these  traitors  are : 
They  shall  not  live  within  this  world,  I  swear. 
But  I  will  have  them,  if  I  once  know  where. 
Uncle,  farewell:  and,  cousin  too,  adieu: 

SHAK.   II. — 5 
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Your  mother  well  hath  pniy'd,  and  prove  you  true. 
Dueh,  Come,  my  old  son:  I  pray  Qod  make  thee  new. 

lExtunt. 

Scene  IV.     T7i€  same. 
Enter  Extox  and  Sen-ant. 

Exton.  Didst  thou  not  mark  the  king,  what  words  bo 
spake, 
"  Have  I  no  friend  will  rid  me  of  this  living  fear?" 
Was  it  not  so? 

Serv,  These  were  his  very  words. 

Exton,  **  Have  I  no  friend?"  auoth  he:  he  spake  it  twice, 
And  urged  it  twice  together,  did  he  not? 

Serv.  He  did. 

Exton,  And  speaking  it,  he  wistly  look'd  on  me; 
As  wlio  should  say,  *•  1  would  thou  wert  the  man 
That  would  divorce  this  terror  from  my  heart;" 
Meaning  the  king  at  Pomf ret.     Come,  let's  go :  10 

I  am  the  king's  friend,  and  will  rid  his  foe.  [Exeunt. 

» 

Scene  V.    Pomfrei  casUe, 

Enter  King  Richaud. 

K.  Itich.  I  have  been  studying  how  I  may  compare 
This  prison  where  I  live  unto  the  world: 
And  for  because  tlie  world  is  populous 
And  here  is  not  a  creature  but  myself, 
I  cannot  do  it;  yet  I'll  hammer  it  out. 
My  brain  I'll  prove  the  female  to  my  soul, 
My  soul  the  father;  and  these  two  beget 
A  generation  of  still-breeding  thoughts, 
And  these  same  thoughts  people  this  little  world. 
In  humors  like  the  people  of  this  world,  10 

For  no  thought  is  contented.    The  better  8ort» 
As  thoughts  of  things  divine,  are  intermix'd 
With  scruples  and  do  set  the  word  itself 
Against  the  word  * 

As  thus,  **  Come,  little  ones,"  and  then  again, 
"  It  is  as  hard  to  come  as  for  a  camel 
To  thread  the  postern  of  a  small  needle's  eye.** 
Thoughts  tending  to  ambition,  they  do  plot 
Unlikely  wonders;  how  these  vain  weaK  nails 
May  tear  a  passage  through  the  flinty  ribs  dO 

Of  this  hard  world,  my  ragged  prison  walls, 
And,  for  they  cannot,  die  m  their  own  pride. 
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Thoughts  tending  to  content  flatter  themselves 

That  they  are  not  the  first  of  fortune's  slaves, 

Nor  shall  not  be  the  last;  like  silly  beggars 

Who  sitting  in  the  stocks  refuge  their  shame. 

That  manjr  have  and  others  must  sit  there; 

And  in  this  thought  they  find  a  kind  of  ease. 

Bearing  their  own  misfortunes  on  the  back 

Of  such  as  have  before  endured  the  like.  80 

Thus  play  I  in  one  person  many  people, 

And  none  contented:  sometimes  am  I  king; 

Then  treasons  make  me  wish  myself  a  heggax. 

And  so  I  am:  then  crushing  penury 

Persuades  me  I  was  better  when  a  king; 

Then  am  I  king'd  again :  and  by  and  by 

Think  that  I  am  unkiug'd  by  Bolingbroke, 

And  straight  am  nothing,  but  whatever  I  be« 

Nor  I  nor  any  man  that  but  man  is 

With  nothing  shall  be  pleased,  till  he  be  eased  40 

With  being  nothing.     Music  do  I  hear?  [Musie, 

Ila,  lia!  keep  time:  how  sour  sweet  music  is. 

When  time  is  broke  and  no  proportion  kept! 

So  Is  it  in  the  music  of  men  s  lives. 

And  here  have  I  the  daintiness  of  car 

To  check  time  broke  in  a  disorder'd  string; 

But  for  the  concord  of  my  state  and  time 

Had  not^au  ear  to  hear  my  true  time  broke. 

I  wasted  tims,  and  now  doth  time  waste  me; 

For  now  hath  time  made  me  his  numbering  clock:  50 

My  thoughts  are  minutes;  and  with  sighs  they  jar 

Their  watches  on  unto  mine  eyes,  the  outward  watch, 

Whereto  my  finger,  like  a  dial's  point. 

Is  pointing  still,  iu  cleansing  them  from  tears. 

Now  sir,  the  sound  that  tells  what  hour  it  is 

Are  clamorous  groans,  which  strike  upon  my  heart. 

Which  is  the  bell:  so  sighs  and  tears  and  groans 

Show  minutes,  times,  and  hours:  but  my  time 

Runs  posting  on  in  BoIingbix>kc's  proud  joy. 

While  I  stand  fooling  here,  his  Jack  o'  the  clock.  GO^ 

This  music  mads  me;  let  it  sound  no  more; 

For  though  it  have  holp  madmen  to  their  wits. 

In  me  it  seems  it  will  make  wise  men  mad. 

Yet  blessing  on  his  heart  that  gives  it  me! 

For  'tis  a  sign  of  love;  and  love  to  Richard 

Is  a  strange  brooch  in  this  all-hating  world. 

Enter  a  Groom  of  the  Stable. 

Oroom,  Hail,  royal  prince! 
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A'.  Rieh.  .  Thanks,  noble  peer; 

The  cheapest  of  us  is  ten  groats  too  dear. 
What  art  thou?  and  how  comest  thou  hither, 
Wlierc  no  man  ever  comes  but  that. sad  dog  70 

Tliat  brings  me  food  to  make  misfortune  live? 

Groom.  I  was  a  poor  groom  of  thy  stable,  king. 
When  thou  wert  king;  who,  travelling  towards  York, 
r  Willi  much  ado  at  length  have  gotten  leave 
To  look  upon  my  sometimes  royal  master's  face. 
O,  how  it  yearn  Id  m}'  heart  when  I  beheld 
In  London  streets,  that  coronation-day, 
When  Bolingbroke  rode  on  roan  Barbary, 
That  horse  that  thou  so  often  hast  bestrid. 
That  hoi*se  that  I  so  carefully  have  dress'd!  80 

A'.  Rich.  Rode  he  on  Barbary?  Tell  me,  gentle  friend. 
How  went  he  under  him? 

Groom.  So  proudly  as  if  he  disdain'd  the  ground. 

K.  Rich.  So  proud  that  Bolingbroke  was  on  his  back! 
That  jade  hath  eat  bread  from  my  royal  hand; 
This  hand  hath  made  him  proud  with  clapping  him. 
Would  he  not  stumble?  would  he  not  fall  down. 
Since  pride  must  have  a  fall,  and  break  the  neck 
Of  that  proud  man  that  did  usurp  his  back? 
Forgiveness,  horse !  why  do  I  rail  on  thee,  90 

Since  thou,  created  to  be  awed  by  man. 
Wast  born  to  bear?  I  was  not  made  a  horse; 
And  3'et  I  bear  a  burthen  like  an  ass, 
Spurr'd,  gall'd  and  tired  by  jaunciug  Bolingbroke. 

Enter  Keeper,  with  a  dUh. 

Keep,  Fellow,  give  place;  here  is  no  longer  stay. 

K.  Rich,  If  thou  love  me,  'tis  lime  thou  wert  away. 

Groom,  What  my  tongue  dares  not,  that  my  heart  shall 
say.  [Ej:it, 

Keep.  My  lord,  will't  please  you  to  fall  to? 
I    K,  RicJi,  Taste  of  it  first,  as  thou  art  wont  to  do. 

Keep,  My  lord,  I  dare  not:  Sir  Pierce  of  Exton,  who 
lately  came  from  the  king,  commands  the  contrary.      100 

K.  Rich.  The  devil  take  Henry  of  Lancaster  and  thee! 
Patience  is  stale,  and  I  am  weary  of  it.      \^Bcats  the  keeper. 

Keep,  Help,  help,  lielpl 

Enter  Exton  and  Servants,  armed, 

K.  Rich,  How  now  I  what  means  death  in  this  rude  assault  ? 
Villain,  thy  own  hand  yields  thy  death's  instrument. 

\anaiching  an  a^ce  from  a  Servant  and  IdUing  7Um, 


SCENE  VI.]  KING  RICHARD  II.  183 

Go  thou,  and  fill  another  room  in  hell. 

[He  kills  another.     Then  Exton  strikes  him  down. 
That  hand  shall  l?urn  in  never-quenching  fire 
That  staggere  thus  my  person.    Exton,  Uiy  fierce  hand  110 
Hath  with  the  king's  blood  stain'd  the  king's  own  land. 
Mount,  mount,  my  soul  I  thy  seat  is  up  on  high; 
Whilst  my  gross  nesh  sinks  downward,  here  to  die.  [Dies, 

Ectoa.  As  full  of  valour  as  of  royal  blood: 
Both  have  I  spiird;  O  would  the  deed  were  goodl 
For  now  the  aevil.  that  told  me  I  did  well. 
Says  that  this  deed  is  chronicled  in  hell. 
This  dead  king  to  the  living  king  I'll  bear: 
Take  hence  the  rest,  and  give  them  burial  here.     [Exeunt. 

Scene  VL     Windsor  castle. 

Flourish,    Enter  Bolingbroke,  York,  mih  other  Lords, 

and  Attendants. 

BoUng.  Kind  uncle  York,  the  latest'  news  we  hear 
Is  that  the  rebels  have  consumed  with  fire 
Our  town  of  Cicester  in  Gloucestershire; 
But  whether  they  be  ta'en  or  slain  we  hear  not. 

Enter  Northumberland. 

Welcome,  my  lord:  what  is  tlie  news? 

North.  First,  to  thy  sacred  state  wish  I  all  happiness. 
The  next  news  is,  I  have  to  London  sent 
The  heads  of  Oxford,  Salisbury,  Blunt  and  Kent: 
The  manner  of  their  taking  may  appear 
At  large  discoui*sed  in  this  paper  here.  10 

BoUng.  We  thank  thee,  gentle  Percy,  for  thy  pains; 
And  to  thy  worth  will  add  right  worthy  gains. 

Enter  Fitzwater. 

Fiiz,  Mj  lord,  I  have  from  Oxford  sent  to  London 
The  heads  of  Brocas  and  Sir  Ben  net  Seely, 
'  Two  of  the  dangerous  consorted  traitors 
That  sought  ai  Oxford  thy  dire  overthrow. 

BoUng.  Thy  pains,  Fitzwater.  shall  not  be  forgot; 
RigHt  nobie  1»  ihy  merit,  well  I  woL 

Enter  Percy,  and  the  IBishop  of  Carlisle. 

Percy   The  grand  conspirator,  Abbot  of  Westminster, 
With  clog  of  conscience  and  sour  melancholy  20 

Hath  yielded  up  his  body  to  the  &:ravc; 
But  here  is  Carlisle  living,  to  abide 
Thy  kingly  doom  and  sentence  of  his  pride. 
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Baling.  Carlisle,  this  is  your  doom : 
Choose  out  some  secret  place,  some  reverend  room. 
Move  than  thou  hast,  and  with  it  joy  thy  life; 
60  as  thou  livcst  in  peace,  die  free  ironi  strife: 
For  tliough  mine  enemy  thou  hast  ever  been. 
High  sparks  of  honour  in  thee  have  I  seen. 

Enter  Exton,  tciih  persons  hearing  a  coffin, 

Exton.  Qreat  king,  within  this  coffin  I  present  80 

Thy  buried  fear;  herein  all  breathless  lies 
The  mightiest  of  thy  greatest  enemies, 
Richard  of  Bordeaux,  bv  me  hither  brought. 

Doling.  Exton,  I  thanK  thee  not;  for  thou  liast  wrought 
A  deed  of  slander  with  thy  fatal  hand 
Upon  my  head  and  all  this  famous  land. 

Exton.  From  vour  own  mouth,  my  lord,  did  I  this  deed. 

BoUng.  They  love  not  poison  that  do  poison  need, 
Kor  do  I  thee:  though  I  did  wish  him  oead, 
I  hate  the  murderer,  love  him  murdered.  40 

The  guilt  of  conscience  take  thou  for  thy  labour, 
But  neither  my  good  word  nor  princely  favour: 
With  Cain  go  wander  thorough  shades  of  night. 
And  never  show  thy  head  by  day  nor  light. 
Lords,  I  protest,  my  soul  is  full  of  woe, 
That  blood  should  sprinkle  me  to  make  me  grow : 
Come,  mourn  with  me  for  that  I  do  lament, 
And  put  on  sullen  black  incontinent: 
I'll  make  a  voyage  to  the  Holy  Laud, 
To  wash  this  blood  off  from  my  guilty  hand:  GO 

March  sadly  after;  ^ce  my  mournings  hero; 
In  weeping  after  this  untimely  bier.  [Exeunt, 
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Scene:  England, 
ACT  I. 

Scene  I.    London,     The  palace. 

Enter  King  Henrt,  Lord  John  of  Lancaster,  the  Earl 
OF  Westmoreland,  Sir  Walter  Blunt,  and  oUun, 

I     King.  So  shaken  as  we  are,  so  wan  with  care, 
Find  we  a  time  for  frighted  peace  to  pant, 
And  breathe  short-winded  accents  of  new  broils 
To  be  commenced  in  strands  afar  remote, 
i  No  more  tlio  tliirsty  entrance  of  tliis  soil 
Shall  diiub  hor  lips  with  her  own  children's  blood; 
No  mure  shall  trenching  war  chaniftil  her  fields* 
Nor  bruise  her  flowerets  with  the  armed  hoofs 
Of  hostile  paces:  those  opposed  eyes, 
WJiich,  like  the  meteors  of  a  troubled  licaTeo,  10 

All  of  one  nature,  of  ono  substance  bred, 

(135) 
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Did  lately  meet  in  the  intestine  shock 

And  furious  close  of  civil  butchery 

Shall  now,  in  mutual  well  beseem mg  ranks, 

March  all  one  way  and  l)c  no  more  opposed 

Against  acquaintance,  kindred  and  allies: 

The  edge  of  war,  like  an  ill-sheathcd  knife, 

No  more  shall  cut  his  master.     Therefore,  friends, 

x\.s  far  as  to  the  sepulchre  of  Christ, 

Whose  soldier  now,  under  whose  blessed  cross  20 

We  are  impressed  and  engaged  to  fight. 

Forthwith  a  power  of  English  shall  we  levy: 

Whose  arms  were  moulded  in  their  mothers*  womb 

To  chase  these  pagans  in  those  holy  fields 

Over  whose  acres  walk'd  those  blessed  feet 

Which  fourteen  hundred  years  ago  were  nail'd 

For  our  advantage  on  thebittcr  cross. 

But  this  our  purpose  now  is  twelve  month  old. 

And  bootless  'tis  to  tell  you  we  will  go: 

Therefore  we  meet  not  now.     Then  let  mc  hear  80 

Of  yoxif  my  gentle  cousin  Westmoreland, 

What  yesternight  our  council  did  decree 

In  forwarding  this  dear  expedience. 

We9t.  My  liege,  this  haste  was  hot  in  question, 
And  many  limits  of  the  charge  set  down 
But  yeslerniffht:  when  all  athwart  there  came 
A  post  from  Wales  loaden  with  heavy  news; 
Whose  worst  was,  that  the  noble  JlLu'timer, 
Leading  the  men  of  Herefordshire  to  fight 
Against  the  irregular  and  wild  Glendower,  40 

Was  by  the  rude  hands  of  that  Welshman  taken, 
A  thousand  of  his  people  butchered ; 
Upon  whose  dead  corpse  there  was  such  misuse. 
Such  beastly  shameless  transformation,    , 
By  those  Welshwomen  done  as  may  not  be 
Without  much  shame  retold  or  spoken  of. 

King.  It  seems  then  that  the  tidings  of  this  broil 
Brake  off  our  business  for  the  Holy  Land. 

West.  This  matched  with  other  did,  my  gracious  lord; 
For  more  uneven  and  unwelcome  news  50 

Came  from  the  north  and  thus  it  did  import: 
On  Holy-rood  day,  the  gallant  Hotspur  there. 
Young  Harry  Percy  and  brave  Archibald, 
That  ever-valiant  and  approved  Scot, 
At  Holmedon  met, 

Where  they  did  spend  a  sad  and  bloody  hour; 
As  by  discharge  of  their  artillery. 
And  shape  of  likelihood,  the  news  was  told; 


SCENE  I.]  •     KING  HENRY.  IV.  187 

For  he  that  brou^h^  them,  in  the  veir  heat 

And  pride  of  their  contention  did  take  horse,  00 

Uncertain  of  tlie  issue  any  way. 

King.  Here  is  a  dear,  a  true  industrious  friend, 
Sir  Walter  Blunt,  new  lighted  from  his  horse, 
Stain'd  witli  the  variation  of  encli  soil 
Betwixt  that  Holmedon  and  this  sent  of  ours; 
And  he  hath  brought  us  smooth  and  welcome  news. 
The  Earl  of  Douglas  is  discomfited: 
Ten  thousand  bold  Scots,  two  and  twenty  knights, 
Balk*d  in  their  own  l)lood  did  Sir  Walter  see 
On  Holmedon*s  plains.    Of  prisoners,  Hotspur  took       70 
Mordake  the  Earl  of  Fife,  and  eldest  son 
To  l)eaten  Douglas;  and  the  Earl  of  Athol, 
Of  Murray,  Angus,  and  Menteith : 
And  is  not  this  an  honourable  spoil? 
A  gallant  prize?  ha,  cousin,  is  it  not? 

West.  In  faith. 
It  is  a  conquest  for  a  prince  to  boast  of. 

King.  Yea,  there  thou  makest  me  sad  and  makest  me  sin 
In  envy  that  my  Lord  Northumberland 
Should  be  the  father  to  so  blest  a  son,  80 

A  son  who  is  the  theme  of  honour's  tongue; 
Amongst  a  grove,  the  very  stmightest  plant; 
Who  is  sweet  Fortune's  minion  and  her  pride: 
Whilst  I,  by  looking  on  the  praise  of  him, 
See  riot  and  dishonour  stain  the  brow 
Of  my  youn^  Harry.    O  that  it  could  be  proved 
That  some  nizht-trippins^  fairy  had  exchanged 
In  cradle-clothes  our  children  where  they  lay, 
And  call'd  mine  Percy,  his  Plantagenet! 
Then  would  I  have  this  Harry,  and  he  mine.  90 

But  let  him  from  my  thoughts.     What  think  you,  coz, 
Of  this  young  Percy's  pride?  the  prisoners, 
Which  he  in  this  aa venture  hath  surprised. 
To  his  own  use  he  keeps;  and  sends  me  word, 
I  shall  have  none  but  Mordake  Earl  of  Fife. 

W^.  This  is  his  uncle's  teaching:  this  is  Worcester, 
Malevolent  to  you  In  all  aspects; 
Which  makes  him  prune  himself,  and  bristle  up 
The  crest  of  youth  against  your  dignity. 

King.  But  I  have  sent  for  him  to  anwer  this;  100 

And  for  this  cause  awhile  we  must  neglect 
Our  holy  purpose  to  Jerusalem. 
Cousin,  on  Wednesday  next  our  council  we 
Will  hold  at  Windsor;  so  inform  the  lords: 
But  come  yourself  with  speed  to  us  ag<dn; 
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For  more  is  to  be  said  and  to  1)c  done 
Than  out  of  anger  can  be  uttered. 

We^t  1  will,  my  liege.  [Exeunt. 

Scene  II.    London,    An  apartment  of  the  Pi*inc(M. 
Enter  Vie  Peince  op  Wales  and  Falstaff. 

Fal.  Now,  Hal,  what  time  of  day  is  it,  lad?  j 

Prince.  Thou  art  so  fat-witted,  with  drinking  of  old 
sack  and  unbuttoning  thee  after  supper  and  sleeping  upon 
benches  after  noon,  that  thou  hast  forgotten  to  clemnnd 
that  truly  which  thou  wouldst  truly  know.  What  a  devil 
hast  thou  to  do  with  the  time  of  the  day?  Unless  hours 
were  cups  of  sack  and  minutes  capons  and  clocks  the 
tongues  of  bawds  and  dials  the  signs  of  leaping-houses  and 
the  blessed  sun  himself  a  fair  hot  wench  in  flame-coloured 
taffetA,  I  see  no  reason  why  thou  shouldst  be  so  superfluous 
to  demand  the  time  of  the  day. 

Fal,  Indeed,  you  come  near  me  now,  Hal ;  for  we  that 
take  purses  go  by  the  moon  and  the  seven  stars,  and  not 
by  Phoebus,  he,  **  that  wandering  knight  so  fair."  And,  I 
prithee,  sweet  wag,  when  thou  art  king,  as,  God  save  thy 
grace, — majesty  I  should  say,  for  grace  thou  wilt  have 
none, —  20 

Prince,  What,  none? 

Fal,  No,  by  my  troth,  not  so  much  as  will  serve  to  be 
prologue  to  an  egg  and  butter. 

Prince.  Well,  now  then?  come,  roundly,  roundly. 

Fal.  Marry,  then,  sweet  wag,  when  thou  art  king;  let 
not  us  that  are  squires  of  the  night's  body  be  called  thieves 
of  the  day's  beautjr:  let  us  be  Diana's  foresters,  gentlemen 
of  the  shade,  minions  of  the  moon;  and  let  men  say  we  bo 
men  of  good  government,  being  governed,  as  the  sea  is,  by 
our  noble  and  chaste  mistress  the  moon,  under  whose  coun- 
tenance we  steal. 

PriM^.  Tliou  sayest  well,  and  it  holds  well  too ;  for  the 
fortune  of  us  that  are  the  moon's  men  doth  ebb  and. flow 
like  the  sea,  being  governed,  as  the  sea  is,  by  the  moon. 
As,  for  proof,  now:  a  purse  of  gold  most  resolutely 
snatched  on  Monday  night  and  most  dissolutely  spent  on 
Tuesday  morning;  got  with  swearing  "Layby*'  and  spent 
with  crying  **Bnng  in;"  now  in  as  Tow  an  ebb  as  the  foot 
of  the  ladder  and  by  and  by  in  as  high  a  flow  as  the  ridge 
of  the  gallows. 

Fal.  By  the  Lord,  thou  sayest  true,  ^ad.  And  is  not  my 
liostess  of  the  tayern  a  most  sweet  wench  ? 
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Prince.  As  the  honey  of  Hybia,  my  old  lad  of  the  castle. 
'And  is  not  a  buff  jerkin  a  most  sweet  robe  of  durance?  49 

Fat,  How  now,  how  now,  mad  wag  I  what,  in  tliy  quips 
and  thy  quiddities?  what  a  plague  have  I  to  do  witli  a 
buff  jerkin? 

Prince,  Why,  what  a  pox  have  I  to  do  with  my  hostess 
of  the  tavern? 

Fai,  Wei],  thou  hast  called  her  to  a  reckoning  many  a 
time  and  oft. 

Prince,  Did  I  ever  call  for  thee  to  pay  thy  part?  59 

Fal.  No;  1*11  give  thee  thy  due,  thou  hast  paid  all  there. 
^Prince,  Yea,  and  elsewhere,  so  far  as  my  coin  would 
stretch;  and  where  it  would  not,  I  have  used  my  credit. 

Fal.  Yea,  and  so  used  it  that,  were  it  not  here  apparent 
that  thou  art  heir  apparent — ^But,  I  prithee,  sweet  wag, 
shall  there  be  gallows  standing  in  Engfand  when  thou  art 
king?  and  resolution  thus  fobbed  as  it  is  with  the  rusty 
curb  of  old  father  antic  the  law?  Do  not  thou,  when  thou 
art  king,  hang  a  thief.  70 

Prince.  No;  thou  shalt. 

Fal.  Shall  I?  0  rare!  By  the  Lord.  I'll  be  a  brave  judge. 

Prince.  Thou  judgest  false  already;  I  mean,  thou  shalt 
have  the  hanging  of  the  thieves  and  so  become  a  rare  hang- 
man. 

FaL  Well,  Hal,  well;  and  in  some  sort  it  jumps  with 
my  humour  as  well  as  waiting  in  the  court,  I  can  tell  you. 

Prince.  For  obtaining  of  suits?  60 

Fal.  Yea,  for  obtaining  of  suits,  whereof  the  hangman 
hath  no  lean  wardrobe.  'Sblood,  I  am  as  melancholy  as 
a  gib  cat  or  a  lugged  bear. 

Prince.  Or  an  old  lion,  or  a  lover's  lute. 

Fal.  Yea,  or  the  drone  of  a  Lincolnshire  bagpipe. 

Prince.  What  sayest  thou  to  a  hare,  or  the  melancholy 
of  Moorditch? 

Fal.  Thou  hast  the  most  unsavoury  similes  and  art 
indeed  the  most  comparative,  rascalliest,  sweet  3'oung 
prince.  But,  Ilal,  I  prithee,  trouble  me  no  more  witli 
vanity.  I  would  to  Gk)d  thou  and  I  knew  where  a  com- 
modity of  good  names  were  to  be  bought.  An  old  lord  of 
the  council  rated  me  the  other  day  in  tiie  street  about  you, 
sir,  but  I  marked  him  not;  and  yet  he  talked  very  wisely, 
but  I  regarded  him  not;  and  yet  he  talked  wisely,  and  in 
the  street  too. 

Prince.  Thou  didst  well;  for  wisdom  cries  out  in  the 
streets,  and  no  man  regards  it.  100 

Fal.  O,  thou  hast  damnable  iteration  and  art  indeed  able 
to  corrupt  a. saint.    Thou  hast  done  much  harm  uix>n  me. 
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Hal;  God  forgive  thee  for  it!  Before  I  knew  thee,  Hal,  I 
knew  uothiug;  and  now  am  I,  if  a  man  should  speak  truly, 
little  better  than  one  of  the  wicked.  I  must  give  over  this 
life,  and  I  will  give  it  over:  by  the  Lord,  an  I  do  not,  I 
am  a  villain:  I*ll  be  damned  for  never  a  king's  son  in 
Christendom.  110 

Priiice.  Where  shall  we  take  a  purse  to-morrow,  Jack? 

Fal.  'Zounds,  where  thou  wilt,  lad;  I'll  make  one;  an  I 
do  not,  call  me  villain  and  baffle  me. 

Prince,  I  sec  a  good  amendment  of  life  in  thee ;  from 
praying  to  purse-taking. 

Fal.  Why,  Hal,  'tis  my  vocation,  Hal;  'tis  no  sin  fot  a 
man  to  labour  in  his  vocation. 

ErUer  Poikb. 

Poins!  Now  shall  we  know  if  Gadshill  have  set  a  match. 
O,  if  men  were  to  be  saved  by  merit,  what  hole  in  hell 
were  hot  enough  for  him?  This  is  the  most  omnipotent 
villain  that  ever  cried  *'  Stand  "  to  a  true  man. 

Prince,  Good  morrow,  Ned. 

Pains,  Good  morrow,  sweet  Hal.  What  says  Monsieur 
Remorse?  what  says  Sir  John  Sack  and  Sugar?  Jack! 
how  agrees  the  devil  and  thee  about  thy  soul,  that  thou 
soldcst  him  on  Good-Friday  last  for  a  cup  of  Madeira  and 
a  cold  capon's  leg?  129 

Prince,  Sir  John  stands  to  his  word,  the  devil  shall  have 
his  bargain;  for  he  was  never  yet  a  breaker  of  proverbs: 
he  will  give  the  devil  his  due. 

Poins.  Then  art  thou  damned  for  keeping  thy  word  with 
the  devil. 

Prince,  Else  he  had  been  damned  for  cozening  the  devil. 

Poins.  But,  mv  lads,  my  lads,  tomorrow  morning,  by 
four  o'clock,  earfy  at  Gadshill  I  there  are  pilgrims  going  to 
Canterbury  with  rich  offerings,  and  traders  riding  to 
London  with  fat  purses:  I  have  vizards  for  j'ou  all;  you 
have  horses  for  yourselves:  Gadshill  lies  to-night  in 
Rochester:  I  have  bespoke  supper  tomorrow  night  in 
Eastcheap:  we  may  do  it  as  secure  as  sleep.  If  you  will 
go,  I  will  stuff  your  purses  full  of  crowns;  if  you  will  not, 
tarry  at  home  and  be  hanged. 

Fal,  Hear  ye,  Yedward;  if  I  tarry  at  home  and  go  not, 
I'll  hang  you  for  going.  150 

Poins.  You  will,  chops? 

Fal.  Hal,  wilt  thou  make  one? 

Prince.  Who,  I  rob?  I  a  thief  ?  cot  I,  by  my  faith. 

Fal.  There's  neither  honesty,  manhood,   Qor  good  fel- 
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lowship  in  tlice,  nor  tliou  earnest  not  of  the  blood  royal,  if 
thou  darcst  not  stnnd  for  ten  sliilUng^. 

Prince.  Well  then,  once  iu  my  days  I'll  be  a  madcap.  160 

Fal.  Why,  that's  well  said. 

Prince.  Well,  come  what  will,  I'll  tarry  at  home. 

Fal.  By  the  Lord,  1*11  be  a  traitor  then,  when  thou  art 
king. 

Prince.  I  care  not. 

Poins.  Sir  John,  I  prithee,  leave  the  prince  and  mo 
alone:  I  will  lay  him  down  such  reasons  for  this  adventure 
that  he  shall  go.  1G9 

Fal.  Well,  God  give  thee  the  spirit  of  persuasion  and 
him  the  ears  of  protitiug,  that  what  thou  'speakc^t  may 
move  and  what  he  hears  may  be  believed,  that  the  true 
prince  may,  for  recreation  sake,  prove  a  false  thief;  for  the 
poor  abuses  of  the  time  want  countenance.  Farewell:  you 
shall  And  me  in  Eastchcap. 

Prince.  Farewell,  thou  latter  spring!  farewell,  All-hal- 
lown  summer?  [Exit  Fahtajf'. 

Poins.  Now,  my  good  sweet  honey  lord,  ride  with  us 
to-morrow:  I  have  a  lest  to  execute  that  I  cannot  manage 
alone.  Falstaff,  Bardolph,  Peto  and  Gadshill  shall  rob 
those  men  that  we  have  already  waylaid ;  yourself  and  I 
will  not  be  there;  and  when  tliey  have  the  booty,  if  you 
and  I  do  not  rob  them,  cut  this  head  off  from  my 
shoulders. 

Prince.  How  shall  we  part  with  them  in  setting  forth? 

Poins.  Why,  we  will  set  forth  before  or  after  them,  and 
appoint  them  a  place  of  meeting,  wherein  it  is  at  our  plea- 
sure to  fail,  and  then  will  they  adventure  upon  the  exploit 
themselves;  which  they  shall  have  no  sooner  achieved,  but 
we'll  set  upon  them. 

Prince.  Yea,  but  'tis  like  that  they  will  know  us  by  our 
horses,  by  our  habits  and  by  every  other  appointment,  to 
be  ourselves. 

Poins.  Tut!  our  horses  they  shall  not  see;  I'll  tie  them 
in  the  wood ;  our  vizards  we  will  change  af ler  we  leave 
them:  and,  sirrali,  I  have  cases  of  buckram  for  the  nonce, 
to  immask  our  noted  outward  garments. 

Prince.  Yea,  but  I  doubt  they  will  be  too  hard  for 
us. 

Plains.  Well,  for  two  of  them,  I  know  them  to  l>o  as 
true-bred  cowards  as  ever  turned  back;  and  for  the  third, 
if  he  fight  longer  than  he  sees  reason,  I'll  forswear  arms. 
The  virtue  of  this  jest  will  be,  the  incomprehensible  lies 
that  this  same  fat  rogue  will  tell  us  when  wc  meet  at  sup- 
per:  how  thirty,  at  least,  he  fought  with;  what  wards. 
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what  blows,  whnt  extremities  he  endured;   and  in  the 

reproof  of  this  lies  the  jest. 
Pnnce,  Well,  I'll  go  with  thee:  provide  us  all  things 

necessary  and  meet  me  to- morrow  night  in  Eastchcap; 

there  1*11  sup.     Farewell. 
Potns.  Farewell,  my  lord.  [Ka't, 

Prince.  I  know  you  all,  and  will  awhile  uphold 

The  unyoked  humour  of  your  idleness:  220 

Yet  herein  will  I  imitate  the  sun. 

Who  doth  permit  the  base  contagious  clouds 

To  smother  up  his  beauty  from  the  world. 

That,  when  he  pleose  again  to  be  himself. 

Being  wanted,  he  may  be  more  wonder'd  at. 

By  breaking  through  the  foul  nnd  ugly  mists 

Of  vapours  that  did  seem  to  strangle  him. 

If  all  the  year  were  playing  holidays, 

To  sport  would  be  as  tedious  as  to  work ; 

But  when  they  seldom  come,  they  wish'd  for  come,      280 

And  nothing  pleaseth  but  rare  accidents. 

So,  when  this  loose  behaviour  I  throw  off 

And  pay  the  debt  I  never  promised. 

By  how  much  better  than  my  word  I  am. 

By  so  much  shall  I  falsify  men's  hopes; 

And  like  bright  metal  on  a  sullen  ground. 

My  reformation,  glittering  o'er  my  fault, 

Shjill  show  more  goodly  and  attract  more  eyes 

Than  that  which  hath  no  foil  to  set  it  off. 

ril  so  offend,  to  make  offence  a  skill;  240 

Redeeming  time  when  men  think  least  I  wilL  [Kxit. 

ScE2^  III.     London.     The  palace. 

Enter  the  King,  Northumberland,  Worcester,  Hot- 
spur, Sir  Walter  Blukt,  with  oiherd. 

King.  My  blood  hath  been  too  cold  and  temperate. 
Unapt  to  stir  at  these  indignities, 
And  you  have  found  me;  for  accordingly 
You  tread  upon  my  patience:  but  be  sure 
I  will  from  henceforth  rather  be  myself. 
Mighty  and  to  be  fear'd,  than  my  condition ; 
Which  hath  been  smooth  as  oil,  soft  as  young  down, 
And  therefore  lost  that  title  of  respect 
Which  the  proud  soul  ne'er  pays  but  to  the  proud. 

Woi\  Our  house,  my  sovereign  liege,  little  deserves     10 
The  scourge  of  greatness  to  be  used  on  it; 
And  that  same  greatness  too  which  our  own  hands 
Have  holp  to  make  so  portly. 


-v. 
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North.  My  lord, — 

King.  Worcester,  get  thee  gone;  for  I  do  seo 
Dan^r  and  disobedience  in  thine  eye: 
O,  sir,  your  presence  is  too  bold  and  peremptory, 
And  majesty  might  never  yet  endarc 
The  moody  frontier  of  a  servant  brow. 
You  have  good  leave  to  leave  us:  when  we  need  20 

Your  use  and  counsel,  we  shall  send  for  you,     [Exit  Wor, 
You  were  about  to  speak.  [To  North, 

NorUi.  Yea,  my  good  lord. 

Those  prisoners  in  your  highness'  name  demanded, 
Which  Harry  Percy  here  at  Holmedon  took. 
Were,  as  he  says,  not  with  such  strength  denied 
As  is  deliver'd  to  your  m^esty: 
Eitlier  envy,  therefore,  or  misprision 
Is  guilty  or  this  fault  and  not  my  son. 

Hot,  My  liege,  I  did  deny  no  prisoners. 
But  I  remember,  when  the  fight  was  done,  SO 

When  I  was  dry  with  rage  and  extreme  toil. 
Breathless  and  laint,  leaning  upon  my  swoxtl, 
Came  there  a  certain  lord,  neat,  and  trimly  dressed, 
Fresl)  as  a  bridegroom ;  and  his  chin  new  reap*d 
Show'd  like  a  stubble-land  at  harvest-home; 
He  was  perfumed  like  a  milliner; 
And  'twixt  his  finger  and  his  thumb  he  held 
A  pouncet-box,  which  ever  and  anon 
He  gave  his  nose  and  took  't  away  again; 
Who  therewith  angry,  when  it  next  came  there,  40 

Took  it  in  snuff;  and  still  he  smiled  and  talk'd. 
And  as  the  soldiers  bore  dead  bodies  by, 
He  caird  them  untaught  knaves,  unmannerly. 
To  bring  a  slovenly  unhandsome  corse 
Betwixt  tho  wind  and  his  nobility. 
With  many  holiday  and  lady  terms 
He  questioned  me;  amongst  the  rest,  demanded 
My  prisoners  in  j^our  majesty's  behalf. 
I  then,  all  smartmg  with  my  wounds  being  cold. 
To  be  so  pester*d  with  a  popinjay,  50 

Out  of  my  grief  and  my  impatience. 
Answered  neglcctingly  I  know  not  what. 
He  should,  or  he  should  not;  for  he  made  me  mad 
To  see  him  shine  so  brisk  and  smell  so  sweet 
And  talk  so  like  a  waiting-gentlewoman 
Of  ^uns  and  drums  and  wounds, — God  save  the  mark  I — 
Ana  telling  me  the  sovereign'st  thing  on  earth 
Was  parmaceti  for  an  inward  bruise; 
And  that  it  was  great  pity,  so  it  was, 
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Tliis  villnnous  salt-petre  should  be  digg*d  BO 

Out  of  the  bowels  of  the  humiless  cartb, 

Which  many  a  good  tall  fellow  had  destroyed 

So  cowardly;  Mid  but  for  these  vile  guns, 

He  would  himself  have  been  a^soldier. 

This  bald  unjointcd  chat  of  his,  my  lord, 

I  answer'd  indirectly,  as  I  said; 

And  I  beseech  you,  let  not  his  report 

Come  current  lor  an  accusation 

Betwixt  my  love  and  your  high  majesty. 

Blunt  The  circumstance  consider'd,  good  my  lord,     70 
Whatever  Lord  Harry  Percy  then  had  said 
To  such  a  person  and  in  such  a  place, 
At  such  a  time,  with  all  the  res^retold. 
May  reasonably  die  and  never  rise 
To  do  him  wron^  or  any  way  impeach 
What  then  he  said,  so  he  unsay  it  now. 

King.  Why,  yet  he  doth  deny  his  prisoners, 
But  with  proviso  and  exception, 
That  we  at  our  own  charge  shall  ransom  straight 
His  brother-in-law,  the  foolish  Mortimer;  80 

Who,  on  my  soul,  hath  wilfully  betray'd 
Tlie  lives  of  those  that  he  did  lead  to  nght 
Against  thai  great  magician,  damn'd  Glendowcr, 
Whose  daughter,  as  we  hear,  I  lie  Earl  of  March 
Hath  lately  married.     Shall  our  coffeis,  then, 
Be  emptied  to  redeem  a  traitor  home? 
Shall  we  buy  treason?  and  indent  with  fears. 
When  they  have  lost  and  forfeited  themselves? 
No,  on  the  barren  mountains  let  him  starve; 
For  I  shall  never  hold  that  man  my  friend  00 

Whose  tongue  shall  ask  me  for  one  penny  cost 
To  ransom  home  revolted  Moitimer. 

Hot.  Revolted  Mortimer  I 
He  never  did  fall  off,  my  sovereign  liege. 
But  by  the  chance  of  war:  to  prove  that  true 
Needs  no  more  but  one  tongue  for  all  those  wounds. 
Those  mouthed  wounds,  wiiich  valiantly  he  took. 
When  on  the  gentle  Severn's  sedgy  bank, 
In  single  opposition,  hand  to  hand. 

He  did  confound  the  best  part  of  an  hour  100 

In  changing  hardiment  with  great  Glendower: 
Three  times  they  breathed  and  three  limes  did  they  drink, 
Upon  agreement,  of  swift  Severn's  flood; 
W  ho  then,  affrighted  with  their  bloody  looks, 
lirtn  fearfully  among  the  trembling  reeds, 
And  hid  Ij is  crisp  head  in  the  hollow  bank 
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Bloodstained  with  these  valinnt  combatants. 

Never  did  base  and  rotlon  policy 

Colour  her  working  with  such  deadly  wounds; 

Nor  never  could  the  noble  Mortimer  110 

Receive  so  many,  and  all  willingly : 

Then  let  not  him  be  slander'd  with  revolt. 

King,  Thou  dost  belie  him,  Percy,  thou  dost  belie  him; 
He  never  did  encounter  with  Glenaower:  • 
I  tell  thee, 

He  durst  as  well  have  met  the  devil  alone 
As  Owen  Glendower  for  an  enemy. 
Art  thou  not  ashamed?    But,  sirrah,  henceforth 
Let  me  not  hear  you  speak  of  Mortimer: 
Send  me  your  prisoners  with  the  speediest  means,  120 

Or  yon  shall  hear  in  such  a  kind  from  me 
As  will  displease  you.    My  Lord  Northumberland, 
We  license  your  departure  with  your  son. 
Send  us  your  prisoners,  or  you  will  hear  of  it. 

[Exeunt  King  Henry,  Eluni,  and  train. 

Hat,  An  if  the  devil  come  and  roar  for  them, 
I  will  not  send  them :  I  will  after  straight 
And  tell  him  so;  for  I  will  ease  my  heart, 
Albeit  I  make  a  hazard  of  my  head. 

North.  What,  drunk  with  choler?  stayand  pause  awhile: 
Here  comes  your  uncle. 

Bt-^nter  Worcestek. 

Hat,  Speak  of  Mortimer  I  130 

'2Sound8,  I  will  speak  of  him;  and  let  my  soul 
Want  mercy,  if  I  do  not  join  with  him:- 
Tea,  on  his  part  I'll  empty  all  these  veins, 
And  shed  my  dear  blooa  arop  by  drop  in  the  dust. 
But  I  will  lift  the  down-trod  Mortimer 
As  hi^h  in  the  air  as  this  unthankful  king. 
As  this  ingrate  and  canker'd  Bolingbroke. 

North.  Brother,  the  king  hath  made  your  nephew  mad. 

War,  Who  struck  this  heat  up  after  I  was  gone? 

Hot.  He  will,  forsooth,  have  all  my  prisoners;  140 

And  when  I  urged  the  ransom  once  again 
Of  my  wife's  brother,  then  his  cheek  look'd  pale, 
And  on  my  face  he  turned  an  eye  of  death. 
Trembling  even  at  the  name  of  Mortimer. 

Wor.  I  cannot  blame  him:  was  not  he  proclaimed. 
By  Richard  that  dead  is  the  next  of  blood? 

North,  He  was;  I  heard  the  proclamation: 
And  then  it  was  when  the  unhappy  king, — 
Whose  wrongs  in  us  Qod.  pardon  l---did  set  forth 
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Upon  his  Irish  cxpedilion ;  1^ 

From  whence  he  intercepted  did  return 
To  be  deposed  and  shortly  murdered. 

Wor.  And  for  whose  death  wc  in  the  world's  wide 
mouth 
Live  scandalized  and  foully  spoken  of. 

Hot.  But,  soft,  I  pray  )'ou;  did  King  Richard  then 
Proclaim  my  brother  Edmund  3Iortimcr 
Heir  to  the  crown? 

North.  He  did;  myself  did  hear  it. 

Hot.  Nay,  then  I  cannot  blame  his  cousin  king, 
That  wish  d  liim  on  the  barren  mountains  starve. 
But  shall  It  be,  that  you,  tliat  set  the  crown  IGO 

Upon  the  head  of  this  forgetful  man 
And  for  his  sake  wear  the  detested  blot 
Of  murderous  subornation,  shall  it  be, 
That  you  a  world  of  curses  undergo. 
Being  the  agents,  or  base  second  means. 
The  cords,  the  ladder,  or  the  hangman  rather? 
O,  pardon  me  that  I  descend  so  low, 
To  show  the  line  and  tlio  predicament 
Wherein  you  range  under  this  subtle  king; 
Shall  it  for  shame  be  ^p()kcn  in  these  days,  170 

Or  fill  up  chronicles  in  time  to  come, 
That  men  of  your  nobility  and  power 
Did  gage  them  both  in  an  unjust  behalf, 
As  l)oth  of  you — God  pardon  it! — have  done. 
To  put  down  Richard,  that  sweet  lovely  rose, 
Ana  plant  this  thorn,  this  canker,  Bolingbroke? 
And  shall  it  in  more  shame  be  further  spoken, 
That  you  are  fool'd.  discarded  and  shook  off 
By  him  for  whom  these  shames  ye  underwent? 
No;  yet  time  serves  wherein  3'ou  may  i-edeem  180 

Your  banish'd  honours  and  restore  yourselves 
Into  the  good  thoughts  of  the  worm  again, 
Revenge  the  jeering  and  disdain'd  contempt 
Of  this  proud  king,  who  studies  day  and  night 
To  answer  all  tli<  •►^ebt  he  owes  to  you 
Even  with  the  bloody  payment  of  your  deaths: 
Therefore,  I  saj', — 

Wor.  Peace,  cousin,  say  no  more: 

And  now  I  will  unclasp  a  secret  book. 
And  to  your  quick-conceiving  discontents 
Y\\  read  3'ou  matter  deep  and  dangerous,  ICO 

As  full  of  peril  and  adventurous  spirit  I 

As  to  o'er-walk  a  current  roaring  loud 
On  the  unstcadfast  footing  of  a  spear. 
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Sot.  If  he  fall  in,  good  night!  or  sink  or  swim: 
Send  danger  from  the  east  unto  the  west, 
So  honour  cross  it  from  the  north  to  south, 
And  let  them  grapple :  O,  the  blood  more  stirs 
To  rouse  a  lion  than  to  start  a  hare ! 

NorUi.  Imagination  of  some  great  exploit 
Drives  him  beyond  the  bounds  of  patience.  2C0 

Hot.  By  heaven,  methinks  it  were  an  easy  leap, 
To  pluck  bright  lionour  from  the  pale-faced  moon, 
Or  dive  into  the  bottom  of  the  deep, 
Where  fathom-line  could  never  touch  the  ground, 
And  pluck  up  drowned  honour  by  the  locks; 
So  he  that  doth  redeem  her  thence  might  wear 
Without  corrival  all  her  dignities: 
But  out  upon  this  hplf -faced  fellowship! 

Wor.  lie  apprehends  a  world  of  figures  here. 
But  not  the  form  of  what  he  should  attend.  210 

Good  cousin,  give  me  audience  for  a  while. 

Hot.  I  cry  you  mercy. 

War.  Those  same  noble  Scots 

That  are  your  prisoners, — 

Hot.  ril  keep  them  all; 

By  God,  ho  shall  not  have  a  Scot  of  them ; 
I*fo,  if  a  Scot  would  save  his  soul,  he  shall  not: 
I'll  keep  them,  by  this  hand. 

Wor.  You  stxirt  away^ 

And  lend  no  ear  unto  my  purposes. 
Those  prisoners  you  shall  keep. 

Hot.  Nay,  I  will;  that's  flat: 

He  said  he  would  not  ransom  Mortimer; 
Forbad  my  toneue  to  speak  of  Mortimer;  220 

But  I  will  find  Tiim  when  he  lies  asleep. 
And  in  his  ear  I'll  holla  **  Mortimer!" 
Nay, 

I'll  have  a  starling  shall  be  taught  to  speak 
Nothing  but  **  Mortimer,"  and  give  it  him. 
To  keep  his  anger  still  in  motion. 

Wor.  Hear  you,  cousin ;  a  word. 

Hot.  All  studies  here  I  solemnly  defy. 
Save  how  to  gall  and  pinch  this  BoHngbrokc: 
And  that  same  sword-and-buckler  Prince  of  Wales,       230 
But  that  I  think  his  father  loves  him  not 
And  would  1x3  ^lad  he  met  with  some  mischance, 
I  would  have  him  poison'd  with  a  pot  of  ale. 

Wor.  Farewell,  kinsman:  I'll  talk  to  you 
When  you  are  better  temper'd  to  attend. 

North    Why,  what  a  wasp-stung  and  impatient  fool 
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Art  thou  to  break  into  this  woman^s  mood. 
Tying  tliinc  ear  to  no  tongue  but  thine  ownl 

Hot  Why,  look  you,  1  am  whipped  and  scourged  with 
rods, 
Nettled  and  stung  with  pismires,  when  I  hear  240 

Of  this  vile  politician,  WoMtigtrfbkc. 
In  Richard's  time, — wliat  do  you  call  the  place? — 
A  pls^ue  upon  it,  it  is  in  Gloucestershire; 
'Twas  where  the  madcap  dulic  his  uncle  kept. 
His  uncle  York;  where  I  first  bow'd  my  knee 
Unto  this  king  of  smiles,  this  Bolingbroke, — 
'Sblood!— 
When  you  and  he  came  back  from  Kavenspurgh. 

North.  At  Berkley  castle. 

Hot.  You  say  true:  250 

Wliy,  what  a  candv  deal  of  courtesy  • 
This  fawning  greyhound  then  did  proffer  me! 
Look;  •*  when  his  infant  fortune  came  to  age," 
And  ** gentle  Harry  Percy,''  ahd  "kihd  cousin;" 
O,  the  devil  take  such  cozeners  I    God  forgive  mc! 
Good  uncle,  tell  your  tale ;  I  have  done. 

Woi\  Nay,  if  you  have  not,  to  it  again; 
We  will  stay  yowt  leisure. 

Hoi.  I  have  done,  i'  faith. 

Wor,  Then  once  more  to  your  Scottish  prisoners. 
Deliver  them  up  without  their  ransom  straight,  280 

And  make  the  Douglas'  son  your  only  mean 
For  powers  in  Scotland;  which,  for  divers  reasons 
Wliich  I  shall  send  you  written,  be  assured, 
Will  easily  be  granted.    You,  my  lord, 

[  To  North  u  mberla  it<K 
Y'our  son  in  Scotland  being  thus  employ'd,  ! 

Slmll  secretly  into  the  bosom  creep  I 

Of  that  same  noble  prelate,  well  beloved, 
Tbe  archbishop. 

Hoi.  Of  York,  is  it  not? 

Wor.  True;  who  bears  hard  270 

His  brother's  death  at  Bristol,  the  Lord  Scroop. 
I  speak  not  this  in  estimation, 
As  what  I  think  might  \)Q,  but  what  I  know 
Is  ruminated,  plotted  and  set  down. 
And  onl}'  stays  but  to  behold  the  face 
Of  that  occasion  that  shall  bring  it  on. 

Hot.  \  smell  it:  upon  my  life,  it  will  do  well.  i 

North,  Before  the  game  is  afoot,  thou  still  let'st  slip.  | 

Hot.  Why,  it  cannot  choose  but  be  a  noble  plot: 
And  then  the  power  of  Scotland  and  of  Y'ork,  280  < 


BCENB  I.]  KING  HENRY  IV.  140 

To  joia  with  Mortimer,  ba? 

War.  And  so  they  shall. 

Hot.  In  faith,  it  is  exceedingly  well  aira*d. 

Wor.  And  His  no  little  reason  bids  us  speed. 
To  save  our  heads  by  raising  of  a  head ; 
For.  bear  ourselves  as  even  as  we  can. 
The  king  will  always  think  him  in  our  debt, 
And  think  we  think  oui*selves  unsatisfied, 
Till  he  hath  found  a  time  to  pay  us  home: 
And  see  already  how  he  doth  begin 
To  make  us  strangers  to  his  looks  of  love.  200 

Hot.  He  does,  he  docs*  we'll  be  revenged  on  him. 
•    Wor.  Cousin,  farewell:  no  further  go  in  this 
Than  I  by  letters  shall  direct  your  course. 
When  time  is  ripe,  which  will  be  suddenly, 
I'll  steal  to  Glendower  and  Lord  Mortimer; 
Where  you  and  Douglas  and  our  powers  at  once. 
As  I  will  fashion  it,  shall  happily  meet, 
To  l)eAr  our  fortunes  in  our  own  strong  arms. 
Which  now  we  hold  at  much  uncertainty. 

North.  Farewell,  good  brother:  we  shall  thrive,  I  trust. 

Hot.  Uncle,  adieu .  O,  let  the  hours  be  short  801 

Till  fields  and  blows  and  groans  applaud  our  sportf 

[Ereunt 

ACT  II. 

Scene  I.    Rochester.    An  inn  yard. 

Enter  a  Carrier  with  a  lantern  %n  his  hand. 

First  Car.  Heigh-ho  I  an  it  be  not  four  by  the  day,  I'll 
be  hanged :  Charles'  wain  is  over  the  new  chimney,  and 
yet  our  horse  not  packed.     What,  ostler! 

Ost.  [Within]  Anon,  anon. 

F\krsi  Car.  I  prithee,  Tom,  beat  Cut's  saddle,  put  a  few 
flocks  in  the  pomt;  poor  jade,  is  wrung  in  the  withers  out 
of  all  cess. 

Enter  another  Carrier. 

See.  Car.  Peas  and  l)ean3  arc  as  dank  here  as  a  dog.  and 
that  is  the  next  way  to  give  poor  jades  the  bots .  this  house 
is  turned  upside  down  smce  Robin  Ostler  died. 

Ftrst  Car.  Poor  fellow,  never  joyed  since  the  price  of 
oats  rose;  it  was  the  deatli  of  him. 

8ee.  Car.  I  think  this  be  the  most  villanous  house  in  all 
London  road  for  fleas:  I  am  stung  like  a  tench. 

First  Car.  Like  a  tench  1  by  the  mass,  there  is  ne'er  a 
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king  christen  could  be  better  bit  than  I  have  been  since  the 
first  cock.  20 

Sec.  Car.  Whj,  they  will  allow  us  ne'er  a  Jordan,  and 
then  we  leak  in  your  chimney;  and  your  chamber-lie 
breeds  flees  like  a  loach. 

First  Car.  What,  ostler  I  come  away  and  be  hanged! 
come  away. 

Sec.  Car.  I  have  a  gammon  of  bacon  and  two  razes  of 
ginger,  to  be  delivered  as  far  as  Charin^-cross. 

Mrat  Car.  God's  body  I  the  turkeys  m  my  pannier  arc 
quite  starved.  What,  ostler  I  A  plague  on  thee!  hast  thou 
never  nn  eye  in  thy  head?  canst  not  near?  An  'twere  not 
as  good  deed  as  drink,  to  break  the  pate  on  thee,  I  am  u 
very  villain.     Come,  and  be  hanged!  hast  no  faith  in  thee? 

Enter  Gadshill. 

Oads,  Good  morrow,  carriers.     What's  o'clock? 

First  Car.  I  think  it  be  two  o'clock. 

Gads.  I  prithee,  lend  me  thy  lantern,  to  see  my  gelding 
in  the  stable. 

First  Car.  Nay,  by  God,  soft;  I  know  a  trick  worth  two 
of  that,  i'  faith.  41 

Oads.  I  pray  thee,  lend  me  thine. 

See.  Car.  Ay,  when?  canst  tell?  Lend  me  thy  lantern, 
quoth  he  ?  marry,  I'll  see  thee  handed  first. 

Oads.  Sirrah  carrier,  what  time  do  you  mean  to  come  to 
London? 

See.  Car.  Time  enough  to  go  to  bed  with  a  candle,  I 
warrant  thee.  Come,  neighbor  Mugs,  we'll  call  up  the 
gentlemen :  they  will  along  with  company,  for  they  have 
great  charge.  "       51 

[Exeunt  Carriers. 

Oads.  What,  ho!  chamberlain! 
■  Uiam.  [  Within]  At  hand,  quoth  pick-purse. 

Oads.  That's  even  as  fair  as — at  hand,  cjuoth  the  cham- 
berlain; for  thou  variest  no  more  from  picking  of  purses 
than  giving  direction  doth  from  labouring;  thou  layest  the 
plot  how. 

Enter  Chamberlain. 

Cham.  Good  morrow,  Master  Gadshill.  It  holds  current 
that  I  told  you  yesternight:  there's  a  franklin  in  the  wild 
of  Kent  hath  brought  three  hundred  marks  with  him  in 
gold:  I  heard  him  tell  it  to  one  of  his  company  last  night 
at  supper;  a  kind  of  auditor;  one  that  hath  abundance  of 
charge  too,  God  knows  what.  They  are  up  already,  and 
call  for  eggs  and  butter;  they  "will  away  presently. 
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Gads.  Sirrah,  if  they  meet  not  with  Saint  Nicliolas' 
clerks.  I'll  give  tliee  this  neck. 

Cham.  lio,  III  none  of  it:  I  pray  thee,  keep  that  for  the 
hangman ;  for  I  know  thou  worshippest  Saint  Nicholas  as 
triilv  as  a  man  of  falsehood  may. 

UaiU.  What  talkest  thou  to  me  of  the  hangman?  If  I 
han^,  I'll  make  a  fat  pair  of  gallows;  for  if  I  hang,  okl 
Sir  John  han^  with  me,  and  thou  knowest  he  is  no  starve- 
ling. Tut  I  there  are  other  Trojans  that  thou  dreamest  not 
of,  the  which  for  sport  sake  are  content  to  do  the  profes- 
sion some  grace;  that  would,  if  matters  should  be  looked 
into,  for  their  own  credit  sake,  make  all  whole.  I  am 
joined  with  no  foot-land  rakers,  no  long  stall  sixpenny 
strikers,  none  pf  these  mad  mustachio  purplc-hued  malt- 
worms;  but  with  nobility  and  tranquillity,  burgomasters 
and  great  one3'ers,  such  as  can  hold  m,  such  as  will  strike 
sooner  than  speak,  and  speak  sooner  than  drink,  and  drink 
sooner  than  pray:  and  yet,  'zounds,  I  lie;  for  they  pray 
continually  to  their  saint,  the  commonwealth;  or  rather, 
not  pray  to  her,  but  prey  on  her,  for  they  ride  up  and  down 
on  her  and  make  her  their  boots.  91 

Cham,  What,  the  commonwealth  their  boots?  will  sho 
hold  out  water  in  foul  way? 

Oads.  She  will,  she  will ;  justice  hath  liquored  her.  We 
steal  as  in  a  castle,  cock-sure ;  we  have  the  receipt  of  fern- 
seed,  we  walk  invisible. 

Cham.  Nay,  by  my  faith,  I  think  you  are  more  behold- 
ing to  the  night  than  to  fern-seed  for  your  walking  invis- 
ible. 

Gads.  Give  mc  thy  hand :  thou  shalt  have  a  share  in  our 
purchase,  as  I  am  a  true  man.  101 

Cham,  Nay,  rather  let  me  have  it,  as  3'ou  are  a  false 
thief. 

Gads.  Go  to;  "homo"  is  a  common  name  to  all  men. 
Bid  the  ostler  bring  my  gelding  out  of  the  stable.  Fare- 
well, you  muddy  knave.  [Exeunt. 


Scene  II.     2'he  7iigh%cay,  near  Gadshill. 

Enter  Prince  Henby  and  Poinb. 

Poins.  Come,  shelter,  shelter:  I  have  removed  Falstafl's 
horse,  and  he  frets  like  a  gummed  velvet. 
Prince,  Stand  close. 

Enter  Falsctaff. 

JFb^.  PoIds!    Poins,  and  be  banged!    Poins  I 
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Prinze.  Peace,  ye  fat-kidneycd  rascal !  what  a  brawling 
dost  thou  keep  I 

Fal.  Where's  Poins,  Hal? 

Prince,  llo  is  walked  up  to  the  top  of  the  hill:  I'll  go 
seek  him.  9 

Pal.  I  am  accursed  to  rob  in  that  thicfs  company:  the 
rascal  hath  removed  my  horse,  and  tied  him  I  know  not 
where/  If  I  tnivol  but  four  foot  by  the  squier  further 
afoot,  I  shall  break  my  wind.  Well,  I  doul)t  not  but  to 
die  a  fair  death  for  ail  this,  if  I  'scape  hanging  for  killing 
that  rogue.  I  have  forsworn  his  company  hourly  nnv  time 
this  two  and  twenty  years,  and  yet  I  am  bewitched  with 
the  rogue's  company.  If  the  rascal  have  not  given  mc 
medicines  "to  make  mc  love  him,  I'll  be  hanged:  it  could 
not  be  else ;  I  have  drunk  medicines.  Poins!  Hal !  a  plague 
upon  you  both  I  BardolphI  Pcto!  Til  starve  ere  I'll  rob 
a  foot  further.  An  'twere  not  as  good  a  deed  as  drink,  to 
turn  true  man  and  to  leave  these  rogues.  I  am  the  veriest 
varlet  that  ever  chewed  with  a  tooth.  Eight  yards  of  un- 
even ground  is  threescore  and  ten  miles  afoot  with  me;  and 
the  stony-hearted  villains  know  it  well  enough ;  a  plaffuc 
upon  it  when  thieves  cannot  be  true  one  to  another!  [They 
tohistle.]  Whewl  A  plague  upon  you  all!  Give  me  my 
horse,  you  rogues;  give  me  my  horse,  and  be  hanged! 

Prince.  Peace,  ve  fat-guts!  lie  down;  \ny  thine  ear  closo 
to  the  ground  anu  list  if  thou  canst  hear  the  tread  of  trav- 
ellers. 

Fal.  Have  you  any  levers  to  lift  me  up  again,  being 
down?  'Sblood,  I'll  not  bear  mine  own  flesh  so  far  afoot 
a^ain  for  all  the  coin  in  thy  father's  exchequer.  What  a 
plague  mean  ye  to  colt  mc  thus?  40 

Prince.  Thou  liest;  thou  art  notcolted,  thou  art  uncolted. 

Fal.  I  prithee,  good  Prince  Hal,  help  me  to  my  horse, 
good  king's  son. 

Pnnce.  Out,  ye  rogue!  shall  I  be  your  ostler? 

Fal,  Go,  hang  thyself  in  thine  own  heir-apparent  gar- 
ters! If  I  be  ta'en,  I'll  ]X!ach  for  this.  An  I  have  not  bal- 
lads made  on  you  all  and  sung  to  fllthy  tunes,  let  a  cup  of 
sack  be  my  ]x>ison :  when  a  jest  i-s  so  forward,  and  afoot 
too !    I  hate  it. 

Enter  Gadshill,  BAUDOLPn  and  Peto  with  1dm. 

Odds.  Stand. 

Fal.  So  I  do,  against  my  will. 

Pnm.  O,  'tis  our  setter:  I  know  his  voice.     Bardolph, 
what  news? 
Bard.  Case  ye,  case  ye;  on  with  your  vizards:  there's 
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in<5ncv  of  the  king's  coming  down  the  Jilll ;  'tis  going  to 
the  kind's  cxclicqucr. 

Fal.  You  lie,  ye  rogue;  'tis  going  to  the  king's  tavem. 

Oads.  There's  enough  to  make  us  all.  60 

yal.  To  he  hanged. 

Prince.  Sire,  you  four  shall  front  them  in  the  narrow 
lane;  Ned  Poins  and  I  will  walk  lower:  if  they  'scaixj  from 
your  encounter,  then  they  light  on  us. 

JPeto.  How  many  be  there  of  them? 

Oads,  Some  eight  or  ten. 

FcU.  'Zounds,  will  they  not  rob  us? 

Prince.  What,  a  coward,  Sir  John  Paunch? 

Fal.  Indeed,  I  am  not  John  of  Gaunt,  your  grandfather; 
but  yet  no  coward,  Hal,  70 

Prince,  Well,  we  leave  that  to  the  proof. 

Poins.  Sirrah  Jack,  thy  horse  stands  behind  the  hedge  •. 
when  thou  needest  him,  there  thou  shalt  find  him.  Fare- 
well, and  stand  fust. 

Fal.  Now  cannot  I  strike  him,  if  I  should  be  hanged. 

Pnnce.  Ned,  where  are  our  disguises? 

Poins,  Here,  hard  by:  stand  close. 

[Ejreu7it  Pinncc  arul  Poins. 

Fal.  Now,  my  masters,  happy  man  be  his  dole,  say  1 ; 
every  man  to  his  business. 

Enter  the.  Travellers. 

First  Trav,  Ck>me,  neighbour:  the  boy  shall  lead  our 
horses  down  the  hill;  we'll  walk  afoot  awhile,  and  ease  our 
legs 

Thieves.  Standi 

Travellers,  Jesus  bless  us! 

Fal.  Strike;  down  with  them;  cut  the  villains' throats; 
ah!  whoreson  caterpillars  1  bacon-fed  knaves!  they  hate  us 
youth:  down  with  them:  fleece  them.  90 

Travellers.  O,  we  are  undone,  both  we  and  ours  for  ever  I 

FaL  Hang  ye,  gorbellied  knaves,  arc  ye  undone?  No, 
ye  fat  chuffs;  I  would  your  store  were  here!  On,  bacons, 
on!  What,  ye  knaves!  young  men  must  live.  You  arc 
grandjurors,  are  ye?  we'll  jure  ye.  'faith. 

[Here  they  rob  thein  and  bind  them.  Exeunt. 

He-enter  Prii^ck  Henky  and  Ponfs. 

Pnnee,  The  thieves  have  bound  the  true  men.  Now 
could  thou  and  I  rob  the  thieves  and  go  merrily  to  liOndon. 
It  would  be  argument  for  a  week,  laughter  for  a  month  and 
a  good  Jest  forever. 

PiHns.  Stand  close;  1  hear  them  coming. 

Entetlht  Thieves  again. 
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FcU,  Come,  my  masters,  let  us  ^hare,  and  then  to  liorse 
before  day.     An  the  Prince  and  Poins  be  not  two  arrant 
cowards,  there's  no  equity  stirring:  there's  no  more  valor 
in  that  Poins  than  in  a  wild-duck. 
Prince.  Your  monev  I 

Bnng.  Villains  1       '  110 

[As  they  are  sharing,  the  Prince  and  Poins  set  upon 
them;  they  all  run  aicay;  and  FaZstaff,  after  a 
blow  or  tico^  runs  away  too,  leaving  the  booty  behind 
them.^ 
Prince,  Oot  with  much  case.    Now  merrily^  to  horse* 
The  thieves  are  all  scatter'd  and  possessed  with  fear 
So  strongly  that  they  dare  not  meet  each  other; 
Each  takes  his  fellow  for  an  officer. 
Away,  good  Ned.     Falstaff  sweats  to  death, 
And  lards  the  lean  earth  as  he  walks  along: 
Wcre't  not  for  laughing,  I  should  pity  him. 
Poins,  How  the  rogue  roar'dl  [Exeunt, 

ScENB  III.     Warkioorth  castle. 

Enter  Hotspur,  solus,  reading  a  letter. 

Hot.  "But,  for  mine  own  part,  my  lord,  I  could  be  well 
contented  to  be  there,  in  respect  of  the  love  I  bear  your 
house.*'  He  could  be  contented:  why  is  he  not,  then?  In 
respect  of  the  love  he  bears  our  house:  he  shows  in  this, 
he  loves  his  own  barn  better  than  he  loves  our  house.  Let 
me  see  some  more.  '*  The  purpose  you  undertake  is  dan- 
gerous;"— wh^,  that's  certain :  'tis  dangerous  to  take  a  cold, 
to  sleep,  to  drink;  but  I  tell  you,  my  lord  fool,  out  of  this 
nettle,  danger,  we  pluck  this  flower,  safety.  *'The  pur- 
pose you  undertake  is  dangerous;  the  friends  you  have 
named  uncertain ;  the  time  itself  unsorted ;  and  your  whole 
plot  too  light  for  the  counterpoise  of  so  great  an  opposi- 
tion." Say  you  so,  say  you  so?  I  say  unto  you  again,  you 
are  a  shallow  cowardly  hind,  and  you  lie.  What  a  luck- 
brain  is  this!  By  the  Lord,  our  plot  is  a  good  plot  as  ever 
was  laid;  our  friends  true  and  constant:  a  good  plot,  good 
friends,  and  full  of  expectation ;  nn  excellent  plot,  very  good 
friends.  What  a  frosty -spirited  roffuc  is  this!  Why,  my 
lord  of  York  commends  the  plot  and  the  general  course  of 
the  action.  'Zounds,  an  I  were  now  by  this  rascal,  I  could 
brain  him  with  his  lady's  fan.  Is  there  not  my  father,  my 
uncle  and  myself?  l5rd  Edmund  Mortimer,  my  lord  of  York 
and  Owen  Ghndower?  is  there  not  besides  the  Douglas? 
have  I  not  all  their  letters  to  meet  me  in  arms  by  the  ninth 
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of  the  next  month?  and  arc  they  not  some  of  them  set  for 
ward  already?  What  a  pagan  rascal  is  this!  an  inlidel! 
Ha!  you  shall  see  now  in  verv  sincerity  of  fear  and  cold 
heart,  will  he  to  the  king  and  lay  open  all  our  proceedings. 
O,  I  could  divide  myself  and  go  to  buffets,  for  moving 
such  a  dish  of  skim  milk  with  so  honourable  an  action! 
Hang  him  I  let  him  tell  the  king:  we  are  prepared.  I  will 
set  forward  to-night. 

Enter  Lady  Percy. 

How  now,  Kate!  I  must  leave  you  within  these  two  hours. 

Lady.  O,  my  good  lord,  why  are  you  thus  alone?         40 
For  what  offence  have  I  this  fortnight  been 
A  banished  woman  from  mjf  Harry^  bed? 
Tell  me,  sweet  lord,  what  is  't  that  takes  from  thee 
Thy  stomach,  pleasiu'c  and  thy  golden  sleep? 
"Why  dost  thou  bend  thine  eyes  upon  the  earth. 
And  start  so  often  when  thou  sit'st  alone? 
Why  hast  thou  lost  the  fresh  blood  in  thy  cheeks; 
Ancl  ^iven  my  treasures  and  my  rights  of  thee 
To  thick-eyed  musing  and  cursed  melancholy? 
In  thy  faint  slumbers  I  by  thee  have  watch'cf,  50 

And  heard  thee  murmur  tales  of  iron  wars; 
Speak  terms  of  manage  to  thy  bounding  steed; 
Cry  ''Courage!  to  the  field!"  And  thou  hast  talked 
Of  sallies  and  retires,  of  trenches,  tents. 
Of  palisadoes,  frontiers,  parapets, 
Of  basilisks,  of  cannon,  culverin^ 
Of  prisoners'  ransom  and  of  soldiers  slain, 
Ana  all  the  currents  of  a  heady  fight. 
Thy  spirit  within  thee  has  been  so  at  war 
And  thus  has  so  bestirr'd  thee  in  thy  sleep,  GO 

That  beads  of  sweat  have  stood  upon  thy  brow. 
Like  bubbles  in  a  late-disturbed  stream; 
And  in  thy  face  strange  motions  have  appeared, 
Buch  as  we  see  when  men  restrain  their  breath 
On  some  great  sudden  liest.     O,  what  portents  are  these? 
Some  heavy  business  hath  my  lord  in  hand, 
And  I  must  know  it,  else  he  loves  me  not. 

Hat.  What,  hoi 

Enter  Servant, 

Is  Gilliams  with  the  packet  gone? 
Sere,  He  ia,  my  lord,  an  hour  ago. 
Hoi.  Hath  Butler  brought  those  horses  from  the  sheriff? 
8erv,  One  horse,  my  lord,  he  brought  even  now.  71 

Hot,  What  horse?  a  roan,  a  crop-ear,  is  it  not? 
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8erv.  It  Is,  my  lord. 

Hot.  That  roan  shall  be  my  throne. 

Well,  I  will  back  him  straight:  O  esperance! 
Bid  Butler  lead  him  forth  into  the  park. 

[EeU  Servant 

Lady.  But  hear  you,  my  lord. 

Hot.  What  sa^'st  thou,  my  lady? 

Lady,  What  is  it  carries  you  away? 

Hot.  Why,  my  horse,  my  love,  my  horse. 

Zoif;^.  Out,  you  mad-headed  ape  I  80 

A  weasel  hath  not  such  a  deal  of  spleen 
As  YOU  are  tossed  with.     In  faith, 
I'll  know  your  business,  Harry,  that  I  will. 
I  fear  my  brother  Mortimer  doth  stir 
About  his  title,  and  has  sent  for  you 
To  line  his  enterprise :  but  if  you  go, — 

Hot.  So  far  afoot,  I  shall  be  weary,  love. 

Ijody.  Come,  come,  you  paraqnito,  answer  me 
Directly  unto  this  question  that  I  ask: 
In  faith,  I'll  break  thy  little  finger,  Harry,  00 

An  if  thou  wilt  not  tell  mc  all  things  true. 

Hot.  Away, 
Away,  you  trifler!    Love  I    I  love  thee  not, 
I  care  not  for  thee,  Kate :  this  is  no  world 
To  play  with  maminets  and  to  tilt  with  lips: 
We  must  have  bloody  noses  and  crack'd  crowns, 
Aud  pass  them  current  too.    God's  me,  my  horse  1 
What  say'st  thou,  Kate?  what  would'st  thou  have  with  rac? 

Lady.  Do  you  not  love  me?  do  you  not,  indeed? 
Well,  do  not  then;  for  since  you  love  me  not,  100 

I  will  not  love  myself.  Do  you  not  love  me? 
Nay,  tell  me  if  you  speak  in  jest  or  no. 

Hot.  Come,  wilt  thou  see  me  ride? 
And  when  I  am  o'  horseback,  I  will  swear 
I  love  thee  infinitely.     But  hark  you,  Kate; 
I  must  not  have  you  henceforth  question  me 
Whither  I  go,  nor  reason  whereabout: 
AVhitlier  I  must,  I  must;  and,  to  conclude. 
This  evening  must  I  leave  you,  gentle  Kate. 
I  know  you  wise,  but  yet  no  farther  wise  110 

Than  Harry  Percy's  wife:  constant  you  are. 
But  yet  a  woman :  and  for  secrecy, 
No  lady  closer;  for  I  well  believe 
Thou  wilt  not  utter  what  thou  dost  not  know; 
And  so  far  will  I  trust  thee,  gentle  Kate. 

Lady.  How!  so  far? 

^ot.  Not  an  inch  further.    But  hark  you,  Kate: 
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Whither  I  go,  thither  shall  you  go  too; 
To-day  will  I  set  forth,  to-inorrow  you. 
Will  this  content  you,  Kate? 
Lady,         It  must  of  force.  [Exeunt    120 


Scene  IV.     27w?  Boafi-Head  Tavern,  Eastelicap, 
Enter  tlie  Prikce  and  Poufs, 

Piince.  Ned,  prithee,  come  out  of  that  fat  room,  and 
lend  me  thy  hand  to  laugh  a  little. 

Pains.   Where  hast  been,  Hal? 

Prince,  With  three  or  four  loggerheads  amongst  three  or 
four  score  hogsheads.  I  have  soundeil  the  very  base-string 
of  humility.  Sirrah,  I  am  sworn  brother  to  a  leash  of 
drawers;  and  can  call  them  all  by  their  christen  names,  as 
Tom,  Dick,  and  Francis.  They  take  it  already  upon  tlieir 
salvation,  that  though  I  be  but  Prince  of  Wales,  yet  I  am 
the  king  of  courtesy;  and  tell  me  flatly  I  am  no  proud  Jack, 
like  FuTstaff,  but  a  Corinthian,  a  lad  of  mettle,  a  good  boy, 
by  the  Lord,  so  they  call  me,  and  when  I  am  king  of  Eng- 
land, I  shall  command  all  the  good  lads  in  Eastcheap. 
They  call  drinking  deep,  dyeing  scarlet;  and  when  you 
breathe  in  your  watering,  they  cry  "hem  I"  and  bid  you 
play  it  off.  To  conclude,  I  am  so  good  a  proficient  in  one 
quarter  of  an  hour,  that  I  can  di'ink  with  any  tinker  in  his 
own  language  during  my  life.  I  tell  thee,  Ned,  thou  h;ist 
lost  mucli  honour,  that  thou  wert  not  with  me  in  this  action. 
But,  s^veet  Ned, — to  sweeten  which  name  of  Ned,  I  give 
thee  this  pennyworth  of  sugar,  clapped  even  now  into  my 
hand  by  an  under-skinker,  one  that  never  spake  other  Eng- 
lish in  his  life  than  **Ei^ht  shillings  and  sixpence,''  and 
"You  are  welcome,"  with  this  shrill  addition,  "Anon, 
anon,  sir!  Score  a  pint  of  bastard  in  the  Half-moon,"  or 
so.  But,  Ned,  to  drive  away  the  time  till  Falstaff  come,  I 
prithee,  do  thou  stand  in  some  by -mom,  while  I  question 
my  puny  drawer  to  what  end  he  gave  mo  the  sugar;  and 
do  thou  never  leave  calling  "  Francis,"  that  his  tale  to  me 
may  be  nothing  but  "Anon."  Step  aside,  and  Til  show 
thee  a  precedent. 

Pcfine,  Francis! 

Prince.  Thou  art  perfect. 

Pdine.  Francis  I  [ShntPinnM.    40 

Enter  Frakcis. 

Jfh'an.  Anon,  anon,  sir.  Look  down  into  the  Pomgar- 
iiet»  Balph. 
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Prince,  Come  hither,  Francis. 

I&an.  My  lord? 

Prince,  How  long  hast  thou  to  serve,  Franci.s? 

Fi'an.  Forsooth,  five  years,  and  as  much  as  to — 

Poins,  [  Wiihvi]  Francis ! 

Fian.  Anon,  anon,  sir.  49 

Prince.  Five  year  I  by'r  lady,  a  long  lease  for  the  clink- 
ing of  pewter.  But,  Francis,  darest  thou  be  so  valiant  as 
to  play  the  coward  with  thy  indenture  and  show  it  a  fair 
pair  of  heels  and  i*un  from  it? 

Fran,  O  Lord,  sir,  I'll  be  sworn  upon  all  the  books  in 
England,  I  could  find  in  my  heart. 

Poins.  [Within'^  Francis  I 

Jf^an.  Anon,  sir. 

Prince.  How  old  art  thou,  Francis? 

Fran.  Let  me  see — about  Michaelmas  next  I  shall  be — 

Poins.  [Within'j  Francis!  60 

Fran.  Anon,  sir.     Pray  stay  a  little,  my  lord. 

Prince.  Nay,'*but  hark  you,  Francis-  for  the  sugar  thou 
gavest  me,  *twas  a  pennyworth,  wast't  not  ? 

Fran.  O  Lord,  I  would  it  had  been  two ! 

Prince.  I  will  give  thee  for  it  a  thousand  pound:  ask 
me  when  thou  wilt,  and  thou  shalt  have  it.  70 

Pains.  [Within'\  Francis! 

FVan.  Anon,  anon. 

Prince.  Anon,  Francis?  No,  Francis;  but  to-morrow, 
Francis;  or  Francis,  o*  Thursday;  or  indeed,  Francis,  when 
thou  wilt.  But,  Francis! 

IfVan.  My  lord? 

Prince.  Wilt  thou  rob  this  leathern  jerkin,  crystal-but- 
ton, not-pated,  agate-ring,  puke-stocking,  cadclis-garter, 
smooth-tongue,  Spanish-pouch, —  80 

Fhin.  O  Lord,  sir,  who  do  you  mean? 

Prince.  Why,  then,  your  brown  bastard  is  your  only 
drink;  for  look  you.  Francis,  your  white  canvas  doublet 
will  sullv:  in  Barbary,  sir,  it  cannot  come  to  bo  much. 

Fran.' WhAU  sir? 

Poins.  [TTtYAm]  Francis! 

Prince.  Away,  you  rogue!  dost  thou  not  hear  them  call? 
[Here  they  both  cau  him;  tlie  drawer  stands  amazed^  not  knoic- 
tng  which  way  to  go. 

Enter  Vintner. 

Vini.  What,  atandest  thou  still,  and  hearest  such  a  call- 
ing? Look  to  the  guests  within.  [Exit  Frands.]  My 
lord,  old  Sir  John,  with  half  a-dozen  more,  are  at  the 
door:  shall  I  let  them  in? 
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Prince,  Let  them  alone  awhile,  and  then  open  the  door. 
[£b:it  Vintner.]    PoinsI 

Be-enie)'  Poins. 

Pains.  Anon,  anon,  sir. 

Prince.  Sirrah,  Falstaff  and  the  rest  of  the  thieves  are 
at  the  door:  shall  we  be  merry?  99 

Poins.  As  merry  as  crickets,  my  lad.  But  hark  ye; 
what  cunning  match  have  you  made  with  this  jest  of  the 
drawer?  come,  what's  the  issue? 

Prince.  I  am  now  of  all  humours  that  have  showed 
themselves  humours  smcc  the  old  days  of  goodman  Adam 
to  the  pupil  age  of  this  present  twelve  o'clock  at  midnight. 

Be-enter  Francis. 

What's  o'clock,  Francis? 
Fran.  Anon,  anon,  sir.  [Exit.     109 

Prince.  That  ever  this  fellow  should  have  fewer  words 
than  a  parrot,  and  yet  the  son  of  n  woman !  His  industry 
is  up'Stairs  and  down-stairs;  his  eloquence  the  parcel  of  a 
reckoning.  I  am  not  yet  of  Percy's  mind,  the  Hotspur  of 
the  north;  he  that  kills  me  some  six  or  seven  dozen  of 
Scots  at  a  breakfsist,  washes  his  hands,  and  says  to  his  wife 
"Fie  upon  this  quiet  life!  I  want  work."  "O  my  sweet 
Harry,"  says  she,  '*how  many  hast  thou  killed  to-day?* 
"Give  my  roan  horse  a  drench,"  says  he;  and  answers 
"Some  fourteen,"  an  hour  after;  *'a  trifle,  a  trifle."  I 
prithee,  call  in  Falstaff:  I'll  play  Percy,  and  that  damned 
brawn  shall  play  Dame  Mortimer  his  wife.  *'  Rivo!"  says 
the  drunkard.     Call  in  ribs,  call  in  tallow. 

Etiter   Faxstapp,    Gadshill,    Baiidolpii,    and   Peto; 

Francis  following  %oiih  wine. 

Poins.  Welcome.  Jack:  where  hast  thou  been? 

Fat.  A  plague  of  all  cowards,  I  say,  and  a  vengeance 
too!  marr^r,  and  amen!  Give  me  a  cup  of  sack,  bov.  Ere 
I  lead  this  life  long,  I'll  sew  nether  stocl -?  and  mend 
tjem  and  foot  them  too.  A  plague  of  all  cowards!  Give 
me  a  cup  of  sack,  rogue.     Is  there  no  virtue  extant? 

[IlrdrinJaf. 

Prince.  Didst  thou  never  see  Titan  kiss  a  dish  of  butter? 
pitiful -hearted  Titan,  that  melted  at^^^hc  sweet  talc  of  tlic 
sun's  1  if  thou  didst,  then  behold  that  Compound. 

Fal.  You  rogue,  here's  lime  in  this  sack  too :  there  is 
nothing  but  roguery  to  be  found  in  villanous  man:  yet  a 
coward  is  worse  than  a  cup  of  sack  with  lime  in  it.  A 
villanous  coward!    Go  thy  ways,  old  Jack;  die  when  thou 
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wilt,  if  manliood,  good  manhood,  be  not  foigot  upon  tho 
face  of  the  earth,  then  am  I  a  shotten  herring.  There  live 
not  three  good  men  unhanged  in  England;  and  one  of 
them  is  fat  and  grows  old:  God  help  the  while!  a  bad 
world,  I  say.  I  would  I  .were  a  weaver;  I  could  sing 
psalms  or  any  thing.    A  plague. of  all  cowards,  I  say  still. 

Prince.  How  now,  wool-sack!  what  mutter  you?        149 

FaL  A  king's  son  I  If  I  do  not  beat  thee  out  of  thy  king- 
dom with  a  dagger  of  lath  and  drive  all  thy  subjects  afore 
thee  like  a  flocK  of  wild-geese,  I'll  never  wear  hair  on  my 
face  more.     You  Prince  of  Wales! 

Prince,  Why,  you  whoreson  round  man,  what's  the 
matter? 

Fed.  Are  not  you  a  coward?  answer  me  to  that:  and 
Poins  there? 

Poim.  'Zounds,  ye  fat  paunch,  an  ye  call  me  coward,  by 
the  Lord,  I'll  stab  thee.  160 

Fal.  I  call  thee  coward!  I'll  see  thee  damned  ere  I  call 
thee  coward :  but  I  would  give  a  thousand  pound  I  could 
nm  as  fast  as  thou  canst.  You  are  straight  enough  in  tho 
shoulders,  you  care  not  who  sees  your  back :  call  you  that 
backing  of  your  friends?    A  plague  upon  such  backing! 

five  me  them  that  will  face  me.  Give  me  a  cup  of  sack: 
am  a  rogue,  if  I  drunk  to-day. 

Prince.  O  villain!  thy  lips  are  scarce  wiped  sidce  thou 
drunkest  last  171 

Fal.  All's  one  for  that.  [He  drinks,]  A  plague  of  all 
cowards,  still  say  I. 

Prince.  What  s  the  matter? 

FcU.  What's  the  matter!  there  be  four  of  us  here  have 
ta'en  a  thousand  pound  this  day  morning. 

Prince.  Where  is  it,  Jack?  where  is  ii? 

Fal.  Where  is  it!  taken  from  us  it  is:  a  hundred  upon 
poor  four  of  us.  180 

Prince.  What,  a  hundred,  man? 

Fdl.  I  am  a  rogue,  if  I  were  not  at  half -sword  with  a 
dozen  of  them  two  hours  together.  I  have  'scai)ed  by 
miracle.^  I  am  eight  times  thrust  thi^ugh  the  doublet,  four 
througli  the  hose ;'  my  buckler  cut  through  and  through: 
my  sword  hacked  like  a  hand-saw — ecce  signum!  I  never 
dealt  better  since  I  was  a  man:  all  would  not  do.  A  plague 
of  all  cowards!  Let  them  speak:  if  they  speak  more  or 
less  than  truth,  they  arc  villains  and  the  sons  of  darkness. 

Prifice.  Speak,  sirs;  how  was  it?  193 

Oadt.  We  four  set  upon  some  dozen — 

Fal.  Sixteen  at  least,  my  lord. 

Gads.  And  bound  them. 
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JPeto.  No,  no,  they  were  not  bound. 

Fed.  You  rogue,  they  were  bound,  cTcry  man  of  them ; 
or  I  am  a  Jew  else,  an  Ebrcw  Jew. 

OadM.  As  we  were  sharing,  some  six  or  seven  fresh  men 
pet  upon  us —  200 

Ikd,  And  unbound  the  rest,  and  then  come  in  the  other. 

Prince.  What;  fought  you  with  them  all? 

FcU.  All!  I  know  not  what  you  call  all;  but  if  I  fought 
not  with  fifty  of  them,  I  am  a  bunch  of  radish:  if  there 
were  not  two  or  three  and  fifty  upon  poor  old  Jack,  Uiou 
am  I  no  two-]eg.s:cd  creature.  200 

Prince.  Pray  God  you  have  not  murdered  some  of  thorn. 

JFW.  Nay,  that's  past  praying  for:  I  have  peppered  two 
of  them;  two  I  am  sure  I  have  paid,  tw^o  rogues  in  buckram 
suits.  I  tell  thee  what,  Hal,  if  1  tell  thee  a  lie,  spit  in  my 
face,  call  me  horse.  Thou  knowcst  my  old  ward;  here  I 
lay,  and  thus  I  bore  my  point.  Four  rogues  in  buckram 
let  drive  at  me — 

Prince.  What,  four?  thou  saidst  but  two  even  now. 

FcU.  Four,  Hal;  I  told  thee  four.  -220 

Poins.  Ay,  ay,  he  said  four. 

Fal.  These  four  came  all  a- front,  and  mainly  thrust  at 
me.  I  made  me  no  more  ado  but  took  all  their  seven 
points  in  my  target,  thus. 

Prince.  Seven?  why,  there  were  but  four  even  now. 

FcU.  In  buckram? 

Pnne.  Ay,  four,  in  buckram  suits. 

Fal.  Seven,  by  these  hilts,  or  I  am  a  villain  else.        280 

Prince.  Prithee,  let  him  alone;  we  shall  have  more  anon. 

FcU.  Dost  thou  hear  me,  Hal? 

Prince.  Ay,  and  mark  thee  too,  Jack. 

Fal.  Do  so,  for  it  is  worth  the  listening  to.  These  nine 
in  buckram  that  I  told  thee  of — 

Prince.  So,  two  more  already. 

Fal.  Their  points  being  broken, — 

Pfini.  Down  fell  their  hose.  239 

Fal.  Began  to  give  me  ground :  but  I  followed  me  close, 
came  in  foot  and  Irnnd;  and  with  a  thought  seven  of  the 
eleven  I  paid. 

Prince.  O  monstrous!  eleven  buckram  men  grown  out  of 
twol 

FcU.  But,  as  the  devil  would  have  it,  three  misbegotten 
knaves  in  Kendal  ffreen  came  at  my  back  and  let  drive  at 
me;  for  it  was  so  dark,  Hal,  that  thou  couldst  not  see  thy 
hand. 

Prince.  These  lies  are  like  their  father  that  begets  them; 
gross  as  a  mountain,  open,  palpable.  Wliy,  uiou  day- 
IB  ax.  n.— 6 
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brained  guts,  thou  knotty-patcd  fool,  thou  whoreson, 
obscene,  greasy  tallow-catch, — 

Fal.  AViiat,  art  thou  mad?  art  thou  mad?  is  not  the 
truth  the  truth? 

Pnnce,  Why,  how  couldst  thou  know  these  men  in 
Kendal  creen,  when  it  was  so  dark  thou  couldst  not  sec 
thy  hand?  come,  tell  us  your  reason:  what  sayest  thou  to 
this?  259 

Poins,  Come,  your  reason,  Jack,  your  reason. 

Fal.  What,  upon  compulsion?  'iSounds,  an  I  were  at  the 
strappado,  or  all  the  racks  in  the  world,  I  would  not  tell 
you  on  compulsion.  Give  you  a  reason  on  compulsion!  if 
reiisons  were  as  plentiful  as  blackberries,  I  would  give  uo 
man  a  reason  upon  compulsion,  I. 

Priiiee.  V\\  be  no  longer  guilty  of  this  sin;  this  sanguine 
coward,  this  bed-presscr,  this  hoi'seback-brcaker,  this  huge 
hill  of  flesh,--  2G0 

Fal,  'Sblood,  you  starveling,  you  elf-skin,  yon  dried 
neat's  tongue,  you  bull's  pizzle,  you  stock-fish!  O  for 
brciith  to  utter  what  is  like  thee!  vou  tailor's-yard,  you 
sheath,  you  bow-case,  you  vile  standing-tuck, — 

Prince,  Well,  breathe  awhile,  and  then  to  it  again:  and 
when  thou  hast  tired  thyself  in  base  comparisons,  hear  roc 
speak  but  this. 

Pinns.  Mark,  Jack. 

Pnnee.  We  two  saw  you  four  set  on  four  and  bound  them, 
and  were  masters  of  their  wealth.  Mark  now,  how  a  plain 
tale  shall  put  you  down.  Then  did  wo  two  set  on  you  four ; 
and,  witli  a  word,  out-faced  you  from  your  prizc,*and  have 
it;  yea,  and  can  show  it  you  here  in  the  house:  and,  Fal- 
stan,  3'ou  carried  your  guts  away  as  nimbly,  with  as  quick 
dexterity,  and  roared  for  mercy  and  still  run  and  roared, 
as  ever  i  heard  bull-calf.  What  a  slave  art  thou,  to  hack 
thy  sword  as  thou  hast  done,  and  then  say  it  was  in  light  t 
What  trick,  what  device,  what  starting-hole,  canst  thou 
now  find  out  to  hide  thee  from  this  open  and  apparent 
t'lame? 

Poins.  Come,  let  *3  hear,  Jack;  what  trick  hast  thou  now? 

Fal.  By  the  Lord,  I  knew  ye  as  well  as  he  that  made  ye. 
Why,  hear  you,  my  masters:  was  it  for  me  to  kill  the  heir- 
apparent?  should  I  turn  upon  the  true  prince?  why,  thou 
knowest  I  am  as  valiant  as  Hercules:  but  beware  instinct; 
the  lion  will  not  touch  the  true  prince.  Instinct  is  a  great 
matter;  I  was  now  a  coward  on  instinct.  I  shall  think 
the  better  of  myself  and  thee  during  my  life;  I  for  a 
valiant  lion,  and  thou  for  a  true  prince.  But,  by  the  Lord, 
lad9, 1  am  glad  you  have  the  money.   Hostess,  clap  to  tho 
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doors:  watch  to-night,  pray  to-morrow.  Gallants,  lads, 
boys,  hearts  of  gold,  all  the  titles  of  good  fellow- 
ship come  to  you!  What,  shall  we  be  merry?  shall  wo 
have  a  play  extempore? 

Prince.  Content;  and  the  argument  shall  be  thy  running 
away.  8ll 

tal  Ah,  no  more  of  that,  Hal,  an  thou  lovest  me  I 

Enter  Hostess. 

JImU  O  Jesu,  my  lord  the  prince  I 

Prince.  How  now,  my  lady  the  hostess  I  what  saycst 
thou  to  me? 

Ho»t,  Marry,  my  lord,  there  is  a  nobl jman  of  the  court  a 
door  would  speak  with  you:  he  says  he  comes  from  your 
father.  819 

Prince,  Give  him  as  much  as  will  make  him  a  royal 
man,  and  send  him  back  again  to  my  mother. 

Fid.  What  manner  of  man  is  he? 

Host.  An  old  man. 

Fal.  What  doth  gravity  out  of  his  bed  at  midnight? 
Shall  I  give  him  his  answer? 

Prince,  Prithee,  do.  Jack. 

FaL.  'Faith,  and  I'll  send  him  packing.  [Exit. 

Prince.  Now,  sirs ;  by *r  lady,  .you  fought  fair ;  so  did  you, 
Peto;  so  did  you,  Bardolph:  you  are  lions  too,  you  ran 
away  upon  instinct,  you  will  not  touch  the  true  prince ; 
no.  fie! 

Bard.  'Faith,  I  ran  when  I  saw  others  mil. 

Prince.  'Faith,  tell  me  now  in  earnest,  how  came  Fal- 
stafTs  sword  so  hacked? 

Peto.  Why,  he  hacked  it  with  his  dagger,  and  said  be 
would  swear  truth  out  of  England  but  he  would  make  you 
believe  it  was  done  in  fight,  and  persuaded  us  to  do  the 
like.  880 

Bard.  Yea.  and  to  tickle  our  noses  with  spear-grass  to 
make  them  bleed,  and  then  tobcslubber  our  garments  with 
it  and  swear  it  was  the  blood  of  true  men.  I  did  that  I 
did  not  this  seven  year  before,  I  blushed  to  liear  his  mon- 
strous devices. 

Prince.  O  villain,  thou  stolest  a  cup  of  sack  eighteen 
years  ago,  and  wert  taken  with  the  manner,  and  ever  since 
tbou  hast  blushed  extempore.  Thou  hadst  fire  and  sword 
on  thy  side,  and  yet  thou  rannest  away:  what  instinct 
hadst  thou  for  it?  850 

Bard.  My  lord,  do  you  see  these  meteors?  do  you  behold 
these  exhalations? 

Prince.  I  do. 
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Bard,  What  think  you  they  portend? 
Prince.  Hot  livers  nnd  cold  purses. 
Bard.  Choler,  my  lord,  if  rlghtlv  taken. 
Prince.  No,  if  rightly  taken,  halter. 

Ee-enter  Falbtapf. 

Here  comes  lean  Jack,  here  comes  bare-bone.  How  now, 
my  sweet  creature  of  bombast!  IIow  long  is't  ago.  Jack, 
since  thou  sawest  thine  own  knee?  861 

FaX.  My  own  knee!  when  I  was  about  thy  years,  Hal,  I 
was  not  an  eagle's  talon  in  the  waist;  I  could  have  crept 
into  any  alderman's  thumb-ring:  a  plague  of  sighing  and 
grief!  it  blows  a  man  up  like  a  bladder.  There's  villanous 
news  abroad:  here  was  Sir  John  Bracy  from  your  father; 
you  must  to  the  court  in  the  morning.  That  same  mad 
bellow  of  the  north,  Percy,  and  he  of  Wales,  that  gave 
Amamon  tlie  bastinado  and  made  Lucifer  cukoUl  and 
swore  the  devil  his  true  liegeman  upon  the  cross  of  a  Welsh 
hook^-what  a  plague  call  you  him? 

Poitu.  O,  Glendower. 

Fal.  Owen,  Owen,  the  same;  and  his  son-in-law  Morti- 
mer, and  old  Northumberland,  and  that  sprightly  Scot  of 
Scots,  Douglas,  that  runs  o'  horseback  up  a  hill  perpen- 
dicular, — 

Prince.  He  that  rides  at  high  speed  and  with  his  pistol 
kills  a  sparrow  flying.  380 

Fal.  \  ou  have  hit  it. 

Prince.  So  did  he  never  the  sparrow. 

Fal.  Well,  that  mscal  hath  good  mettle  in  him;  ho  will 
not  run. 

Prince.  Why,  what  a  rascal  art  thou  then,  to  praise  him 
so  for  running! 

Fal.  O'  horseback,*  ye  cuckoo;  but  afoot  he  will  not 
budge  a  foot. 

Prince.  Yes,  Jack,  upon  instinct.  889 

Fal.  I  ffrant  ye,  upon  instinct.  Well,  he  is  there  too,  and 
one  Mordake,  and  a  thousand  blue-caps  more:  Worcester 
is  stolen  away  to-night;  thy  father's  beard  is  turned  white 
with  the  news:  you  may  buy  land  now  as  cheap  as  stinkiug 
mackerel. 

Prin4X.  Why,  then,  it  is  like,  if  there  come  a  hot  June 
and  this  civil  buffeting  hold,  wo  shall  buy  maidenheads  as 
thc\'  buy  hob-nails,  by  the  hundreds.  899 

Fal.  By  the  mass,  lad,  thou  sayest  true;  it  is  like  we 
shall  have  good  trading  that  wa]^.  But  tell  me,  Hal,  art 
not  thou  horrible  afeara?  thou  being  heir-apparent,  could 
the  world  pick  thee  out  three  such  enemies  again  as  that 
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fiend  Douglas,  tliat  spirit  Percy,  and  that  devil  Qlcn- 
dower?  Art  thou  not  Jiorribly  afraid?  doth  not  thy  blood 
thrill  at  it?  408 

Prince.  Not  a  wbit,  i*  faith;  I  lack  some  of  thy  instinct. 

Fal.  Well,  thou  wilt  be  horribly  chid  to-morrow  when 
thou  comest  to  thy  father:  if  thou  love  me,  practise  au 
answer. 

Prince.  Do  thou  stand  for  my  father,  and  examine  me 
upon  the  particulars  of  my  Me. 

Fill.  Shalll?  content:  this  chair  shall  be  my  state,  this 
dascer  my  sceptre,  and  this  cushion  ray  crown. 

Prince.  Thy  state  is  taken  for  a  joined-stool,  thy  golden 
sceptre  for  a  leaden  dagger,  and  thy  precious  rich  crown 
for  a  pitiful  bald  crown !  420 

'•  Fat.  Well,  an  the  fire  of  graee  be  not  quite  out  of  thee, 
now  Shalt  tliou  he  moved.  G-ive  me  a  cup  of  sack  to  make 
my  eyes  look  red.  that  it  may  be  thought  I  have  wept;  for 
I  must  speak  in  passion,  and  I  will  do  it  in  King  Cambyscs* 
vein. 

Prince.  Well,  here  is  my  leg. 

Fal.  And  h«re  is  my  speech.  Stand  aside,  nobility.    420 

H'>8t.  O  Jesu.  this  is  excellent  sport,  i'  faith! 

Fal.  Weep  not,  sweet  queen;  for  trickling  tears  arc  vain. 

Hoet.  O.  the  father,  how  he  holds  his  countenance ! 

FU.  For  God*s  sake,  lords,  convey  my  tristful  queen. 
For  tears  do  stop  the  flood-gates  of  her  eyes. 

Boet.  O  Jesu,  he  doth  it  as  like  one  of  these  harlotry 
players  as  ever  I  see! 

FU.  Peace,  good  pint-pot;  peace,  good  tickle-brain. 
Harry,  I  do  not  only  marvel  wliere  thou  spendest  thy  time, 
but  also  liow  thou  art  accompanied:  for  though  the  camo^ 
mile,  the  more  it  fs  trodden  on  the  faster  it  grows,  vet 
youth,  the  more  it  hi  wasted  the  sooner  it  wears.  Tlmt 
thou  art  my  son,  I  have  partly  thy  mother's  word,  puriiy 
my  own  opinion,  but  chiefly  a  villanous  trick  of  thine  eye 
and  a  foolish  hahging  of  thy  nether  lip.  that  doth  warrant 
''ms.  If  then  thou  be  son  to  me.  here  lies  the  point;  wh}', 
being  son  to  me.  art  thou  so  pointed  at?  Shall  the  blesscMl 
sua  of  heaven  prove  amicher  and  eat  blackberries?  a  ques- 
tion not  to  be  asked.  Shall  the  son  of  England  prove  a 
thief  and  take  purses?  a  question  to  be  asked.  There  is  a 
thing,  Harry,  which  thou  hast  often  beard  of  and  it  is 
known  to  many  in  our  land  by  tlie  name  of  pitch :  this  pitch, 
as  ancient  writers  do  report,  doth  deflle;  so  doth  the  coin- 
pan  v  thou  keepest:  for,  Harry,  now  I  do  not  speak  to  thee 
m  arink  but  in  tears,  not  in  pleasure  but  in  passion,  not  in 
words  only,  but  in  woes  also:  and  yet  there  is  a  virtuous 
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man  whom  I  have  often  noted  in  thy  company,  hut  I  know 
not  his  name.  461 

Prince.  What  manner  of  man,  an  it  like  yonr  majesty? 

Fal.  A  goodly  portly  man,  i'  faith,  and  a  corpulent;  of 
a  cheerful  look,  a  pleasing  eye  and  a  moSt  noble  carriage ; 
and,  as  I  think,  his  age  some  fifty,  or,  by'r  lady,  incliumg 
to  three  score,  and  now  I  remember  me,  his  name  is  Fal- 
staff:  if  that  man  should  be  lewdly  given,  he  deceiveth  me; 
for  Harry,  I  see  virtue  in  his  looks.  If  then  the  tree  may 
be  known  by  the  fruit,  as  the  fruit  by  the  tree,  then, 
peremptorily  I  speak  it,  there  is  virtue  in  that  Falstafl:  him 
keep  with,  the  rest  banish.  And  tell  me  now,  tliou  naughty 
varlet,  tell  me,  where  hast  thou  been  this  month? 

Prince,  Dost  thou  speak  like  a  king?  Do  thou  stand  for 
me,  and  I'll  play  my  father. 

Fal.  Depose  me?  if  tliou  dost  it  half  so  gravely,  so 
majestically,  both  in  word  and  matter,  hang  me  up  by  the 
heels  for  a  rabbit-sucker  or  a  poulter's  hare.  481 

Prince.  Well,  here  I  am  set. 

Fal.  And  here  I  stand;  judge,  my  roasters. 

Prince.  Now,  Harry,  w^hence  come  you? 

Fal.  My  noble  lord,  from  Eastcheap. 

Prince.  The  complaints  I  hear  of  thee  are  grievous. 

Fal.  *Sblood,  my  lord,  they  are  false:  nay,  TU  tickle  ye 
for  a  joung  prince,  i'  faith.  4&9 

Prince.  Bwearest  thou,  ungracious  boy?  henceforth  nc*er 
look  on  me.  Thou  art  violently  carried  away  from  grace: 
there  is  a  devil  haunts  thee  in  the  likeness  of  an  old  fat 
man ;  a  tun  of  man  is  thy  companion.  Why  dost  thou  con- 
verse with  that  trunk  "of  humours,  that  bolting-hutch  of 
beastliness,  that  swollen  parcel  of  dropsies,  that  huge  bom- 
bard of  sack,  that  stuffed  cloak-ba^  of  guts,  that  rousted 
Mannin|^tree  ox  with  the  pudding  m  his  belly,  that  rev- 
erend vice,  that  grey  iniquity,  tliat  father  ruffian,  that 
vanity  in  years?  Wherein  is  he  good,  but  to  taste  sack  and 
drink  it?  wherein  neat  and  cleanly,  but  to  carve  a  capon 
and  eat  it?  wherein  cunning,  but  in  craft?  wherein  crafty, 
but  in  villany?  wherein  villanous,  but  in  all  things? 
wherein  worthy,  but  in  nothing? 

Fal.  I  would  your  grace  would  take  me  with  you:  whom 
means  your  grace? 

Prince.  That  villanous  abominable  misleader  of  youth, 
Falstaff,  that  old  white-bearded  Satan. 

Fal.  My  lord,  the  man  I  know.  610 

Prince.  I  know  thou  dost. 

Fal.  But  to  say  I  know  more  harm  in  him  than  in 
myself,  were  to  say  more  than  I  know.    That  he  is  old, 
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the  more  the  pity,  his  white  hairs  do  witness  it;  but  that 
he  is,  saving  your  reverence,  a  whoremaster,  tliat  I  utterly 
deny.  If  saclc  and  sugar  be  a  fault,  God  help  the  wicked! 
if  to  be  old  and  oierry  be  a  sin,  then  many  an  old  host  that 
I  know  is  damned:  if  to  be  fat  be  to  be  hated,  then  Pha- 
raoh's lean  kine  are  to  be  loved.  No,  my  good  lord;  ban- 
ish Peto.  banish  Bardolph,  banish  Poins:  but  for  sweet 
Jack  Falstaflf,  kind  Jack  Falstaff.  true  Jack  Falstnflf,  val- 
iant Jack  Falstaff,  and  therefore  more  valiant,  l)eing,  as  ho 
is,  old  Jack  Falstaff,  banish  not  him  thy  Harry's  company, 
banish  not  him  thy  Harry's  company :  banish  plump  Jack, 
and  banish  all  the  world. 

^^nce,  I  do,  I  will.  [A  hnoeking  heard. 

[Exeunt  JlMtees,  Francis,  and  Bardolph, 

Be-enier  Babdolph,  running. 

Bard.  O,  my  lord,  my  lord!  the  sheriff  with  a  most  mon- 
strous watch  is  at  the  aoor.  530 

Fal.  Out,  ye  rogue!  Play  out  the  play:  I  have  much  to 
say  in  the  behalf  of  that  Falstaff. 

Be-enUr  the  Hostess. 

Host.  O  Jesu,  my  lord,  my  lord  I 

Prince.  Heigh,  heigh!  the  devil  rides  upon  a  fiddlestick: 
what's  the  matter? 

Host.  The  sheriff  and  all  the  watch  are  at  the  door:  they 
are  come  to  search  the  house.     Shall  I  let  them  in? 

FaX.  Dost  thou  hear,  Hal?  never  call  a  true  piece  of  gold 
a  counterfeit:  thou  art  essentially  mad,  without  seeming 
80.  541 

Prince.  And  thou  a  natural  coward,  without  instinct. 

Fal.  I  deny  your  major:  if  you  will  deny  the  sheriff,  so; 
if  not,  let  him  enter:  if  I  become  not  a  cart  as  well  as 
another  man,  a  plague  on  my  bringing  up!  I  hope  I  shall 
as  soon  be  strangled  with  a  halter  as  another. 

Prince.  Go,  hide  thee  behind  the  arras:  the  rest  walk  up 
I  above.    Now,  my  masters,  for  a  true  face  and  good  con- 
science. 551 

Fal.  Both  which  I  have  had:  but  their  date  is  out,  and 
therefore  I'll  hide  me. 

Prince.  Call  in  the  sheriff. 

[Exeunt  aU€X4xpt  the  Prince  and  Peio. 

Enter  Sheriff  and  the  Carrier. 

Now,  master  sheriff,  what  is  your  will  with  me? 

8her.  First,  pardon  me,  my  lord.    A  hue  and  cry 
Hath  f ollow'd  certain  men  unto  this  house. 
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Prince.  What  men? 

8her.  One  of  tliem  is  well  known,  my  gracious  lord, 
A  gross  fat  man. 

Car.  As  fat  as  butter.  560 

Prince.  The  man,  I  do  assure  you,  is  not  here; 
For  I  myself  at  this  time  have  employ'd  him. 
And,  sheriff,  I  will  engage  my  word  to  thee 
That  I  will,  by  to-morrow  dinner-time, 
Send  him  to  answer  thee,  or  any  man, 
For  anything  he  shall  be  charged  withal: 
And  so  let  me  entreat  you  leave  the  house. 

8ker.  I  will,  my  lord.    There  are  two  gentlemen 
Have  in  this  robbery  lost  three  hundred  marks. 

Prifuse.  It  may  be  so:  if  he  have  robbed  these  men,  570 
He  shall  be  answerable;  and  so  farewell. 

8/ier.  Good  night,  my  noble  lord. 

Prince.  I  think  it  is  good  morrow,  is  it  not  ? 

8/ier.  Indeed,  my  lord,  I  think  it  be  two  o'clock. 

[Ereunt  S/teriff  mid  Cm*rkr. 

Prince.  This  oily  rascal  is  known  as  well  as  Paul's. 
Go,  call  him  forth. 

Pcto.  Fal staff ! — ^Fast  asleep  behind  the  arras,  and  snort- 
ing like  a  horse. 

Prince.  Hark,  how  hard  he  fetches  breath.  Search  his 
pockets.  {He  searcheth  7Us  pockets,  and  findcth  certain 
papere.^     What  hast  thou  found? 

Peio.  Nothing  but  papers,  my  lord. 

Prince,  Let's  see  what  they  be:  read  them. 

Peio.  [IUade\  Item,  A  capon,     .        .        .        .2s.  2d. 
Item,  Sauce,         ....  4d. 

Item,  Sack,  two  gallons,      .        .     5s.  8d. 
Item,  anchovies  and  sack  after 

supper 2s.  6d. 

Item,  bread  ....  ob. 

PriTice.  O  monstrous!  but  one  half-pennv  worth  of  bread 
to  this  intolerable  deal  of  sackl  What  tnere  is  else,  keep 
close;  we'll  read  it  at  more  advantage:  there  let  him  sleep 
till  day.  I'll  to  the  court  in  the  morning.  We  must  all  to 
the  wars,  and  thy  place  shall  be  honourable.  I'll  procure 
this  fat  rogue  a  charge  of  foot;  and  I  know  his  death  will 
be  a  march  of  twelve  score.  The  mdnej'  shall  be  paid  Imck 
again  with  advantage.  Be  with  mo  betimes  in  the  morn- 
ing; and  so,  good  morrow,  Peto.  [Exeunt,  601 

Pcto,  Good  morrow,  good  my  lord. 
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•ACT  III. 

ScEKE  I.    Bangor,    TJie  Archdeacon* $IIo}i$e, 

Enter    Hotspuk,  Wokcester,  Mortimer,    and  Glen- 
dower. 

Mort.  These  promises  arc  fair,  the  parties  sure, 
And  our  induction  full  of  prosperous  hope. 

Hot  Lonl  Mortimer,  and  cousin  Gleudower, 
Will  you  sit  down? 

And  uncle  Worcester:  a  plague  upon  it! 
I  have  forgot  the  map. 

Glend.  No,  here  it  is. 

Sit,  cousin  Percy;  sit,  good  cousin  Hotspur, 
For  by  that  name  as  oft  as  Lancaster 
Doth  speak  of  you,  his  cheek  looks  pale  and  with 
A  rising  sigh  he  wisheth  you  in  heaven.  10 

UoL  And  you  in  hell,  as  oft  as  he  hears  Owen  Glendower 
spoke  of. 

Olend.  I  cannot  blame  him:  at  my  nativity 
The  front  of  heaven  was  full  of  fiery  shapes. 
Of  burning  cressets;  and  at  my  birth 
The  frame  and  huge  foundation  of  the  earth 
Shaked  like  a  coward. 

Hot,  Why,  so  it  would  have  done  at  the  same  season,  if 
your  mother's  cat  had  but  kittened,  though  yourself  had 
never  been  bom.  dO 

QUnd,  I  say  the  earth  did  shake  when  I  was  bom. 

Hot.  And  I  say  the  earth  was  not  of  my  mind, 
If  you  suppose  that  fearing  you  it  shook. 

blend.  Tlie  heavens  were  all  on  fire,  the  earth  did  tremble. 

Hot,  O,  then  the  earth  shook  to  see  the  heavens  on  fire. 
And  not  in  fear  of  your  nativity. 
Diseased  nature  oftentimes  breaks  forth 
In  strange  eruptions;  oft  the  teeming  earth 
Is  with  a  kind  of  colic  pinch'd  and  vex'd 
By  the  imprisonment  of  unruly  wind         .  80 

Within  her  womb;  which,  for  enlargement  striving. 
Shakes  the  old  bedlam  eartli  and  topples  down 
Steeples  and  moss-grown  towers.    At  your  birth 
Our  grandam  earth,  having  this  distemperature. 
In  passion  shook.  • 

Olend,  Cousin,  of  many  men 

I  do  not  bear  these  crossings.    Give  me  leave 
To  tell  you  once  i^in  that  at  my  birth 
The  front  of  heaven  was  full  of  oery  shapes, 
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The  goats  ran  from  the  mountains,  and  the  herds 

Were  strangely  clamorous  to  the  flighted  fields.  40 

These  signs  have  marked  me  extraordinary; 

And  all  the  courses  of  my  life  do  show 

I  am  not  in  the  roll  of  common  men. 

Whcrc  is  he  living,  clipiyd  in  with  the  sea 

That  chides  tlie  banks  of  England,  Scotland,  Wales, 

Which  calls  me  pupil,  or  iiath  read  to  me? 

And  bring  him  out  that  is  but  woman's  soa 

Can  trace  me  in  the  tedious  ways  of  art 

And  hold  me  pace  in  deep  experiments. 

Hot  I  think  there's  no  man  speaks  better  Welsh.    I'll 
to  dinner.  51 

Mart,  Peace,  cousin  Percy;  you  will  make  him  mad. 

Glend.  1  can  call  spirits  from  the  vasty  deep. 

Hot  Why,  so  can  1,  or  so  can  any  man ; 
But  will  they  come  when  you  do  call  for  llicm? 

Qlend,  Why,  I  can  teach  you,  cousin,  to  command 
The  devil. 

Hot.  And  I  can  teach  thee,  coz,  to  shame  the  devil 
B^  telling  truth:  tell  truth  and  shame  the  devil. 
If  thou  have  power  to  raise  him,  bring  him  hither,  60 

And  I'll  be  sworn  I  have  power  to  shame  him  hence. 
O,  while  you  live,  tell  truth  and  shame  the  devil  1 

Mart  Come,  come,  no  more  of  this  unprofitable  chat. 

Olend,  Three  times  hath  Henry  Bolingbrokc  made  head 
Against  my  power;  thrice  from  the  banks  of  Wye 
And  Bandy-bottom*d  Severn  have  1  sent  him 
Bootless  home  and  weather-beaten  back 

Hot  Home  without  boots,  and  in  foul  weather  tool 
How  scapes  he  a^ies,  in  the  devil's  name? 

Olend.  Come,  here's  the  map:  shall  we  dividt  our  right 
According  to  our  threefold  ortfer  ta'ijn?  71 

Mort  The  archdeacon  hiith  divided  it 
Into  three  limits  very  equally: 
England,  from  Trent  and  Severn  hitherto. 
By  south  and  east  is  to  my  part  assign'd : 
All  westward,  Wales  be3'ona  the  Severn  shore, 
And  all  the  fertile  land  within  that  bound, 
To  Owen  Glendower:  and,  dear  coz,  to  you 
The  remnant  northward,  lying  oft  from  Trent. 
And  ourv^dentures  tripartita  arc  drawn;  80 

Which  bemg  sealed  interchangeably, 
A  business  that  this  night  may  execute, 
Tomorrow,  cousin  Percy,  you  and  I 
And  my  good  lord  of  Worcester  will  set  forth 
To  meet  your  father  and  the  Scottish  power, 
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As  is  appointed  us,  at  Shrewsbuiy. 

My  father  Olendower  is  not  ready  yet. 

Nor  shall  we  need  his  help  these  fourteen  days. 

Within  that  space  you  may  have  drawn  together 

Your  tenants,  friends  and  neighbouring  gentlemen.         90 

Glend.  A  shorter  time  shall  send  me  to  you,  lords: 
And  in  my  conduct  shall  your  ladies  come; 
From  whom  you  now  must  steal  and  take  no  leave, 
For  there  will  be  a  world  of  water  shed 
Upon  the  parting  of  your  wives  and  you. 

Rot.  Metbinks  my  moiety,  north  from  Barton  here. 
In  quantity  ec^uals  not  one  of  yours: 
See  how  this  river  comes  me  cranking  in, 
And  cuts  me  from  the  best  of  all  my  land 
A  huge  half -moon,  a  monstrous  can  tie  out.  100 

I'll  have  the  current  in  this  place  damm*d  up; 
And  here  the  smug  and  silver  Trent  shall  run 
In  a  new  channel,  fair  and  evenly; 
It  shall  not  wind  with  such  a  deep  indent, 
To  rob  me  of  so  rich  a  bottom  here. 

Olend.  Not  wind?  it  shall,  it  must;  you  see  it  doth. 

Mart  Yea,  but 
Mark  how  he  bears  his  course,  and  runs  me  up 
With  like  advantage  on  the  other  side; 
Gelding  the  opposed  continent  as  much  110 

As  on  the  other  side  it  takes  from  you. 

War.  Yea,  but  a  little  charge  will  trench  him  here 
And  on  this  north  side  win  this  capo  of  land; 
And  then  he  runs  straight  and  even. 

Hot.  IMI  have  it  so:  a  little  charge  will  do  it. 

Glend.  I'll  not  have  it  alterU 

Not.  Will  not  you? 

Glend,  No,  nor  you  shall  not. 

Hot.  Who  shall  say  me  nay? 

Glend.  Why,  that  will  I. 

Hot.  Let  me  not  understand  you,  then;  speak  it  in  Welsh. 
f    Glend.  I  can  speak  English,  lord,  as  well  as  you;       121 
'  For  I  was  train'd  up  in  the  English  court; 
Where,  being  but  young,  I  framed  to  the  harp 
Many  an  English  ditty  lovely  well 
And  gave  the  tongue  a  helpful  ornament, 
A  virtue  that  was  never  seen  in  you. 

Hot.  Marry,  • 

And  I  am  glad  of  it  with  all  my  heart: 
I  had  rather  be  a  kitten  and  cry  mew 
Than  one  of  tliesc  same  metre  ballad-mongers ;  130 

I  had  rather  hear  a  brazen  canstick  turn'd. 
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Or  a  dry  wheel  grate  on  the  axte-tree; 
And  that  would  set  ray  teeth  notfaiag  on  edge, 
NolliiDg  so  much  as  miDcing  poetrj: 
'Tis  like  tbe  forced  gait  of  a  shuffling  nag. 

Glend.  Come,  you  shall  have  Trent  turn'd. 

Hot.  I  do  not  earc :  111  give  thrice  so  much  land 
To  any  well-deserving  friend; 
But  in  the  way  of  bargain,  mark  ye  me 
1*11  cavil  on  the  ninth  part  of  a  hair.  140 

Are  the  indentures  drown?  shall  we  he  gone? 

Glend.  The  moon  shines  fair;  you  may  away  by  night; 
I'll  haste  the  writer  and  withal 
Break  with  your  wives  of  your  departure  hence: 
I  am  afraid  mv  daughter  will  run  mad. 
So  much  she  doteth  on  her  Mortimer.  [Ent. 

Mort.  Fie,  cousiu  Percy  1  how  you  cross  my  father! 

Hot  I  cannot  choose:  sometimes  he  angers  me 
With  telling  mc  of  the  mold  warp  and  tbe  ant, 
Of  the  dreamer  Merlin  and  his  prophecies,  160 

And  of  a  dragon  and  a  finless  fish, 
A  clip-wing'd  griffin  and  a  moulten  raven, 
A  couching  lion  and  and  a  ramping  cat. 
And  such  a  deal  of  skimble-skamble  stuff 
As  puts  mc  from  my  faith.     I  tell  you  what; 
He  held  mc  last  night  at  least  nine  hours 
In  reckoning  up  the  several  devils*  names 
That  were  his  lackeys:  I  cried  "hum/* and  "  well  go  to." 
But  mark'd  him  not  a  word.     O,  he  is  as  tedious 
As  a  tired  horse,  a  railing  wife:  100 

Worse  than  a  smoky  house:  I  had  rather  live  , 

With  cheese  and  garlic  in  a  windmill,  far, 
Than  feed  on  cates  and  have  him  talk  to  me 
In  any  summer-house  in  Christendom. 

Mort.  In  faith,  ho  is  a  worthy  gentleman,  , 

Exceedingly  well  read,  and  profited 
In  strange  concealments,  valiant  as  a  lion 
And  wondrous  affable  and  as  bountiful 
As  mines  of  India.    Shall  I  tell  you,  cousin? 
He  holds  your  temper  in  a  high  respect  170 

And  curbs  himself  even  of  his  natural  scope 
When  you  come  'cross  his  humour;  faith,  he  does: 
I  warrant  you,  that  man  is  not  alive 
Might  so  have  tempted  him  as  you  have  done, 
Without  the  taste  of  danger  ana  reproof: 
But  do  not  use  it  oft,  let  me  entreat  you. 

Wor.  In  faith,  my  lord,  vou  are  too  wilful-blame;  . 

And  since  your  coming  hither  have  done  enough  I 
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To  put  him  quite  beside  his  patience. 

You  must  needs  Icnrn,  lord,  to  amend  this  fault:  180 

Though  sometimes  it  sliows  greatness,  courage,  blood, — 

And  Umt's  tlie  dearest  grace  it  renders  you, — 

Yet  oftentimes  it  doth  present  harsh  rage, 

Defect  of  manners,  want  of  government, 

Pride,  haughtiness,  opinion  and  disdain: 

The  least  of  which  haunting  a  nobleman 

Loseth  men's  hearts  and  leaves  behind  a  stain 

Upon  the  beauty  of  all  parts  besides, 

Beguilinsr  them  of  commendation. 

Hot.  Well,  I'm  school'd :  good  manners  be  your  speed !  190 
Here  come  our  wives,  and  let  us  take  our  leave. 

Be  enter  Qlendower  icith  Uie  ladies. 

Mart.  This  is  the  deadly  spite  that  aneers  me; 
My  wife  can  speak  no  English,  I  no  Welsh. 

Glend.  My  aaught<jr  weeps:  she  will  not  part  with  you; 
Bhe  'II  be  a  soldier  too,  she  11  to  the  wars. 

Mori.  Good  father,  tell  her  that  she  and  my  aunt  Percy 
Shall  follow  in  your  conduct  speedily. 

[Olendoxeer  t/peaks  to  her  in  Welah,  and  ihe  anstoera  him 

in  the  mme. 

Olend.  She  is  desperate  here ;  a  peevish  self-will'd  Imr- 
lotry,  one  that  no  persuasion  can  do  good  upon. 

[The  lady  xpeaks  in  Welsh. 

Mort.  I  understand  thy  looks:  tliat  pretty  Welsh        201 
Which  thou  pour'st  down  from  these  swelling  heavens 
I  am  too  i)erfect  in ;  and,  but  for  shame, 
In  such  a  parley  should  I  answer  thee. 

[The  lady  speaks  again  in  Welsh. 
I  understand  thy  kisses  and  thou  mine, 
And  that's  a  feeling  disputation : 
But  I  will  never  be  a  truant,  love, 
Till  I  have  learned  thy  language ;  for  thy  tongue 
Makes  Welsh  as  sweet  as  oitlics  highly  pcnn'd, 
Sung  by  a  fair  queen  in  a  summer's  bower,  210 

With  ravishing  division,  to  her  lute. 

Qlend.  Nay,  if  you  melt,  then  Avill  she  run  mad. 

[The  lady  speaks  again  in  Welsh, 

Mori,  O,  I  am  ignorance  itself  in  this! 

Qlend.  She  bids  you  on  the  wanton  rushes  lay  you  down 
And  rest  your  gentle  head  upon  her  lap. 
And  she  will  sing  the  song  that  plcaseth  you 
And  on  your  eyelids  crown  the  ^od  of  slcep^ 
Charming  your  blood  with  pleasmg  heaviness. 
Making  such  difference  'twixt  wake  and  sleep 
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As  is  the  difference  betwixt  day  and  night  220 

The  hour  before  tlie  heavenly -harness'd  team 
Begins  his  golden  progress  in  the  east. 

Mart.  With  all  my  lieart  I  '11  sit  and  hear  her  aing: 
By  that  time  will  our  book,  I  think,  be  drawn. 

Olend.  Do  so; 
And  those  musicians  that  shall  play  to  you 
Hang  in  the  air  a  thousand  leagues  from  hence, 
And  straight  they  shall  be  here:  sit,  and  attend. 

Hot.  Come,  Kutc,  thou  art  perfect  in  lying  down :  come, 
quick,  quick,  that  I  may  lay  my  head  in  thy  lap.  231 

Ladi/  P.  Go,  ye  giddy  goose.  [The  rnvsic  plays. 

Hot.  Now  I  perceive  the  devil  understands  Welsh; 
And  'tis  no  marvel  he  is  so  humorous. 
By'r  lady,  he  is  a  good  musician. 

Lady  jP.  Then  should  j'ou  be  nothing  but  musical,  for 
you  arc  altogether  governed  by  humours.  Lie  still,  ye 
thief,  and  hear  the  lady  sing  in  Welsh. 

Hot.  I  had  rather  hear  Lady,  my  bpach.  howl  in  Irish. 

Lady  P,  Wouldst  thou  have  thy  head  broken?  242 

Uot.  No. 

Lady  P.  Then  be  still. 

Hot.  Neither;  'tis  a  woman's  fault. 

Lady  P.  Now  God  help  thee! 

Hot.  To  the  Welsh  lady's  bed. 

Lady  P.  What's  that? 

Hot.  Peace!  she  sings.     [HefetheladysingiaWeUihsoiig. 

Hot  Come,  Kate,  I  11  have  your  song  too.  250 

Lady  P.  Not  mine,  in  cood  sooth. 

Hot.  Not  yours,  in  good  sooth!  Heart!  you  swear  like 
a  comfit-maker's  wife.  "Not  you,  in  good  sooth,"  and 
"  as  true  as  I  live,"  and  "  as  Goa  shall  mend  me,"  and  **  as 
sure  as  day." 

And  givcst  such  sarcenet  surety  for  thy  oaths, 
As  if  thou  never  walk'st  further  than  Pinsbury. 
Swear  me,  Kate,  like  a  lady  as  thou  art, 
A  good  mouth-filling  oath,  and  leave  **  in  sooth," 
And  such  protest  of  pepper-gingerbread,  260 

To  velvet-guards  and  Sunday-citizens. 
Come,  sing. 

Ijody  P.  I  will  not  sing. 

Hot.  'Tis  the  next  way  to  turn  tailor,  or  be  red-breast 
teacher.  An  the  indentures  be  drawn,  I  '11  away  within 
these  two  hours;  and  so,  come  in  when  ye  will.         [Erit. 

Glend.  Come,  come.  Lord  Mortimer;  you  are  as  slow- 
As  hot  Lord  Percy  is  on  tire  to  go. 
By  this  our  book  is  drawn ;  we  ll  but  seal,  270 
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And  then  to  horse  immediately. 
MorL  With  all  my  heart.     lExeunL 

ScENB  II.    London,     The  palace. 
Enter  the  King,  Prince  of  Wales,  and  otJiers. 

Klnff.  Lords,  give  us  leave;  the  Prince  ofWales  and  I 
Must  liave  some  private  conference :  but  be  near  at  hand. 
For  we  shall  present  ly  have  need  of  you.      [Exeunt  Lords, 
I  know  not  whether  God  will  have  it  so. 
For  some  displeasing  service  I  have  done, 
That,  in  his  secret  doom,  out  of  my  blood 
He  '11  breed  revengement  and  a  scourge  for  me; 
But  thou  dost  in  thy  passages  of  life 
Make  me  believe  that  thou  art  only  mark*d 
For  the  hot  vengeance  and  the  rod  of  heaven  10 

To  punish  my  mistreadines.    Tell  me  else. 
Could  such  inordinate  and  low  desires. 
Such  poor,  such  bare,  such  lewd,  such  mean  attempts^ 
Such  barren  pleasures,  rude  society. 
As  thou  art  match'd  withal  and  grafted  to. 
Accompany  the  greatness  of  thy  blood 
And  hold  their  level  with  thy  princely  heart? 

Prince,  So  please  your  majesty,  I  would  I  could 
Quit  all  offences  with  as  clear  excuse 
As  well  as  I  am  doubtless  I  can  puree  20 

Myself  of  many  I  am  charged  withal : 
Yet  such  extenuation  let  me  beg, 
As,  in  reproof  of  many  tales  devised. 
Which  oft  the  ear  of  greatness  needs  must  hear. 
By  smiling  pick-thanks  and  base  newsmongers, 
I  may.  for  some  things  true,  wherein  my  youtli 
Hath  faulty  wander'd  and  irrep;ular, 
Find  pardon  on  my  true  submission. 

King,  God  pardon  thee!  yet  let  me  wonder,  Harry, 
At  thy  affections,  which  do  hold  a  wing  80 

Quite  from  the  flight  of  all  thy  ancestors. 
Thy  place  in  council  thou  hast  rudely  lost. 
Which  by  thy  younger  brother  is  supplied. 
And  art  almost  an  ^ien  to  the  hearts 
Of  all  the  court  and  princes  of  my  blood: 
The  hope  and  expectation  of  thy  time 
Is  ruin'd,  and  the  soul  of  every  man 
Prophetically  doth  forethink  thy  fall. 
Had  I  BO  lavish  of  my  i)rescnce  been. 
So  common-hackney  d  in  the  eyes  of  men,  40 
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So  stale  and  cheap  to  vulgar  company. 

Opinion,  that  did  help  me  to  the  crown. 

Had  still  kept  loyal  to  possession 

And  left  mc  in  rcpiiteless  banishment, 

A  feUow  of  no  mark  nor  likelihood. 

By  being  seldom  seen,  I  could  not  stir 

But  like  a  comet  I  was  wonder'd  at; 

That  men  would  tell  their  children  **  This  is  he;" 

Others  would  say  ' '  Where,  which  is  Bolingbroke?" 

And  then  I  stole  all  courtesy  from  heaven,  50 

And  dress'd  myself  in  such  humility 

That  I  did  pluck  allegiance  from  men's  hearts. 

Loud  shouts  and  salutations  from  their  mouths. 

Even  in  the  presence  of  the  crowned  king. 

Thus  did  I  keep  my  person  fresh  and  new; 

My  presence,  like  a  robe  pontifical, 

Ne'er  seen  but  wonder'd  at;  and  so  my  state. 

Seldom  but  sumptuous,  showed  like  a  feast 

And  won  by  rareness  such  solemnity. 

The  skipping  king,  he  ambled  up  and  down  00 

With  shallow  jesters  and  rash  bavin  witB, 

Soon  kindled  and  soon  burnt;  carded  his  state, 

Mingled  his  royalty  with  capering  fools, . 

Had  bis  great  name  profaned  with  their  scorns 

And  gave  his  countenance,  against  his  name. 

To  laugh  at  gibing  boys  and  stand  the  push 

Of  every  beardless  vain  comparative. 

Grew  a  companion  to  the  common  streets, 

Enfeoff'd  himself  to  popularity; 

That,  bein^  daily  swallow'd  by  men's  eyes,  70 

They  surfeited  with  honey  and  began . 

To  loathe  the  taste,  of  sweetness,  whereof  a  little 

More  than  a  little  is  by  much  too  much. 

So  when  he  had  occasion  to  be  seen. 

He  was  but  as  the  cuckoo  is  in  June, 

Heard,  not  regarded ;  seen,  but  with  such  eyes 

As,  sick  and  blunted  with  community. 

Afford  no  extraordinary  gaze, 

Such  as  is  bent  on  sun -like  majesty 

When  it  shines  seldom  in  admiring  eyes;  80 

But  rather  drowzed  and  hung  their  eyelids  down. 

Slept  in  his  face  and  rcndcr'd  such  aspect 

As  cloudy  men  use  to  their  adversaries, 

Boin^  with  his  presence  glutted,  gorged  and  full. 

And  m  that  veiy  line,  Harry,  standcst  thou; 

For  thou  hast  lost  thy  princely  privilege 

With  vile  participation:  not  an  eye 
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But  is  ft-weary  of  thy  common  sight,      '  ^   » 
Savii  mine,  >vhich  Imth  desired  to  sec  thee  more; 
Which  now  doth  that  I  would  not  have  it  do,  00 

Make  hlind  itself  witli  foolish  tenderness. 

Prinee.  1  shall  hereafter,  my  thrice  gracious  lord, 
I)e  more  myself. 

King.  For  all  the  world 

As  thou  art  to  this  hour  was  Richard  then 
When  I  from  France  set  foot  at  Ravenspurgh. 
And  even  as  I  was  then  is  Percy  now. 
Now,  by  my  sceptre  and  my  soul  to  boot, 
lie  hath  more  wortliy  interest  to  the  state 
Than  thou  the  shadow  of  succession; 
For  of  no  right,  nor  colour  like  to  rights  100 

He  doth  fill  fields  with  harness  in  t\\^  realm, 
Turns  head  against  the  lion's  armed  jaws. 
And,  bein^  no  more  in  debt  to  years  than  thou, 
Leads  ancient  lords  and  reverend  bishops  on 
To  bloody  battles  and  to  bruising  arms. 
What  never-dying  honour  hath  he  got 
Against  renowned  Douglas!  whose  hi^hdeedfl^ 
Whose  hot  incursions  and  great  name  m  arms 
Holds  from  all  soldiers  chief  majority 
And  military  title  capital  110 

Through  all  the  kingdoms  that  acknowledge  Chlist: 
Thrice  hath  this  Hotspur,  Mars  in  swathllng  clothes 
This  infant  warrior,  in  his  enterprizes 
Discomfited  great  Douglas,  ta'en  him  once, 
Enlarged  him  and  made  a  friend  of  him, 
To  fill  the  mouth  of  deep  defiance  up 
And  shake  the  peace  and  safety  of  our  throne. 
And  what  say  you  to  this?    Percy,  Northumberland, 
The  Archbishop's  g^ce  of  York,  Douglas,  Mortimer, 
Capitulate  against  us  and  are  up.  120 

Bui  wherefore  do  I  tell  these  news  to  thee? 
Why,  Harry,  do  I  tell  thee  of  my  foes. 
Which  art  my  near'st  and  dearest  enemy? 
Thou  that  art  like  enough,  through  vassal  fear. 
Base  inclination  and  the  start  of  spleen, 
To  fight  against  me  under  Percy's  pay, 
To  dog  his  heels  and  curtsy  at  his  frowns, 
To  show  iiow  much  thou  art  degenerate. 

Prince.  Do  not  think  so;  you  shall  not  find  it  so: 
And  God  forgive  them  that  so  much  have  sway'd  190 

Your  majesty's  good  thoughts  away  from  mc! 
I  will  redeem  all  this  on  I%rcy's  head 
And  in  the  doting  of  some  glorious  day 


IT^.  KING  HENRY  TV,  [act  m. 

Be  bold  to  tcll-you  that  I  am  your  son; 

When  I  will  wear  a  garment  all  of  blood 

And  stain  my  favours  in  a  bloody  mask. 

Which  wash'd  away,  shall  scour  my  shame  with  it: 

And  that  shall  be  the  day,  whene'er  it  lights, 

That  this  same  child  of  honour  and  renown, 

This  gallant  IloUpur,  this  all-praised  knight,  140 

And  your  unthought-of  Harry  chance  to  meet. 

For  every  honour  sitting  on  his  helm. 

Would  they  w^ere  multitudes,  and  on  mv  head 

My  sliames  redoubled !  for  the  time  will  come. 

That  I  shall  make  this  northern  youth  exchange 

His  glorious  deeds  for  my  indignities. 

Percy  is  but  my  factor,  cood  my  loi-d, 

To  engross  up  glorious  deeds  on  my  behalf; 

And  I  will  call  him  to  so  strict  account, 

That  he  shall  render  every  glory  up,  150 

Yea,  even  the  slightest  worship  of  his  time, 

Or  I  will  tear  the  reckoning  fron^  his  heart. 

This,  in  the  name  of  God,  I  promise  here: 

The  which  if  He  be  pleased  I  shall  perform, 

I  do  beseech  your  majesty  may  salve 

The  long-grown  wounds  of  my  intemperance: 

If  not.  the  end  of  life  cancels  all  bauds; 

And  I  will  die  a  hundred  thousand  deaths 

Ere  break  the  smallest  parcel  of  this  vow. 

King.  ^A  hundred  thousand  rebels  die  in  this;  160 

Thou  Shalt  have  charge  and  o^vereign  trust  herein. 

FTiter  Blunt. 

How  now,  good  Blunt?  thy  looks  are  full  of  speed. 

Munt,  8o  hath  the  business  that  I  come  to  speak  of. 
Lord  Mortimer  of  Scotland  hath  sent  word  . 
That  Douglas  and  the  English  rebels  met 
The  eleventh  of  this  month  at  Shrewsbury: 
A  mighty  and  a  fearful  head  they  are. 
If  promises  be  kept  on  every  hand. 
As  ever  offer'd  foul  play  in  a  state. 

King.  The  Earl  of  Westmoreland  set  forth  to-day;    170 
With  him  my  son,  Lord  John  of  Lancaster; 
For  this  advertisement  is  five  days  old: 
On  Wednesday  next,  Harry,  you  shall  set  forward; 
On  Thursday 'we  ourselves  will  march :  our  meeting 
Is  Bridgcnofth :  and,  Harry,  you  shall  march 
Through  Gloucestershire;  by  which  account. 
Our  business  valued,  some  twelve  days  hence 
Our  gencnil  forces  at  Bridgenorth  shall  meet. . 
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Our  hands  are  foil  of  business:  let's  away; 

Advantage  feeds  him  fat,  while  men  delay.    [Bjpcunt,]  180 

Scene  III.     Eastefieap.     The  Boaft-IIead  Tavern. 
Enter  FxijaTJiFB'  and  Bardolph. 

Fhl,  Bardolph.  am  I  not  fallen  away  vilely  since  this  last 
action?  do  I  not  bate?  do  I  not  dwindle?  Why,  my  skin 
han^  about  mc  like  an  old  lady's  loose  gown;  I  am 
withered  like  an  old  apple-john.  Well,  I'll  repent,  and 
that  suddenly,  while  I  am  in  some  liking;  I  shall  be  out  of 
heart  shortly,  and  then  I  shall  have  no  strength  to  repent. 
An  I  have  not  forgotten  what  the  inside  of  a  church  is 
marlc  of,  I  am  a  pcpi>ercorn,  a  brewer's  horse:  the  inside 
of  a  church!  Company,  villanous  company,  hath  been  the 
spoil  of  me. 

Bard.  Sir  John,  j-ou  are  so  fretful,  you  cannot  live  long. 

Fal,  Why,  there  is  it:  come  sing  me  a  bawdy  song;  make 
me  merry.  I  was  as  virtuously  given  as  a  gentleman  need 
to  be;  virtuous  enough;  swore  little;  diced  not  above  seven 
times  a  week;  went  to  a  bawdy-house  not  above  once  in  a 
quarter— of  an  hour;  paid  money  that  I  borrowed,  three 
or  four  times;  lived  well  and  in  good  compass:  and  now  I 
live  out  of  all  order,  out  of  all  compass. 

Bard,  Why,  you  are  so  fat,  Sir  John,  that  you  must 
needs  be  out  of  all  compass,  out  of  all  reasonable  compass. 
Sir  John. 

Fal.  Do  thou  amend  my  face,  and  I'll  amend  my  life : 
thou  art  our  admiral,  thou  bearest  the  lantern  in  the  ]>oop, 
but  *ti3  in  the  nose  of  thee;  thou  art  the  Knight  of  the 
Burning  Lamp.  80 

Bard.  Why,  Sir  John,  my  face  does  you  no  harm. 

Fal.  No,  I  '11  he  sworn ;  I  make  as  good  use  of  it  as  many 
a  man  doth  of  a  Death's  head  or  a  memento  mori:  I  never 
see  thy  face  but  I  think  upon  hcll-flre  and  Dives  that  lived 
^  in  purple ;  for  there  he  is  in  his  robes,  burning,  burning.  If 
thou  wert  any  way  given  to  virtue,  I  woula  swear  by  thy 
face;  my  oath  should  be  "  By  this  fire,  that's  Qod's  angel :  * 
but  thou  art  altogether  given  over;  and  wert  indeed,  but  for 
the  light  in  thy  face,  the  sou  of  utter  darkness.  When  thou 
rannest  up  Gadshill  in  the  night  to  catch  my  horse,  if  I  did 
not  think  thou  hadst  been  an  ignis  fatuus  or  a  ball  of  wild- 
fire, there's  no  purchase  in  money.  O,  thou  art  a  per- 
petual triumph,  an  everlasting  bonfire-light!  Thou  hast 
saved  me  a  thousand  marks  in  links  and  torches,  walking 
with  thee  in  the  night  betwixt  tavern  and  tavern:  but  the 
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sack  that  thou  hoBt  drunk  me  would  have  bought  me  lights 
an  ^ood  cheap  at  the  dearest  chandler's  in  Europe.  I  have 
maintained  that  salamander  of  yours  with  lire  any  time  this 
two  and  thirty  years;  God  reward  mc  for  it! 

Bard,  'Sblood,  I  would  my  face  were  in  your  belly! 

Fal  Qbd-o-mcrcy!  so  should  I  be  sure  to  be  heart- 
burned. 

Enier  Hosteeb. 

IIow  now,  Dame  Partlct  the  hen!  have  you  inquired  3'ct> 
who  picked  my  pocket?  CI 

R09U  Whv,  Sir  John,  what  do  you  think,  Sir  John?  do 
you  think  I  keep  thieves  in  my  house?  I  have  searched.  I 
have  inquired,  so  has  my  husband,  man  by  man,  boy  by 
boy,  servant  by  servant:  the  tithe  of  a  hair  was  never  lost 
in  my  house  before. 

FaL  Ye  lie,  hostess:  Bardolph  was  shaved  and  lost  many 
a  hair;  and  I'll  be  sworn  my  pocket  was  picked.  Go  to, 
you  arc  a  woman,  go. 

Hod,  Who,  I?  no;  I  defy  thee:  God*s  light,  I  was  never 
called  so  in  mine  own  house  before. 

Fal,  Go  to,  I  know  you  well  enough. 

Il(»t.  No,  Sir  John ;  j'ou  do  not  know  me.  Sir  John.  I 
know  3'ou,  Sir  John:  you  owe  mo  money,  Sir  John ;  and 
now  you  pick  a  quarrel  to  beguile  mc  of  it:  I  bought  you 
n  dozen  of  diirts  to  3*our  back. 

Fal,  Dowlas,  filtliy  dowUis:  I  have  given  them  away  to 
bakers'  wives,  and  they  have  made  l)oUcrs  of  them.         81 

Ih^i.  Now,  as  lam  a  true  woman,  holland  of  eight  shil- 
lings an  ell.  You  owe  money  licrc  Inisidcs,  Sir  John,  for 
3'our  diet  and  by-drinkings,  and  money  lent  you,  four  and 
twenty  pound. 

FaL  He  had  his  part  of  it;  let  him  pay. 

//(?«/.  He?  alas,  he  is  poor;  he  hath  nothing. 

FaL  How!  poor?  look  upon  his  face;  wliat  call  you  rich? 
let  them  coin  his  nose,  let  them  coin  his  chocks:  I'll  not 
pay  a  denier.  What,  will  you  make  a  younkcr  of  mc? 
shall  I  not  take  mine  case  in  mine  inn  but  I  shall  have  mv/ 
pocket  picked?  I  have  lost  a  seal-ring  of  my  grandfather'.)  ^ 
worth  forty  mark. 

i/(7sf.  O  Jesu,  I  have  heard  the  prince  tell  him,  I  know 
not  how  oft,  that  that  rinc  was  copper! 

Fal,  How!  the  prince  is  a  Jack,  a  sneak-cup:  'sblood, 
an  he  were  here,  I  would  cudgel  him  like  a  dog,  if  he  would 
say  so.  101 

EnUr  the  Pkince  and  Peto,  nnarchin{j,  and  TAuerrjiyF 
meets  them  pUiyinfj  on,  kin  truncheon  like  a  ffe. 
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How  now,  lad!  is  the  wind  in  tlmt  door,.i*  faith T  must  wo 
III!  march? 

Bard.  Yea,  two  and  two,  Newgate  fashion. 

Host,  Mv  lord,  I  pray  you,  hear  me. 

Prince,  What  saycst  thou.  Mistress  Quickly?  How  doth 
thy  husband?    I  love  him  well;  he  is  an  honest  man. 

Jlogt,  Good  mv  lord,  hear  me. 

^hl.  Prithee,  let  her  alone,  and  list  to  me. 

Prince.  What  sayest  thou.  Jack?  Ill 

F^L  The  other  night  I  fell  asleep  here  behind  the  arrats 
and  had  my  pocket  picked :  this  bouse  is  turned  bawdy- 
house;  they  pick  pockets. 

Prince.  What  didst  thou  lose.  Jack? 

FiU.  Wilt  thou  believe  me,  Hal?  three  or  four  bonds  of 
forty  pound  apiece,  and  a  seal-ring  of  my  grandfather's. 

P'rinee.  A  trifle,  some  eight-penny  matter. 

H<mt.  So  I  told  him,  my  lord;  and  I  said  I  heard  youf 
grace  say  so :  and,  my  loi*d,  be  spcnks  most  vilely  of  you, 
like  a  /oul-mouthed  man  as  he  is;  and  said  he  woul^ 
cudgel  you. 

Prince.  What!  he  did  not? 

Ho9t.  There's  neither  faith,  truth,  nor  womanhood  in  me 
else. 

Fnl.  There's  no  more  faith  in  thee  than  in  a  stewed 
prune;  nor  no  more  trutli  in  thee  than  in  a  drawn  fox;  and 
for  womanhood;  Maid  Marian  may  be  the  deputy's  wife  of 
the  ward  to  thee.    Go,  you  thing,  go.  131 

Bo9t,  Say,  what  tiring?  what  thingt 

Fal.  What  thing!  why,  a  thing  to  thank  God  on. 

Hast.  I  am  no  thing  to  thank  God  on,  I  would  thou 
shouldst  know  it;  I  am  an  honest  man's  wife:  and,  setting 
thy  knighthood  aside,  thou  art  a  knave  to  call  me  so. 

Fal.  Setting  thy  womanhood  aside,  thou  art  a  beast  to 
say  otherwise.  140 

Hatl.  Say,  what  beast,  thou  knave,  thou? 

Fal.  What  beast!  why,  an  otter. 

Prince.  An  otter,  Sir  John!  why  an  otter? 

FcU.  Why,  she's  neither  fish  nor  flmh ;  a  man  knows  not 
where  to  have  her 

HoeU  Thou  art  an  unjust  man  in  saying  so:  thou  or  any 
man  knows  where  to  have  me,  thou  knave,  thou! 

Prince,  Thou  sayest  true,  hostess;  and  he  slanders  thee 
most  grossly.  150 

Ho^.  So  he  doth  you,  my  lord ;  and  said  this  other  day 
you  ought  him  a  thousand  pound. 

Prince.  Sirrah,  do  I  owe  you  a  thousand  pound? 
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Fal.  A  thousand  pound,  Hall  a  million:  thy  love  is^vorlli 
a  million :  thoii  owest  me  thy  love. 

Host  Nay,  my  lord,  ho  called  you  Jack,  and  said  he 
would  cudgel  you. 

Fal  Did  I,  Bardolph?  lOt 

Bard,  Indeed,  Sir  John,  you  said  so. 

Fal,  Yea,  if  he  said  my  ring  was  copper. 

Prince.  I  say  'tis  copper;  darest  thou  be  as  good  as  thy 
word  now? 

Fal,  Why,  Hal,  thou  knowest,  as  thou  art  but  man,  I 
dare :  but  as  thou  art  prince,  I  fear  thee  as  I  fear  the  roar- 
ing of  the  lion's  whelp. 

Prince,  And  why  not  as  the  lion? 

Fal,  The  king  himself  is  to  be  feared  as  the  lion :  dost 
thou  think  1*11  fear  thee  as  I  fear  thy  father?  nay,  an  I  do, 
I  pray  God  m^  girdle  break. 

Prince.  O,  if  it  should,  how  would  thy  guts  fall  about 
thy  knees!  But,  sirrah,  there's  no  room  for  faith,  truth, 
nor  honesty  in  this  bosom  of  thine;  it  is  all  filled  up  with 
guts  and  midriff.  Charge  an  honest  woman  with  picking 
thv  pocket  I  why,  thou  whoreson,  impudent,  embossed  ras- 
cal, if  there  were  anything  in  thy  pocket  but  tavern-reckon- 
ings, memorandums  of  bawdy-houses,  and  one  poor  penn}'- 
worth  of  sugar-candy  to  make  thee  long-winded,  if  thy 
pocket  were  enriched  with  any  other  injuries  but  these,  I 
am  a  villain:  and  yet  you  will  stand  to  it;  you  will  not 
pocket  up  wrong:  art  thou  not  ashamed? 

Fal.  Dost  thou  hear,  Hal?  thou  knowest  in  the  state  of 
innocency  Adam  fell;  and  what  should  poor  Jack  Falstaff 
do  in  the  days  of  villany?  Thou  seest  I  have  more  flesh 
than  another  man,  and  therefore  more  frailty.  You  con- 
fess then,  you  picked  my  pocket?  190 

Prin4x.  It  appears  so  by  the  story. 

Fal.  Hostess,  I  forgive  thee:  go,  make  ready  breakfast; 
love  thv  husband,  look  to  thy  servants,  cherish  thy  guests: 
thou  shalt  find  me  tractable  to  an^  honest  reason:  thou 
seest  I  am  pacified  still.  Nay,  prithee,  he  gone.  [Exit 
'  Hostess.]  Now,  Hal,  .to  the  news  at  court:  for  the  robbery, 
lad,  how  is  that  answered? 

Prince.  O,  my  sweet  beef,  I  must  still  be  good  nngel  to 
thcc :  the  money  is  paid  back  again.  200 

Fal.  O,  I  do  not  like  that  paying  back;  'tis  a  doublo 
labour. 

Prince.  I  am  good  friends  with  my  father  and  may  do 
any  thing. 

FcU,  "Rob  me  the  exchequer  the  first  thing  thou  docst, 
and  do  it  with  unwashed  hands  toa 
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Bard,  Do,  my  lord. 

Prince.  I  have  procured  thee,  Jack,  a  charge  of  foot.  209 

Fal,  I  would  it  Jiad  been  of  horse.  Where  shall  I  find 
one  that  can  steal  well?  O  for  a  fine  thief,  of  the  age  of 
two  and  twenty  or  thereabouts!  I  am  heinously  unpro- 
vided. Well,  God  be  thanked  for  these  rebels,  they  offend 
none  but  the  virtuous:  I  laud  them,  I  praise  them. 

Prince.  Bardolph! 

Bard.  My  lord? 

Prince.  Go  bear  this  letter  to  Lord  John  of  Lancaster,  to 
my  brother  John ;  this  to  my  Lord  of  Westmoreland.  [JSxit 
Bardolph.]  Go,  Peto,  to  horse,  to  horse;  for  thou  and  I 
have  thirty  miles  to  ride  yet  ere  dinner  time.  [Exit  Peto.] 
Jack,  meet  me  to-morrow  in  the  temple  hall  at  two  o'clock 
in  the  afternoon. 

There  shalt  thou  know  thy  charge;  and  there  receive 
Money  and  order  for  their  furniture. 
The  land  is  burning:  Percy  stands  on  high; 
And  cither  we  or  they  must  lower  lie.  [JShsit. 

Fal.  Rare  words  I  brave  world!    Hostesr,  my  breakfast, 

come!  229 

O,  I  could  wish  this  tavern  were  my  drum!  [JExit, 

ACT  IV. 

ScENS  I.     27ie  rebel  camp  near  ShrewAury, 

EnUr  HoTSPUB,  Worcestkr,  and  Douglas. 

^ot.  Well  said,  my  noble  Scot:  if  speaking  truth 
In  this  fine  a^e  were  not  thought  flattery, 
Such  attribution  should  the  Douglas  have. 
As  not  a  soldier  of  this  season's  stamp 
Should  go  so  general  current  through  the  world. 
By  God,  I  cannot  flatter;  I  do  defy 
The  tongues  of  soothers;  but  a  braver  place 
In  my  heart's  love  hath  no  man  than  yourself:  10 

Nay,  task  me  to  my  word;  approve  me,  lord. 

Jboug.  Thou  art  the  king  of  honour: 
No  man  so  potent  breathes  upon  the  ground 
But  I  will  beard  him. 

Hot,  Do  so,  and  'tis  well. 

Enter  a  Messenger  with  letters. 

What  letters  hast  thou  there? — I  can  but  thank  you. 
^et9.  These  letters  come  from  your  father. 
IlQt,  Letters  from  him  I  why  comes  h«  2K>t  himself? 


I 

J 
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Mess.  He  cannot  come,  my  lord ;  he  is  gricTous  sick. 

Hot  'Zounds!  how  has  he  the  leisure  to  be  sick 
In  such  a  Justling  time?    Who  leads  his  power? 
Under  whose  government  come  they  along?  19 

Men,  Ilis  letters  bear  his  mind,  not  I,  my  lord. 

Wor.  I  prithee,  tell  me,  doth  he  keep  his  bed? 

Mess.  He  did,  my  lord,  four  days  ere  I  set  forth; 
And  at  the  time  of  my  departure  thence 
He  Mas  much  fear*d  by  his  physicians. 

War.  I  would  the  state  of  time  had  first  been  whole 
Ere  he  by  sickness  had  been  visited: 
His  health  was  never  better  worth  than  now. 

Hot.  Sick  now!  droop  now  I  this  sickueas  doth  infect 
The  very  life-blood  of  our  enterprise; 
'Tis  catching  hither,  even  to  our  camp.  30 

fHe  writes  me  here,  that  inward  sickness — 
And  that  his  friends  by  deputation  could  not 
So  soon  be  drawn,  nor  did  he  think  it  meet 
To  lay  so  dangerous  nnd  dear  a  trust 
On  any  soul  removed  but  on  his  own. 
Yet  dotli  he  give  us  bold  adverlisement, 
That  with  our  small  conjunction  we  should  on, 
To  see  how  fortune  is  disposed  to  us; 
For,  as  he  writes,  there  is  no  quailing  now, 
Because  the  king  is  certainly  possess^  40 

Of  all  our  purposes.     What  say  you  to  it? 

Wor.  Your  father's  sickness  is  a  maim  to  us. 

Hot.  A  perilous  gash,  a  very  limb  lopp'd  off:  ■ 
And  yet,  in  faith,  it  is  not;  his  present  want 
Seems  more  than  we  shall  find  it :  were  it  good 
To  set  the  exact  wealth  of  all  our  states 
All  at  one  cast?  to  set  so  rich  a  main 
On  the  nice  hazard  of  one  doubtful  hour? 
It  were  not  good ;  f for  therein  should  we  read 
The  very  bottom  and  the  soul  of  hope,  60 

The  very  list,  the  very  utmost  bound 
Of  all  our  fortunes. 

Doug,  'Faith,  and  so  wo  should; 

Where  now  remains  a  sweet  reversion: 
And  we  may  boldly  spend  upon  the  hope 
Of  what  is  to  come  in : 
A  comfort  of  retirement  lives  in  this. 

Hot.  A  rendezvous,  a  home  to. fly  unto. 
If  that  the  devil  and  mischance  look  big 
Upon  the  maidenhead  of  our  affairs. 

Wor.  But  yet  I  would  your  father  had  been  here.       ^ 
The  quality  and  hair  of  our  attempt 
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Brooks  no  diyision:  it  will  be  thought 

By  some,  that  know  not  why  he  is  away, 

Tliat  wisdom,  loyalty  and  mere  dislike 

Of  our  proceedings  kept  the  earl  from  hence: 

And  think  how  such  an  apprehension 

3lAy  turn  the  tide  of  fearful  faction 

And  breed  a  kind  of  question  in  our  cause; 

For  well  you  know  we  of  the  offering  side 

Must  keep  aloof  from  strict  arbitrement,  70 

And  stop  all  sight-holes,  every  loop  from  whence 

The  eye  of  reason  may  pry  in  upon  us: 

This  absence  of  your  father's  draws  a  curtain. 

That  shows  the  ignorant  a  kind  of  fear 

Before  not  dreamt  of. 

Hot  You  strain  too  far. 

I  rather  of  his  absence  make  this  use: 
It  lends  a  lustre  and  more  great  opinion, 
A  larger  dare  to  our  great  enterprise, 
Than  if  the  earl  were  here;  for  men  roust  think. 
If  we  without  his  help  can  make  a  head  80 

To  push  against  a  kingdom,  with  his  help 
We  shall  o'ertum  it  topsy-turvv  down. 
Yet  all  goes  well,  j'et  all  bur  joints  are  wholr. 

Doug.  As  heart  can  think:  there  is  not  such  a  word 
Spoke  of  in  Scotland  as  this  term  of  fear. 

Enter  Sir  Richard  Verkon. 

JHot,  My  cousin  Vernon!  welcome,  by  my  soul. 

Ver,  Pray  God  my  news  be  worth  a  welcome,  lord. 
The  Earl  of  Westmoreland,  seven  thousand  strong. 
Is  marching  hitherwards;  with  him  Prince  John. 

Hat.  No  harm:  what  more? 

Ver.  And  further,  I  have  leam*d,     00 

The  king  himself  in  person  is  set  forth. 
Or  hitherwards  intended  speedily, 
With  strong  and  mighty  preparation. 

Hot  He  shall  be  welcome  too.     Where  is  his  son. 
The  nimble-footed  madcap  Prince  of  Wales, 
And  his  comrades,  that  daff'd  the  world  aside. 
And  bid  it  pass? 

Ver.  All  fiirnish'd,  all  in  arms; 

fAU  plumed  like  estridges  that  with  the  wind 
Baited  like  ea<:cics  having  lately  bathed; 
Glittering  in  golden  coats,  like  images;  100 

As  full  of  spirit  as  the  month  of  May, 
And  gorgeous  as  the  sun  at  midsummer; 
Wanton  as  youthful  goats,  wild  as  young  bulls. 
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I  saw  young  Harry,  "with  his  beaver  on, 

His  cuisses  on  his  thighs,  gallantly  arm'd. 

Rise  from  the  /rround  like  feather'd  Mercury, 

And  vaulted  witli  such  ease  into  his  scat. 

As  if  an  aneel  dropp'd  down  from  the  clouds, 

To  turn  ana  wind  a  ficrv  Pegasus 

And  witch  the  world  with  noble  horsemanship.  110 

Uot,  No  more,  no  more :  wor6e  than  the  sun  in  March, 
This  praise  doth  nourish  agues.    Let  them  come ; 
They  come  like  sacrifices  in  their  trim, 
And  to  the  fire-eyed  maid  of  smoky  war 
All  hot  and  bleeding  will  we  offer  them: 
The  mailed  Mars  shall  on  his  altar  sit 
Up  to  the  ears  in  blood.    I  am  on  fire 
To  hear  this  rich  reprisal  is  so  nigh 
And  yet  not  ours.     Come,  let  me  taste  my  horse, 
Who  is  to  bear  me  like  a  thunderbolt  120 

Against  the  bosom  of  the  Prince  of  Wales: 
Harry  to  Harry  shall,  hot  horse  to  horse, 
Meet  and  ne'er  part  till  one  drop  down  a  corse. 

0  that  Glendower  were  come! 

Vei\  There  is  more  news: 

1  learn'd  in  Worcester,  as  I  rode  along, 

He  cannot  draw  his  power  this  fourteen  days. 

Doug,  That's  the  worst  tidings  that  I  hear  of  yet. 

Wor.  Ay,  by  my  faith,  that  bears  a  frosty  sound. 

Hot  What  may  the  king's  whole  battle  reach  unto? 

Ver,  To  thirty  thousand. 

Hot  Forty  let  it  be:  180 

My  father  and  Glendower  being  both  away, 
The  powers  of  us  may  serve  so  great  a  day. 
Come,  let  us  take  a  muster  speedily : 
Doomsday  is  near;  die  all,  die  merrily. 

Doug.  Talk  not  of  dying:  I  am  out  of  fear 
Of  death  or  death's  hand  for  this  one-half  year.      [Kxcunt 

Scene  II.    A  public  road  near  Coventry. 

Enter  Falstafp  and  BARDOLFn. 

Fat  Bardolph,  get  thee  before  to  Coventry :  fill  me  a 
bottle  of  sack:  our  soldiers  shall  march  through;  we'll  to 
Sutton  Co'fil'  to-night. 

Bard.  Will  you  give  me  money,  captain? 

Fat  Lay  out,  lay  out. 

Bard.  This  bottle  makes  an  angel. 

Fal.  An  if  it  do,  take  it  for  tliy  labour;  and  if  it  make 
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twenty,  take  them  all;  I'll  answer  the  coinage.  Bid  my 
lieutenant  Peto  meet  me  at  town's  end.  10 

Bard.  I  will,  captain:  farewell.  [Ejn't. 

Fal,  If  I  be  not  ashamed  of  my  soldiers,  I  nm  a,  soused 
gurnet.    I  have  misused  the  king's  press  damnably.    I  have 

§ot,  in  exchange  of  a  hundred  and  fifty  soldiers,  three  huii- 
red  and  odd  pounds.  I  press  me  none  but  good  house- 
holders, yeoman's  sons;  inquire  me  out  contracted  bache- 
lors, such  as  had  been  asked  twice  on  the  banns;  such  a 
commodity  of  warm  slaves,  as  had  as  lieve  hear  the  devil 
as  a  drum;  such  as  fear  the  report  of  a  caliver  worse  than 
a  struck  fowl  or  a  hurt  wild  duck.  I  pressed  me  none  but 
such  toasts-and-butter,  with  hearts  in  their  bellies  no  bigger 
than  pins' heads,  and  they  liave  bought  out  their  services; 
and  now  my  whole  charge  consists  of  ancients,  corporals, 
lieutenants,  gentlemen  of  companies,  slaves  as  ragged  as 
Lazaru;!  in  the  painted  cloth,  where  the  glutton  s  dogs 
licked  his  sores;  and  such  as  indeed  were  never  soldiers, 
but  discarded  unjust  serving-men,  younger  sons  to  younger 
brothers,  revolted  tapsters  and  ostlers  trade-fallen,  the 
cankers  of  a  calm  world  and  a  long  peace,  ton  times  more 
dishonourable  ragged  than  an  old  faced  ancient:  and  such 
have  I,  to  fill  up  the  rooms  of  them  that  have  bought  out 
their  services,  that  you  would  think  that  I  had  a  hundred 
and  fifty  |attered  prodigals  lately  come  from  swine-keep- 
ing, from  eating  uralf  and  husks.  A  mad  fellow  met  me 
on  the  way  and  told  me  I  had  unloaded  all  the  gibbets  and 
pressed  the  dead  bodies.  No  eye  hath  seen  such  scai-e- 
crows.  1*11  not  march  through  Coventry  with  them,  that's 
fiat:  nay,  and  the  villains  march  wide  betwixt  the  legs,  as 
if  they  had  gyves  on;  for  indeed  I  had  the  most  of  tbem 
out  of  prison.  There's  but  a  shirt  and  a  half  in  all  my 
company;  and  the  half  shirt  is  two  napkins  tacked  together 
and  thrown  over  the  shoulders  like  an  herald's  coat  without 
sleeves;  and  the  shirt,  to  say  the  truth,  stolen  from  my  host 
at  Saint  Alban's,  or  the  red-nose  innkeeper  of  Daventry. 
But  that's  all  one;  they'll  find  linen  enough  on  every  hedge. 

Unter  the  Prikce  and  Westmorelakd. 

Prince.  How  now,  blown  Jack!  how  now,  quilt! 

Fal.  What,  Hal  I  liow  now,  mad  wag!  what  a  devil  dost 
thou  in  Warwickshire?  My  good  Lord  of  Westmoreland, 
I  cry  you  mercy:  I  thought  your  honour  had  already  been 
at  Shrewsbury.  59 

West,  Faith,  Sir  John,  'tif?  more  than  time  that  I  were 
there,  and  you  too;  but  my  powers  are  there  already.     The 
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king,  I  can  tell  jou,  looks  for  us  all :  wc  must  aWay  all 
niffht. 
I\il.  Tut,  never  fear  n^:  I  am  as  vigilant  as  a  cat  to  steal 

Prince.  I  think,  to  steal  cream  indeed,  for  tby  theft  hath 
already  made  thee  butter.  But  tell  me,  Jack,  whose  fel- 
lows are  these  that  come  after? 

JPhl,  Mine,  Hal,  mine.  6d 

Prince.  I  did  never  see  such  pitiful  rascals. 

Fal.  Tut,  tut;  good  enough  to  toss;  food  for  powder, 
food  for  powder;  they'll  fill  a  pit  as  well  ua  better:  tnsh, 
man,  mortal  men,  mortal  men. 

West.  Ay,  but,  Bir  John,  methinks  they  are  exceeding 
poor  and  bare,  too  beggarly. 

Ihi,  'Faith,  for  their  poverty,  I  know  not  wlicre  they  had 
that;  and  for  their  bareness,  I  am  sure  they  never  learned 
that  of  me. 

Piinee.  No,  I'll  be  sworn;  unless  you  call  three  fingers  on 
the  ribs  bare.  But,  sirrah,  make  haste:  Percy  is  already  in 
the  field.  81 

Fal.  What,  is  the  king  encamped? 

West.  He  is.  Sir  John:  I  fear  wo  shall  stay  too  long. 

Fal.  Well, 
To  tlie  latter  end  of  a  fray  and  the  beginning  of  a  feast    85 
Fits  a  dull  fighter  and  a  keen  guest.  [Exeunt. 

8cEKE  III.     The  rebel  camp  near  SliretNintry, 
Enter  Hotspur,  "Woucester,  Douglas,  and  Vernon, 

Hot.  We'll  fight  with  him  to-night. 

Wor.  It  may  not  be. 

Doug.  You  give  him  then  advantage. 

Ver.  Not  a  whit. 

Hot.  Why  say  you  so?  looks  ho  not  for  supply? 

Ver.  So  do  we. 

Hot.  Ilis  is  certain,  ours  is  doubtful. 

Wot.  Good  cousin,  be  advised;  stir  not  to-night. 

Ver.  Do  not,  my  lord. 

Doug.  You  do  not  counsel  well : 

You  speak  it  out  of  fear  and  cold  heart. 

Ver,  Do  me  no  slander,  Douglas:  by  my  life, 
And  I  dare  well  maintain  it  with  my  fife. 
If  well -respected  honour  bid  me  on,  10 

I  hold  as  little  counsel  with  weak  fear 
As  you,  my  lord,  or  any  Scot  that  this  day  lives: 
Let  it  be  seen  to-morrow  in  the  battle 
Which  of  us  fears. 
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Ikmj.  Yea,  or  to-night. 

Vcr,  Content. 

Jht,  To-uight,  say  I. 

Vcr,  Come,  couiu,  it  may  not  be.    I  wonder  much, 
Dcing  men  of  sueU  great  leading  as  you  arc, 
That  you  foresee  not  -what  impediments 
Drag  iKick  our  expedition :  certain  horso 
Of  my  cousin  Vernon's  arc  not  yet  oomc  up:  CO 

Yoiu-  uncle  Worcester's  horse  came  but  to-day; 
And  now  their  pride  and  mettle  u  adeep. 
Their  courage  Avith  hard  labour  tame  and  dull, 
That  not  a  horfto  u  half  tliu  lialf  of  himself. 

Hot.  So  are  the  horses  of  the  enemy 
In  general,  Journey-bated  and  brought  Iott: 
The  better  part  of  ours  are  full  of  rest. 

Wor.  The  number  of  the  king  cxeeedeth  ours: 
For  God's  sake,  cousin,  stay  till  all  conic  in. 

[Tlie  trumpet  touiuU  a  parky . 

Enter  Sm  Walter  BLryr. 

Blunt.  I  come  with  gracious  offers  from  the  king,       80 
If  vou  vouchsafe  me  hearing  and  respect. 

ilot.  Welcome,  Sir  Walter  Blunt;  and  would  to  Qod 
You  were  of  our  determination ! 
Some  of  us  love  you  well ;  and  even  those  some 
Envy  your  great  deservings  and  good  name. 
Because  you  arc  not  of  our  quality. 
But  stand  against  us  like  an  enemy. 

Btunt  And  Qod  defend  but  still  I  should  stand  so. 
So  long  as  out  of  limit  and  true  rule 
You  stand  against  anointed  majesty.  40 

But  to  my  charge.    The  king  hath  sent  to  know 
The  nature  of  your  griefs,  and  whcrcupou 
You  conjure  from  the  breast  of  civil  peace 
Such  bold  hostility,  teaching  his  duteous  land 
Audacious  cruel ty%     If  that  the  king 
Have  any  way  your  good  deserts  forgot, 
Which  he  confesseth  to  be  manifold, 
lie  bids  YOU  name  your  j^riefs;  and  with  all  speed 
You  shall  have  your  desires  with  interest 
And  pardon  al)solute  for  yourself  and  these  CO 

Herem  misled  by  your  suggestion. 

Hot.  The  king  is  kind;  and  well  we  know  the  king 
Knows  at  what  lime  to  promise,  when  to  pay. 
Hij  father  and  my  uncle  and  myself 
Did  give  him  that  same  royalty  ho  wears; 
And  when  he  was  not  six  and  twenty  strong. 
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Sick  in  the  world's  regard,  wretched  and  low, 

A  poor  unmindcd  outlaw  sneaking  home, 

My  father  gave  him  welcome  to  the  shore; 

And  when  he  heard  him  swear  and  vow  to  God  CO 

He  came  hut  to  be  Duke  of  Lancaster, 

To  sue  his  livery  and  beg  his  ix^ace, 

"With  tears  of  innocency  and  terms  of  zeal, 

My  father,  in  kind  heart  and  pity  moved, 

Swore  him  assistance  and  performed  it  too. 

Now  when  the  lords  and  barons  of  the  realm 

Perceived  Northumberland  did  lean  to  him. 

The  more  and  less  came  in  with  cap  and  khec; 

Met  him  in  boroughs,  cities,  villages, 

Attended  him  on  bridges,  stood  in  lanes,  70 

Laid  gifts  before  him,  proffered  him  their  oaths. 

Gave  him  their  heirs,  aa  pages  followed  him 

Even  at  the  heels  in  golden  multitudes. 

He  presently,  as  greatness  knows  itself. 

Steps  me  a  little  higher  than  his  vow 

Made  to  my  father,  while  his  blood  was  poor. 

Upon  tlie  naked  shore  at  Ravenspurgh ; 

And  now,  forsooth,  takes  on  him  to  reform 

Some  certain  edicts  and  some  strait  decrees 

That  lie  too  heavy  on  the  commonwealih,  CO 

Cries  out  upon  abuses,  seems  to  weep 

Over  his  country's  wrongs;  and  by  this  face. 

This  seeming  brow  of  justice,  did  he  win 

The  hearts  of  all  that  he  did  angle  for; 

Proceeded  further;  cut  me  off  the  heads 

Of  all  the  favourites  that  the  absent  king 

In  deputation  left  behind  him  here, 

When  he  was  personal  in  the  Irish  war. 

Blunt,  Tut,  I  came  not  to  hear  this. 

Jlot,  Then  to  the  point. 

In  short  time  after,  he  deposed  the  king;  •  CO 

Soon  after  that,  deprived  him  of  his  life; 
And  in  the  neck  of  that,  task'd  the  whole  state; 
To  make  that  worse,  sufTcr'd  his  kinsman  March, 
Who  is,  if  every  owner  were  well  placed. 
Indeed  his  king,  to  be  engaged  in  Wales, 
There  without  ransom  to  lie  forfeited; 
Disgraced  me  in  my  happy  victories, 
Sought  to  entrap  me  by  intelligence; 
Rated  mine  uncle  from  the  council-board; 
In  rage  dismiss'd  my  father  from  the  court;  100 

Broke  oath  on  oath,  committed  wrong  on  wrong. 
And  in  conclusion  drove  us  to  seek  out 


BCKOT  IV.]  KING  HENRY  IV.  191 

This  head  of  safety:  and  withal  to  pry 
Into  his  title,  the  which  we  find 
Too  indirect  for  long  continuance. 

Blunt,  Shall  I  return  this  answer  to  the  king? 

Hot.  Not  so.  Sir  Walter:  we'll  withdraw  awhile. 
€k>  to  the  king;  and  let  there  be  impawn'd 
Some  surety  for  a  safe  return  again, 

And  in  the  morning  early  shall  my  uncle  110 

Bring  him  our  purposes:  and  so  farewell. 

BIutU,  I  would  you  would  accept  of  grace  and  love. 

Hot.  And  may  lie  so  we  shall. 

Blunt.  Pray  God  you  do. 

[Exeunt, 

Scene  IV.    Tork.     The  Archbishop's  palace. 
Enter  the  Archbishop  of  York  and  Sir  Michael. 

Arch.  Hie,  good  Sir  Michael;  bear  this  scaled  brief 
With  winged  haste  to  the  lord  marshal; 
This  to  my  cousin  Scroop,  and  all  the  rest 
To  whom  they  are  directed.     If  you  knew 
How  much  they  do  import,  you  would  make  haste. 

Sir  M.  My  good  lord, 
I  guess  their  tenour. 

Arch.  Like  enough  you  do. 

To-morrow,  good  Sir  Michael,  is  a  day 
Wherein  the  fortune  of  ten  thousand  men 
Must  bide  the  touch ;  for,  sir,  at  Shrewsbury,  10 

A^I  am  truly  given  to  understand. 
The  kin^  with  miehty  and  quick-raised  power 
Meets  with  Lord  Harry:  and,  I  fear,  Sir  Michael, 
What  with  the  sickness  of  Northumberland, 
Whose  power  was  in  the  first  proportion, 
And  what  with  Owen  Glendower's  absence  thence, 
Who  with  them  was  a  rated  sinew  too 
And  comes  not  in,  o'er-ruled  by  prophecies, 
'I  fear  the  power  of  Percy  is  too  weak 
To  wage  an  instant  trial  with  the  king.  20 

Sir  M.  Why,  my  good  lord,  you  need  not  fear; 
There  is  Douglas  and  Lord  Alortimer. 

Arch.  No,  jilortimer  is  not  there. 

iS*>  M.    But  there  is  Mordake,  Vernon,   Lord   Harry 
Percy, 
And  there  is  my  Lord  of  Worcester  and  a  head 
Of  gallant  warriors,  noble  gentlemen. 

Arch,  And  so  there  is:  but  yet  the  king  hath  drawn 
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The  special  head  of  all  the  land  together: 

The  Prince  of  Wales,  Lord  John  of  Lancaster, 

The  noble  Westmoreland  and  warlike  Blunt;  80 

And  many  moe  corrivnls  and  dear  men 

Of  estimation  and  command  in  arms. 

Sir  M.  Doubt  not,  my  lord,  they  shall  be  well  opposed. 

Arch,  I  hope  no  less,  yet  needful  'tis  to  fear; 
And,  to  prevent  the  worst,  Sir  Michael,  speed: 
For  if  Lord  Percy  thrive  not,  ere  the  king 
Dinmiss  his  power,  he  means  to  visit  us, 
For  lie  hath  heard  of  our  confederacy, 
And  'lis  but  wisdom  to  make  strong  a^inst  him: 
Tlierefore  make  haste.  '  I  must  go  write  again 
To  other  friends;  and  so  farewell,  Sir  Michael.      [Exeunt, 


ACT  V. 

ScBKB  I.     His  King's  camp  near  Shrewtniry, 

Enter  Vie  Kino,  Prikcb  of  Walks;  Lord  John  of  Lan- 
caster, Earl  of  Westmoreland,  Sir  Waltbb  Blunt, 
ajid  Faiatavf. 

King,  How  bloodily  the  sun  begins  to  peer 
Above  yon  busky  hill!  the  day  looks  pale 
At  his  distemperature. 

Prince.      •  The  southern  wind 

Doth  play  the  trumpet  to  his  purposes, 
And  by  his  hollow  whistling  in  the  lenves 
Foretells  a  tempest  and  a  blustering  day. 

King.  Then  with  the  losers  let  it  sympathise. 
For  nothing  can  seem  foul  to  those  tLat  wiu. 

[The  trumpet  eounde. 

Enter  Worcester  and  Vernon. 

How  now,  my  Lord  of  Worcester!  'lis  not  well 

That  you  ami  I  should  meet  upon  such  terms  10 

As  now  we  meet.    You  have  deceived  our  trust. 

And  made  us  doff  our  easy  robes  of  peace, 

To  crush  our  old  limbs  in  ungentle  steel: 

This  is  not  well,  my  lord,  this  is  Dot  well. 

What  say  you  to  it?  will  you  again  unknit 

This  churlish  knot  of  all-abhorred  war? 

And  move  in  that  obedient  orb  again 

Where  you  did  give  a  fair  and  natural  light,' 

And  bo  no  more  an  exhaled  meteor. 


I 
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A  prodigy  of  fear  and  a  portent  20 

Of  broached  mischief  to  the  unborn  times? 

Wor.  Hear  me,  my  liege : 
For  mine  own  part,  I  could  be  well  content 
To  entertain  the  lag-end  of  my  life 
With  quiet  hours ;  for  I  do  protest, 
I  have  not  sought  the  day  of  this  dislike. 

KitvQ,  You  have  not  sought  it!  how  comes  it,  then? 

FaX.  Rebellion  lay  in  his  way,  and  he  found  it. 

Prince.  Peace,  cliewet,  peace! 

Wor.  It  pleased  your  majesty  to  turn  your  looks  30 

Of  favour  from  myself  and  all  our  house; 
And  yet  I  must  remember  you,  my  lord, 
We  were  the  flri»t  and  dearest  of  your  friends. 
For  you  my  staff  of  office  did  I  break 
In  Richard's  tim^;  and  posted  day  and  night 
To  meet  you  on  the  way,  and  kiss  your  hand, 
Wlien  yet  3'ou  were  in  place  and  in  account 
Nothing  so  strong  and  fortunate  as  L 
It  was  myself,  my  brother  and  his  son. 
That  brought  you  home  and  boldly  did  outdare  40 

The  dangers  of  the  time.     You  swore  to  us, 
And  you  did  swear  that  oath  at  Doncastcr, 
That  you  did  nothing  purpose  'gainst  the  state; 
Nor  clainl  no  further  than  your  new-falFn  right, 
The  seat  of  Gaunt,  dukedom  of  Lancaster: 
To  this  we  swore  our  aid.     But  jn  short  space 
It  rain'd  down  fortune  showering  on  your  head; 
And  such  a  flood  of  greatness  fell  on  you. 
What  with  our  help,  what  with  the  absent  king, 
What  with  the  injuries  of  a  wanton  time,  50 

The  seeming  sufferances  that  you  had  borne. 
And  the  cqntrarious  winds  that  held  the  king 
Bo  lon^  in  his  unlucky  Irish  wars 
That  all  in  Enghind  did  repute  him  dead : 
And  from  this  swarm  of  fair  advantages 
You  took  occasion  to  be  quickly  woo*d 
To  gripe  the  general  sway  into  your  hand; 
Forgot  ^our  oath  to  us  at  Doncaster; 
And  bemg  fed  by  us  you  used  us  so 
As  that  ungentle  gull,  the  cuckoo's  bird,  00 

Useth  the  sparrow;  did  oppress  our  nest; 
Grew  by  our  feeding  to  so  great  a  bulk 
Tha%  even  our  love  durst  not  come  near  your  sight 
For  fear  of  swallowing;  but  with  nimble  wing 
Wc  were  enforced,  for  safety  sake,  to  fly 

6UAK.   II.— 7 
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Out  of  your  sight  and  raise  this  present  head; 

Whereby  we  stand  opposed  by  such  means 

As  you  yourself  have  forged  against  yourself 

By  unkind  usage,  dangerous  countenance, 

And  violation  of  all  faith  and  trolh  70 

Sworn  to  us  in  your  younger  enterprise. 

King,  These  things  indeed  you  have  ailiculate, 
Proclaim'd  at  market-crosses,  read  in  cliurches. 
To  face  the  garment  of  rebellion 
With  some  fine  colour  that  may  please  the  eye 
Of  fickle  changelings  and  poor  discontents, 
Which  gape  and  rul)  tlie  elbow  at  the  news 
Of  hurlyburly  innovation: 
And  never  yet  did  insurrection  want 
Buch  water-colors  to  impaint  his  cause;  80 

Nor  moody  beggars,  starving  for  a  timo 
Of  pcllmell  havoc  and  confusion. 

Prince,  In  both  your  armies  there  is  many  a  soul 
Bhall  pay  full  dearly  for  this  encounter, 
If  once  they  join  in*  trial.    Tell  your  nephew. 
The  Prince  of  Wales  doth  join  with  all  the  world 
In  praise  of  Ilcnry  Percy:  bv  my  hopes, 
This  present  enterprise  set  on  his  head, 
I  do  not  think  a  braver  gentleman. 

More  active-valiant  or  more  valiant-young,  90 

More  daring  or  more  bold,  is  now  afivo 
To  grace  this  latter  age  with  noble  deeds. 
For  my  part,  I  may  speak  it  to  my  shame, 
I  have  a  truant  been  to  chivalry; 
And  so  I  hear  he  doth  account  mc  too; 
Yet  this  before  my  father's  majesty — 
I  am  content  that  he  shall  take  the  odds 
Of  his  great  name  and  estimation. 
And  will,  to  save  the  blood  on  either  side. 
Try  fortune  with  him  in  a  single  fight.  100 

King.  And,  Prince  of  Wales,  so  dare  we  venture  thee. 
Albeit  considerations  infinite 
Do  make  against  it.     No,  good  Worcester,  no. 
We  love  our  people  well;  even  those  we  lave 
That  are  misled  upon  your  cousin's  part; 
And,  will  they  take  the  offer  of  our  grace, 
Both  he  and  they  and  you,  yea,  every  man 
Shall  be  my  friend  again  and  I'll  be  liis: 
So  tell  your  cousin,  and  bring  me  word 
What  he  will  do:  but  if  he  will  not  yield,  110 

Bebuke  and  dread  correction  wait  on  us 
And  they  shall  do  their  ofilce.    So,  be  gone ; 
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We  will  not  now  be  troubled  with  reply: 
We  oflfer  fair;  take  it  advisedly. 

[Exeunt  Worcester  and  Vernon, 

Prince,  It  will  not  be  accepted,  on  my  life: 
The  Douglas  and  the  Hotspur  both  together 
Are  confident  against  the  world  in  arms. 

King,  Hence,  therefore,  every  leader  to  his  charge; 
For,  on  their  answer,  will  we  set  on  them : 
And  God  befriend  us,  as  our  cause  is  just!  120i 

[Exeunt  all  but  the  Prince  of  Wales  and  FaXstaff. 

Fal,  Hal,  if  thou  see  me  down  in  the  battle  and  bestride 
me.  so;  'tis  a  point  of  friendship. 

Prince,  Nothing  but  a  colossus  can  do  thee  that  friend- 
ship.    Say  tliv  prayers,  and  farewell. 

Fal,  I  would  'twere  bed-time,  Hal,  and  all  well. 

Prince,  Why,  thou  owest  Goa  a  death.  [Exit. 

Fal.  'Tis  not  due  yet;  I  would  be  loath  to  pay  him  before 
his  day.  What  need  I  be  so  forward  with  him  that  calls 
not  on  me?  Well,  'tis  no  matter;  honour  pricks  me  on. 
Yea,  but  how  if  honour  prick  me  off  when  I  come  on?  how 
then?  Can  honour  set  to  a  leg?  no:  or  an  arm?  no:  or  take 
away  the  gfief  of  a  wound?  no.  Honour  hath  no  skill  in 
surgery,  then?  no.  What  is  honour?  a  word.  What  is  in 
that  word  honour?  what  is  that  honour?  air.  A  trim  reck- 
oning! Who  hath  it?  he  that  died  o*  Wednesday.  Doth  he 
feel  it?  no.  Doth  he  hear  it?  no.  'Tis  insensible,  then. 
Yea,  to  the  dead.  But  will  it  not  live  with  the  living?  no. 
Why?  detraction  will  not  suffer  it.  Therefore  I'll  none  of 
it.    Honour  is  a  mere  scutcheon :  and  so  ends  my  catechism. 

[Exa. 

Scene  II.    I%e  rebel  camp. 

Enter  Wobcester  and  Vernon. 

Wor,  O,  no,  my  nep'icw  must  not  know.  Sir  Richard, 
The  liberal  and  kmd  offer  of  the  king. 

Ver.  'Twere  best  he  did. 

Wor,  Then  are  we  ail  undone. 

It  is  not  possible,  it  cannot  be, 
The  king  should  keep  his  word  in  loving  us; 
He  will  suspect  us  still  and  find  a  time 
To  punish  this  offence  in  other  faults: 
Suspicion  all  our  lives  shall  be  stuck  full  of  eyes; 
For  treason  is  but  trusted  like  the  fox, 
Who,  ne*er  so  tame,  so  cherished  and  lock'd  up,  10 

Will  have  a  wild  trick  of  his  ancestors. 
Look  how  we  can,  or  sad  or  merrily, 
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Interpretation  will  misquote  our  looks, 
And  we  shall  feed  like  oxen  at  a  stall, 
The  better  cherisli'd,  still  the  nearer  death. 
My  nepliew's  trespass  may  be  well  forgot; 
It  hath  the  excuse  of  youth  and  heat  of  blood. 
And  an  adopted  name  of  pnvilege, 
A  hare-brain'd  Hotspur,  govern'd  by  a  spleen: 
f  All  his  offences  live  upon  my  bead  20 

And  on  his  father's;  we  did  train  him  on. 
And,  his  corruption  he\ng  ta'en  from  us, 
We,  as  the  spring  of  all,  shall  pay  for  all. 
Therefore,  good  cousin,  let  not  Harry  know. 
In  any  case,  the  offer  of  the  king. 

Vej\  Deliver  what  you  will;  Til  say  'lis  sa 
Here  comes  your  cousin. 

Enter  Hotspur  and  Dou6la& 

Hot.  My  uncle  is  retimi'd  : 
Deliver  up  my  Lord  of  Westmoreland. ' 
Uncle,  what  news?  SO 

Wor.  The  king  will  bid  you  battle  presently. 

Doug.  Defy  him  by  the  Lord  of  Westmoreland. 

Hot.  Lord  Douglas,  go  you  and  tell  him  so. 

Dotfg.  Marry,  and  shall,  and  very  willingly.  [En't 

Wor.  Tliere  is  no  seeming  mercy  in  the  king. 

ifo<.  Did  you  beg  any?    God  forbid! 

Wor.  I  told  him  gently  of  our  grievances. 
Of  his  oath -breaking;  which  he  mended  thus. 
By  now  forswearing  that  he  is  forsworn: 
He  calls  us  rel)els,  traitors;  and  will  scourge  40 

With  haughty  arms  this  hateful  name  in  us. 

He-enter  Douglas. 

Dottg.  Arm,  gentlemen;  to  arms!  for  I  have  thrown 
A  brave  defiance  in  King  Henry's  teeth. 
And  Westmoreland,  that  was  engaged,  did  bear  it; 
Which  cannot  choose  but  bring  him  quickly  on. 

Wor.  The  Prince  of  Wales  stepp'd  forthJ)efore  the  king, 
And,  nephew,  challenged  you  to  single  figHt. 

Hot.  O,  would  the  quarrel  lay  upon  our  heads, 
And  that  no  man  might  draw  short  -breath  today 
But  I  and  Harry  Monmouth !    Tell  me,  tell  me,  60 

How  show'd  his  tasking?  scem'd  it  in  contempt 

Ver.  No,  by  my  soul ;  I  never  in  my  life 
Did  hear  a  challenge  urged  more  modestly. 
Unless  a  brother  should  a  brother  dare 
To  gentle  exercise  and  proof  of  arms. 
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He  gave  you  all  the  duties  of  a  man: 

Trlmm'd  up  vour  praises  with  a  princely  tongue, 

Spoke  your  deservings  !ike  a  chronicle. 

Making  you  €Yer  better  than  his  praise 

By  still  dispraising  praise  valued  ^vith  you;  60 

And,  which  became  him  like  a  prince  indeed. 

He  made  a  blushing  cital  of  himself; 

And  chid  bis  truant  youth  with  such  a  grace 

As  if  he  mastered  there  a  double  spirit 

Of  teaching  and  of  learning  Instantly. 

There  did  he  pause:  bull  let  me  tell  tlie  world. 

If  he  outlive  the  envy  of  this  day, 

England  did  never  owe  so  sweet  a  hope, 

8o  much  misconstrued  in  his  wantonness. 

Hot.  Cousin,  I  think  thou  art  enamoured  70 

On  his  follies:  never  did  I  hear 
Of  any  prince  so  wild  a  libertine. 
But  be  he  as  lie  will,  yet  once  ere  night 
I  will  embrace  him  with  a  soldier^s  arm, 
That  he  shall  shrink  un<ler  my  courtesy. 
Arm,  arm  with  speed;  and,  fellows,  soldiers,  friends. 
Better  consider  what  you  have  to  do 
Than  I,  that  have  not  well  the  gift  of  tongue^ 
Can  lift  your  blood  up  with  pei'suasion. 

Ehiter  a  Messenger. 

Men.  My  lord,  here  are  letters  for  you.  80 

Hot  I  cannot  read  them  now. 
O  gentlemen,  the  time  of  life  is  short! 
To  spend  that  shortness  basely  were  too  long. 
If  life  did  ride  upon  a  dial's  point. 
Still  ending  at  the  arrival  of  an  hour. 
An  if  we  live,  we  live  to  tread  on  kings; 
If  die.  brave  death,  when  princes  die  with  usl 
Now.  for  our  consciences,  the  arms  are  fair, 
When  the  intent  of  bearing  them  is  just. 

Enter  another  Messenger. 

Mess.  My  lord,  prepare;  the  king  comes  on  apace.        90 
Hot.  I  thank  him.  that  he  cuts  me  from  my  tale, 

For  I  profess  not  talking;  onlv  this — 

Let  each  man  do  his  best :  and  here  draw  I 

A  sword,  whose  temper  I  intend  to  stain 

With  the  best  blood  that  I  can  meet  withal 

In  the  adventure  of  this  perilous  day. 

Now,  Esperance!  Percy!  and  set  on. 

Sound  all  tlie  lofty  iBStrument«  of  war. 
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And  by  that  music  let  us  all  embrace; 

For,  lienven  to  earth,  some  of  us  never  shall  100 

A  second  time  do  such  a  courtesy. 

[T/ts  trumpets  Bound.    T/iep  embrace,  and  exeunt. 

Scene  III.    Plain  between  tJie  camps. 

I7ie  EiNO  enters  with  his  power.    Alarum  to  the  battle.  Then 
enter  Douglas  and  Sir  Walter  Blunt. 

Bhint.  What  is  thy  name,  that  in  the  battle  thus 
Thou  crossest  me?  what  honour  dost  thou  seek 
Upon  my  head? 

Doug.  Enow  then,  my  name  is  Douglas; 

And  I  do  haunt  thee  in  the  battle  thus 
Because  some  tell  me  that  thou  art  a  king. 

Blunt.  They  tell  thee  true. 

Doug.  The  Lord  of  Stafford  dear  to^ay  hath  bought 
Thy  likeness,  for  instead  of  thee,  King  Harry, 
This  sword  hath  ended  him :  so  shall  it  thee, 
Unless  thou  yield  thee  as  my  prisoner.  10 

Blunt.  I  was  not  bom  a  yielder,  thou  proud  Scot; 
And  thou  shalt  find  a  king  that  will  revenge 
Lord  Stafford's  death. 

[Ihejfjight.    Douglas  kills  Blunt. 

Enter  Hotspur. 

Hot.  O  Douglas,  hadst  thou  fought  at  Holmcdon  thus, 
I  never  had  tnumph'd  upon  a  Scot. 

Doug.  All's  done,  all's  won ;  here  breathless  lies  the  king. 

Hot.  Where? 

Doug.  Here. 

Hot.  This,  Douglas?  no:  I  know  this  face  full  well: 
A  gallant  knight  he  was,  his  name  was  Blunt;  20 

Semblably  fumish'd  like  the  king  himself. 

Doug.  A  fool  ^o  with  thy  soul,  whither  it  goes! 
A  borrow'd  title liast  thou  oought  too  dear: 
Why  didst  thou  tell  me  that  thou  wert  a  king? 

Hot.  The  king  hath  many  marching  in  his  coats. 

Doug.  Now,  by  my  sword,  I  will  kill  all  his  coats; 
I'll  murder  all  his  wardrobe,  piece  by  piece, 
Until  I  meet  the  king. 

Hot.  Up,  and  away! 

Our  soldiers  stand  full  fairly  for  the  day.  29 

[Exeunt. 

Alarum.    Enter  Falstaff,  solus. 
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Fal.  Though  I  could  'scape  shot-free  at  London,  I  fear 
the  shot  here;  iiere's  no  scoring  but  upon  the  pate.  Soft! 
who  are  you?  Sir  Walter  Blunt;  there's  honour  for  you! 
here's  no  vanity!  I  am  as  hot  us  molten  lead,  and  as  lieavy 
too:  God  keep  lead  out  of  me!  I  need  no  more  weight 
than  mine  own  bowels.  I  have  led  my  nigamufiins  where 
they  are  peppered :  there's  not  three  of  my  hundred  and 
titty  left  alive;  and  they  arc  for  the  town's  end,  to  bee 
during  life.    But  who  comes  here?  ^ 

Enter  tlie  Prince. 

Prince.  What,  stand 'st  thou  idle  here?  lend  mo  thy 
sword : 
Many  a  nobleman  lies  stark  and  stiff 
Under  the  hoofs  of  vaunting  enemies, 
Wliose  deaths  are  yet  unrevenged:  I  prithee,  lend  mo  thy 
sword. 

F(U,  O  Hal,  I  prithee,  give  mo  leave  to  breathe  awhile. 
Turk  Gregory  never  did  such  deeds  in  arms  as  I  have  done 
this  day.     I  have  paid  Percy.  I  have  made  him  sure. 

Prince.  He  is,  indeed ;  and  living  to  kill  thee.  I  prithee, 
lend  me  thy  sword.  50 

Fal.  Nay,  before  God.  Hal,  if  Percy  be  alive,  thou  get'st 
not  my  sword ;  but  take  my  pistol,  if  thou  wilt. 

Prince.  Give  it  mo:  what,  is  it  in  the  case? 

Fal.  Ay,  Hal;  'tis  hot,  'tis  hot;  there's  that  will  sack  a 
city. 

\The  Prince draw»  it  out,  and  finds  it  to  be  a  bottle  ofaack. 

Prince.  What,  is  it  a  time  to  jest  and  dally  now? 

[He  throws  the  bottle  at  him.    Exit. 

Fal.  Well,  if  Percy  be  alive,  I'll  pierce  him.  If  he  do 
come  in  my  way,  so :  if  he  do  not,  if  I  come  in  his  willingly, 
let  him  make  a  carbonado  of  me.  I  like  not  sucli  grinning 
honour  as  Sir  Walter  hath:  give  me  life:  which  if  lean 
save,  so;  if  not,  honour  comes  unlooked  for,  and  there's 
an  end.  [Exit. 

Scene  IV.    Another  part  of  the  fidd. 

Alarum.    Excursions,    Enter  the  Kino,  the  Prince,  Lord 
John  of  Lancaster,  and  Eabl  of  Westmoreland. 

King.  I  prithee, 

Hnrry,  withdraw  thyself;  thou  bleed 'st  too  much. 
Lord  John  of  Lancaster,  go  you  with  him. 

Lan.  Not  I,  my  lord,  unless  I  did  bleed  too. 

Prince.  I  beseech  your  majesty,  make  up. 
Lest  your  retirement  do  amaze  your  friends. 
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King.  I  will  do  so. 
My  Lord  of  Westmoreland,  lead  bim  to  his.tent. 

West.  Come,  my  lord,  I'll  lead  you  to  your  tent, 

Prin4i».  Lead  me,  my  lord?  I  do  not  need  your  help:  10 
And  God  forbid  a  shallow  scratch  should  drive 
The  Prince  of  Wales  from  such  a  field  as  this, 
Where  stain'd  nobility  lies  trodden  on, 
And  rebels'  arms  triumph  in  massacres  I 

Lan.  We  breathe  too  long;  come,  cousin  Westmoreland, 
Our  duty  this  way  lies;  for  God's  sake,  come. 

[Elxeunt  Prince  John  and  Westmoreland, 

Prince.  By  God,  thou  hast  deceived  me,  Lancaster; 
I  did  not  think  thee  lord  of  such  a  spirit: 
Before,  I  loved  thee  as  a  brother,  John ; 
But  now,  I  do  respect  thee  as  my  soul.  20 

King.  I  saw  him  hold  Lord  Percy  at  the  point 
With  lustier  maintenance  than  I  did  look  for 
Of  such  an  ungrown  warrior. 

Prince.  O,  this  boy 

Lends  mettle  to  us  all  I  [ExU. 

Enter  Douglas. 

Doug.  Another  king!  they  grow  like  Hydra's  heads- 
I  am  the  Douglas,  fatal  to  all  those 
Tliat  wear  those  colors  on  them:  wbat  art  thou, 
That  counterfeit'st  the  person  of  a  king? 

King.  The  king  himself;  who,  Douglas,  grieves  at  heart 
So  many  of  his  shadows  thou  hast  met  80 

And  not  the  very  king.     I  have  two  boys 
Seek  Percy  and  thyself  about  the  field : 
But,  seeing  thou  fall'st  on  me  so  luckily, 
I  will  assay  thee:  so,  defend  thyself. 

Doug.  I'fear  thou  art  another  counterfeit; 
And  yet,  in  faith,  thou-bear'st  thee  like  a  king: 
But  mine  I  am  sure  thou  art,  whoe'er  thou  be. 
And  tlius  I  win  thee.  \Theyfighi;  the  King  being  in 

danger^  re-enter  Pfince  of  Wales. 

Prince.  Hold  up  thy  head,  vile  Scot,  or  Uiou  art  like 
Never  to  hold  it  up  again !  the  spirits  40 

Of  valiant  Shirley,  Stafford,  Blunt,  are  In  my  arms: 
It  is  the  Prince  of  Wiiles  that  threatens  thcc; 
Who  never  promiscth  but  he  means  to  pay. 

[Theyfyht:  Dottglas flies. 
Cheerly,  my  lord:  how  fares  your  grace? 
Sir  Niciiolas  Gawsey  hath  for  succour  sent, 
And  so  hath  Clifton:  I'll  to  Clifton  straight. 

King.  Stay,  and  breathe  awhile: 
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Thou  hast  rcdecm*d  thy  lost  opinion, 

And  showed  thou  makest  some  tender  of  my  life, 

In  this  fair  rescue  thou  hnst  brought  to  mc.  50. 

Prince.  O  God  I  lliey  did  me  too  much  injury 
That  ever  said  I  hearken *d  for  your  death. 
If  it  were  so,  I  might  have  let  alone 
The  iusuUing  hand  of  Douglas  over  )'ou, 
Which  would  have  been  as  speedy  in  your  end 
As  all  the  poisonous  potions  in  the  ivorld 
And  saved  the  treacherous  labour  of  your  son. 

JKitig.  3iake  up  to  Clifton:  1*11  to  Sir  Nicholas  Gawsey. 

[6nt. 
Enter  HoTfiPUR. 

not  If  I  mistake  not,  thou  art  IlaiTy  Monmouth. 

Prince.  Thou  speak'st  as  if  I  would  deny  my  name.    60 

Hot.  My  name  is  Harry  Percy. 

Prince.  Why,  then  I  see 

A  very  valiant  rel)el  of  the  name. 
I  am  the  Prince  of  Wales;  and  think  not,  Percy, 
To  share  with  me  in  glory  an^  more; 
Two  stars  keep  not  their  motion  in  one  sphere; 
Nor  can  one  England  brook  a  double  reign. 
Of  HtLTry  Percy  and  the  Prince  of  Wales. 

Hat.  Nor  shall  it,  Harry;  for  (he  lu>ur  is  come 
To  end  the  one  of  us;  and  would  to  God 
Thy  name  in  arms  were  now  as  great  as  mine  I  70 

Prince.  1*11  make  it  greater  ere  I  part  from  thee; 
And  all  the  budding  honours  on  thy  crest 
1*11  crop,  to  make  a  garland  for  my  head. 

Hat.  I  can  no  longer  brook  thy  vanities.         [TJiey  fight. 

Enter  Palstapp. 

Fal.  Well  said.  Hal!  to  it,  Hall  Nay,  you  shall  find  no 
boy's  play  here,  I  can  tell  you. 

Be-enter  Douglas;  hefightu  with  Palstapp,  whofaMs  down 
aa  if  he  were  dead,  and  exit  Douolab.  Hotspcu  if 
toouTided,  and  falls. 

Hat.  O,  Harry,  thou  hast  robb'd  me  of  my  youth! 
I  better  brook  the  loss  of  brittle  life 
Than  those  proud  titles  thou  hast  won  of  mc ; 
They  wound  my  thoughts  worse  than  thy  sword  my  flesh : 
But  thought's  the  slave  of  life,  and  life  time's  fool;         81 
And  time,  that  takes  survey  of  all  the  world. 
Must  hare  a  stop.    O,  I  could  prophesy, 
But  that  tlte  earthy  and  cold  hand  of  death 
Lies  on  my  tongue:  no,  Percy,  thou  art  dust. 
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And  food  for—  [Dies, 

Pnnee.  For  worms,  brave  Percy:  fare  thee  well,  great 
heart  1 
Ill-weaved  ambition,  bow  much  art  thou  shrunk! 
When  that  this  body  did  contain  a  spirit, 
A  kingdom  for  ii;  was  too  small  a  bound;  90 

But  now  two  paces  of  the  vilest  earth 
Is  room  enough ;  this  earth  that  bears  theo  dead 
Bears  not  alive  so  stout  a  gentleman. 
If  thou  wert  sensible  of  courtesy, 
I  should  not  make  so  dear  a  show  of  zeal : 
But  let  my  favours  hide  thy  mangled  face; 
And,  even  in  thy  behalf,  1 11  thank  m3'self 
For  doing  these  fair  rites  of  tenderness. 
Adieu,  and  take  thy  praise  with  thee  to  heaven  1 
Thy  ignominy  sleep  with  thee  in  the  gittve,  100 

But  not  remembered  in  thy  epitaph ! 

[lie  ftput?L  FaUtaffon  the  ground. 
What,  old  acquaintance!  could  not  all  this  flesh 
Keep  in  a  little  life?    Poor  Jack,  farewell  1 
I  could  have  better  spared  a  better  man : 
O,  I  should  have  a  heavy  miss  of  thee, 
If  I  were  much  in  love  with  vanity! 
Death  hath  not  struck  so  fat  a  deer  to-day. 
Though  many  dearer,  in  this  bloody  fray. 
Emboweird  will  I  see  thee  by  and  by: 
Till  then  in  blood  by  noble  Percy  lie.  [ExU,    110 

''Fal.  [lUgingtip]  Embowel  led!  if  thou  embowel  me  to- 
day, I'll  give  you  leave  to  powder  me  and  eat  me  too  to- 
morrow. 'Sblood,  'twas  time  to  counterfeit,  or  that  hot 
termiu^nt  Scot  had  paid  me  scot  and  lot  too.  Counterfeit? 
I  lie,  I  am  no  counterfeit:  to  die,  is  to  be  a  counterfeit;  for 
he  is  but  the  counterfeit  of  a  man  who  hath  not  the  life  of 
a  man:  but  to  counterfeit  dying,  when  a  man  thereby 
liveth,  is  to  be  no  counterfeit,  but  the  true  and  perfect 
image  of  life  indeed.  The  better  part  of  valour  is  discretion ; 
in  the  which  better  part  I  have  saved  my  life.  'Zounds, 
I  am  afraid  of  this  gunpowder  Percy,  though  he  be  dead: 
how,  if  he  should  counterfeit  too  and  rise?  by  my  faith,  I 
am  afraid  he  would  prove  the  belter  counterfeit.  There- 
fore I'll  make  him  sure;  yea,  and  I'll  swear  I  killed  hitn. 
Why  may  not  he  rise  as  well  as  I?  Nothing  confutes  me 
but  eyes,  and  nobody  sees  me.  Therefore,  sirrali  [stabbing 
ftm],  with  a  new  wound  in  your  thigh,  come  you  along 
with  me.  [  Takes  up  Hotspur  on  his  back, 

Me-enier  ths  Pkxncxb  of  Wales  and  Lqbd  John  of  Lan- 

CASTBB. 


BCBNE  v.]  KING  HENRY  IV.  203 

Prince.   Come,  brother  John;   full  brayely  hast  thou 
flesh'd 
Thy  maiden  sword. 

Lan.  But,  soft  I  whom  have  we  here? 

Did  you  not  tell  me  this  fat  man  was  dead? 

Prince,  1  did;  I  saw  him  dead,  ^ 

Breathless  and  bleeding  on  the  ground.    Art  thou  alive? 
Or  is  it  fantasy  that  plavs  upon  our  eyesight? 
I  prithee,  speak;  we  will  not  trust  our  eyes 
Without  our  ears:  thou  art  not  what  thou  seem'st.         140 

Fal.  No,  that's  certain;  I  am  not  a  double  man:  but  if 
I  be  not  Jack  Falstaff,  then  am  I  a  Jack.  There  is  Percy 
\thrawing  the  body  down^.  if  your  father  will  do  me  any 
honour,  so;  if  not,  let  him  kill  the  next  Percy  himself.  I 
look  to  be  either  earl  or  duke,  I  can  assure  you. 

Prince.  Why,  Percy  I  killed  mvsclf  and  saw  thee  dead. 

FaX,  Didst  thou?  Lord,  Lord,  how  this  world  is  given 
to  lying!  I  grant  you  I  was  down  and  out  of  breath;  and 
so  was  he:  but  we  rose  both  at  an  instant  and  fought  a 
long  hour  by  Shrewsbury  clock.  If  I  may  be  believed,  so; 
if  not,  let  them  tliat  should  reward  valour  bear  the  sin 
upon  their  own  heads.  I'll  take  it  upon  my  death,  I  gave 
him  this  wound  in  the  thigh:  if  the  man  were  alive  and 
would  deny  it,  'zounds,  I  would  make  him  cat  a  piece  of 
my  sword. 

Lan.  This  is  the  strangest  tale  that  ever  I  heard. 

Prince.  This  is  the  strangest  fellow,  brother  John. 
Come,  'bring  your  luggage  nobly  on  your  back:  160 

For  my  part,  if  a  lie  may  do  thee  grace, 
I'll  gild  It  with  the  happiest  terms  I  have. 

[A  retreat  u  sounded. 
The  trumpet  sounds  retreat;  the  day  is  ours. 
Come,  brother,  let  us  to  the  highest  of  the  field, 
To  see  what  friends  are  living,  who  are  dead. 

.  ♦     [Exeii nt  Prince  of  Wales  and  Lancaster. 

Fal.  I'll  follow,  as  they  say,  for  reward.    He  Uiat  re- 


wards me,  Gk)d reward  him!  If  I  do  grow  great,  I'll  grow 
less;  for  I'll  purse,  and  leave  sack,  and  live  cleanly  as  a 
nobleman  shoula  do.  [Exit. 


Scene  V.  Another  part  of  the  field. 

The  trumpets  sound.  Enter  the  Ring,  Prince  of  "Wales, 
Lord  John  of  Lancaster,  Earl  of  Westmoreland, 
wWi  Worcester  and  Vernon  prisoners. 

King.  Thus  ever  did  rebellion  find  rebuke. 
Ill-spirited  Worcester!  did  not  we  send  grace. 
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Pftrdon  snd  terras  of  loTe  to  all  of  yon? 

And  wouldst  thou  turn  our  offers  contranr? 

Misuse  the  tenour  of  thy  kinsman's  trust? 

Three  knights  upon  our  party  slain  to-day, 

A  noble  earl  and  many  a  crestuire  elise 

Had  been  alive  this  hour, 

If  like  a  Christian  thou  hadst  tnily  borne 

Betwixt  our  armies  true  inieiHgence.  10 

Wor.  What  I  iiavc  done  my  safety  U3^d  me  to; 
And  I  embrace  tliis  fortune  patiently, 
Since  not  to  be  avoided  it  falls  on  mc. 

King.  Bear  Worcester  to  the  death  and  Vernon  too: 
Other  offenders  we  will  pause  upon. 

[Ejseunt  Woronkrand  Vernon,  guarded. 
How  goes  the  field f 

Prince,  The  noble  Scot,  Lord  Douglas,  when  he  saw 
The  fortune  of  the  day  quite  turned  from  Mm,      * 
The  noble  Percy  slain,  and  alibis  men 
Upon  the  foot  of  fear,  fled  with  the  rest;  20 

And  falling  from  a  hill,  he  was  so  bruised 
That  the  pursuers  took  him.    At  my  tent 
The  I>ouglas  is;  and  I  beseech  your  grace 
I  may  dispose  of  hin. 

King.  With  all  my  hetut. 

Prince,  Then,  brother  John  of  Lancaster,  to  you 
This  honourable  bounty  shall  belong: 
Go  to  the  Douglas,  and  deliver  him 
Up  to  his  pleasure,  ranaomlcss  and  free: 
His  valour  shown  upon  our  crests  to-day 
Hath  taught  us  how  to  cherish  such  high  deeds  80 

Even  in  the  bosom  of  our  adversaries 

Lan.  I  thank  your  grace  for  this  high  courtesy, 
Which  I  shall  give  away  immediately. 

King.  Then  this  remains,  that  we  divide  our  power. 
You,  sou  John,  and  my  cousin  Westmoreland 
Towards  York  shall  bend  you  with  your  dearest  speed, 
To  meet  Northumberland  and  the  prehite  Scroop, 
Who,  as  we  hear,  are  busily  in  arms: 
Myself  and  you,  son  Harry,  will  towards  Wales, 
To  fight  with  Glendower  and  the  Earl  of  March.  40 

HcbeTlion  in  this  land  shall  lose  his  sway, 
Meeting  the  check  of  such  another  day: 
And  since  this  business  so  fair  is  done, 
Let  us  not  leave  till  all  our  own  be  won.  [Exeunt, 
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INDUCTION. 

Warkworth,    Btfore  the  castle. 

Enter  Rumour,  painted  full  of  tangu£t. 

Rum.  Open  your  ears;  for  which  of  you  will  stop 
The  vent  of  hearing  when  loud  Rumour  speaks? 
I,  from  the  orjent  to  the  drooping  west, 
Making  the  wind  my  post-horse,  still  unfold 
The  acts  commenced  on  this  ball  of  earth: 
Upon  my  tongues  continual  slanders  ride. 
The  which  in  every  langun;:^  I  pronounce, 
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Stuffing  the  ears  of  men  with  false  reports. 
I  speak  of  peace,  while  covert  enmity 
Under  the  smile  of  safety  wounds  the  world:  10 

And  who  hut  Rumour,  wlio  but  only  I, 
Make  fearful  musters  and  prepared  defence, 
"Whiles  the  big  year,  swoln  with  some  other  grief, 
Is  thought  with  child  by  the  stem  tyrant  war, 
Aud  no  such  matter?    liumour  is  a  pipe 
Blown  by  surmises,  jealousies,  conjectures, 
And  of  so  easy  and  so  plain  a  stop 
That  the  blunt  monster  with  uncounted  heads, 
Tlie  still -discordant  wavering  multitude, 
Can  play  upon  it.     But  what  need  I  thus  23 

My  well-known  bodv  to  anatomize 
Among  my  household?    Why  is  Rumour  here? 
I  run  before  King  IIarry*s  victory; 
Who  in  a  bloody  field  by  Shrewsbury 
Hath  beaten  down  young  Hotspur  and  his  troops. 
Quenching  the  llame  of  bold  rebellion 
IiiVeu  with  the  rebers  blood.     But  what  mean  I 
To  speak  so  true  at  first?  my  office  is 
To  noise  abroad  that  Harry  Monmouth  fell 
Under  the  wrath  of  noble  Hotspur's  sword,  80 

And  that  the  king  before  the  Douglas'  rage 
Stoop'd  his  anointed  head  as  low  as  death. 
This  have  I  rumour'd  through  the  peasant  towns 
Between  that  royal  field  of  Shrewsbury 
And  this  worm-eaten  hold  of  ragged  stone, 
Where  Hotspiu-'s  father,  old  Northumberland, 
Lies  crafty-sick:  the  posts  come  tiring  on. 
And  not  a  man  of  them  brings  otlier  news 
Than  they  have  learn'd  of  me:  from  Rumour's  tongues 
They    brmg   smooth    comforts    false,    worse    tlian    true 
wrongs.  [Exit,  40 

ACT  I. 

Scene  I,     The  same. 

Enter  Lord  Bardolph. 

L.  Bard,  Who  keeps  the  gate  here,  ho? 
Tlie  Porter  opens  the  gate. 

Where  is  the  earl? 
Port,  What  shall  I  say  you  are? 
L,  Bird.  Tell  thou  the  carl 

That  the  Lord  Bardolph  doth  attend  him  here. 
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pDTt.  His  lordship  is  walkVl  forth  into  the  orchard: 
I  Please  it  your  honour,  knock  but  at  the  gate, 

'  Aad  he  himself  will  answer. 

Enter  Nobthumberland. 

L,  Bonrd.  Here  comes  the  earl. 

[Exit  Porter. 

North.  What  news,  Lord  Bardolph?  every  minute  now 
Should  be  the  father  of  some  stratagem : 
The  times  are  wild;  contention,  like  a  horse 
Full  of  high  feeding,  madly  hath  broke  loose  10 

And  bears  down  all  before  him. 

L.  Bard.  Noble  earl, 

I  bring  you  certain  news  from  Shrewsbury. 

NorVi.  Good,  an  God  will! 

L.  Bard.  As  good  as  heart  can  wish: 

The  king  is  almost  wounded  to  the  death; 
And,  in  the  fortune  of  my  lord  your  son. 
Prince  Harry  slain  outright;  and  both  the  Blunts 
Kiird  by  the  hand  of  Douglas;  young  Prince  John 
And  Westmoreland  and  StaiFord  fled  the  field ; 
And  Harry  Monmouth's  brawn,  the  hulk  Sir 'John, 
Is  prisoner  to  your  son:  O,  such  a  day,  20 

So  fought,  so  followed  and  so  fairly  won. 
Came  not  till  now  to  dignify  the  times. 
Since  CiBsar's  fortunes! 

North.  How  is  this  derived? 

Saw  you  the  field?  came  you  from  Shrewsbury? 

L.  'Bard.  1  spake  with  one,  my  lord,  that  came  from 
thence, 
A  gentleman  well  bred  and  of  good  name. 
That  freely  render'd  me  these  news  for  true. 

North.  Here  comes  my  servant  Travers,  whom  I  sent 
On  Tuesday  last  to  listen  after  news. 

Enter  Tbavers. 

L.  Bard.  My  lord,  I  over-rode  him  on  the  way;  80 

And  he  is  furnish*d  with  no  certainties 
More  than  he  haply  may  retail  from  me. 

North.  Now,  Travers,  what  good  tidings  comes  with  you? 

TVa.  My  lord,  Sir  John  Umfrevile  turn'd  me  back 
With  joyful  tidings;  and,  being  better  horsed, 
Out-rode  me.     After  him  came  splirring  hard 
A  gentleman,  almost  forespent  with  speed. 
That  stopp'd  by  me  to  breathe  his  bloodied  horse. 
He  ask*d  the  way  to  Chester;  and  of  him 
I  did  demand  what  news  from  Shrewsbury:  40 
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He  told  me  that  rebellion  had  bad  luck 
And  that  voung  Harry  Percy's  spur  was  cold- 
With  thaC  he  gave  his  able  horse  the  head, 
And  bending  forward  struck  Ins  nrmed  heels 
Against  the  panting  sides  of  his  poor  jade. 
Up  to  the  rowel-hcad,  and  starting  so 
He  seem'd  in  running  to  devour  the  way, 
Btaying  no  longer  question. 

Norm.  Ha !    Again : 

Said  he  young  Harry  Percy's  spur  was  cold? 
Of  Hotspur  Coldspur?  that  rebelliou  GO 

Had  met  ill-luck? 

L.  Bard.  My  lord,  ni  tell  you  what; 

If  my  young  lord  your  son  have  not  the  day. 
Upon  mine  honour,  for  a  silken  point 
I'll  give  nay  barony:  never  talk  of  it. 

North.  Why  should  that  gentleman  that  rode  by  Travers 
Give  then  such  instances  of  loss? 

Z.  Bard,  Who,  he? 

He  was  some  hilding  fellow  that  had  stolen 
The  horse  he  rode  on,  and,  upon  my  life, 
8pokc  at  a  venture.    Look,  here  comes  more  news. 

3nter  Morton. 

North.  Tea,  this  mnn's  brow,  like  to  a  title-leaf,  60 

Foretells  the  nature  of  a  tragic  volume: 
80  looks  the  strand  whereon  the  imperious  flood 
Hath  left  a  witnessed  usurpation. 
Say,  Morton,  didst  thou  come  from  Shrewsbury? 

Mor.  1  ran  from  Shrewsbury,  my  noble  lord; 
Where  hateful  death  put  on  his  ugliest  mask 
To  fright  our  party. 

North.  How  doth  my  son  and  brother? 

Thou  tremblcst;  and  the  whiteness  in  thy  cheek 
Is  apter  than  thy  tongue  to  tell  thy  errand. 
Even  such  a  man,  so  taint,  so  spiritless,  70 

So  dull,  so  dead  in  look,  so  woe-uegone, 
Drew  Priam's  curtain  in  the  dead  of  night, 
And  would  have  told  him  half  his  Troy  was  burnt; 
But  Priam  found  the  fire  ere  he  his  tongue. 
And  I  my  Percy's  dcAth  ere  thou  repori'st  it. 
This  thou  wouldst  say,  "  Your  son  did  thus  and  thus; 
Your  brother  thus:  so  fought  the  noble  Douglas:" 
Stopping  my  greedy  car  with  their  bold  deeds: 
But  in  the  end,  to  stop  my  ear  indeed. 
Thou  hast  a  sigh  to  blow  away  this  praise,  80 

Ending  with  '*  Brother,  son,  and  all  are  dead." 
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Mor.  Dou);1as  is  living,  and  your  brother,  yet; 
But,  for  my  lord  your  son,— 

North.  Why,  he  is  dead. 

See  what  a  ready  tongue  suspicion  hath ! 
He  that  but  fears  the  thing  he  would  not  know 
Hath  by  instinet  knowledge  from  others'  eyes 
That  wiiat  he  fear*d  is  chanc'd.    Yet  speak,  Morton; 
I  Tell  thou  an  earl  his  divination  lies, 
'  And  I  will  take  it  as  a  sweet  disgrace 
And  make  thee  rich  for  doing  me  such  wron^.  £0 

Mor.  You  are  too  great  to  be  by  me  gainsaid: 
Your  spirit  is  too  true,  your  fears  too  certain. 

North.  Yet,  for  all  this,  say  not  that  Percy's  dead. 
I  see  a  strange  confession  in  thine  e^'e: 
Thou  shakest  thy  head  and  bold'st  it  fear  or  sin 
To  speak  a  truth.     If  be  be  slain,  sav  so; 
Tlie  tonffue  offends  not  that  reports  his  death: 
And  he  doth  sin  that  doth  belie  the  dead, 
Not  he  which  says  the  dead  is  not  alive. 
Yet  the  first  bringer  of  unwelcome  news  100 

Hath  but  a  losing  office,  and  his  tongue 
Sounds  ever  after  as  a  suUea  bell, 
Remember'd  tolling  a  departing  friend. 

L.  Bard.  I  cannot  think,  my  lord,  your  son  is  dead. 

Mor,  I  am  sorry  I  should  fcrje  you  to  believe 
That  which  I  would  to  God  I  ha(I  not  seen; 
But  these  mine  eyes  saw  him  in  bloody  state. 
Rendering  faint  quittance,  wearied  and  out-breathed, 
To  Harry  Monmoutli ;  whose  swift  wrath  beat  down 
The  never-daunted  Percy  to  the  earth,  110 

From  whence  with  life  he  never  more  sprung  up. 
In  few,  his  death,  whose  spirit  lent  a  fire 
Even  to  the  dullest  peasant  in  his  camp. 
Being  bruited  once,  took  fire  and  heat  away 
From  the  best- tempered  courage  in  his  troops; 
For  from  his  metal  was  his  party  steeled; 
Which  once  in  him  abated,  all  the  rest 
Turned  on  themselves,  like  dull  and  heavy  lead: 
And  as  the  thing  that's  heavy  in  itselt. 
Upon  enforcement  flies  with  greatest  speed,  130 

So  did  our  men.  heavy  in  Hotspur's  loss. 
Lend  to  this  weight  such  lightness  with  their  fear 
That  arrows  fled  not  swifter  toward  their  aim   ' 
Than  did  our  soldiers,  aiming  at  their  safety. 
Fly  from  the  field.     'Then  was  that  noble  Worcester 
Too  soon  ta'en  prisoner;  and  that  furious  Scot, 
The  bloody  Douglas,  whose  wclMabouriu«;  sword 


SIO  KING  HENRY  IV.  [act  t. 

Hud  three  times  sl&in  the  nppearance  of  the  king, 

'Gun  vail  bis  stontach  and  did  grace  the  shame 

Of  those  that  turn'd  their  backs,  and  in  his  flight,  180 

6tumbliug  in  fear,  was  took.     The  sum  of  all 

Is  that  the  king  hath  won,  and  hath  sent  out 

A  speedy  power  to  encounter  you,  m}'  lord, 

Under  the  conduct  of  young  Lancaster 

An<i  Westmoreland.    This  is  the  news  at  full. 

J^orth,  For  this  I  shall  have  time  enough  to  mourn. 
In  poison  there  is  physic ;  and  these  news, 
Having  been  well,  that  would  have  made  mc  sick, 
Being  sick,  have  in  some  measure  made  me  well: 
And  as  the  wretch,  whose  fever-weaken *d  Joints,  140 

Like  strengthless  hinges,  buckle  under  life, 
Impatient  of  his  lit,  breaks  like  a  Are 
Out  of  his  keeper's  arms,  even  so  my  limbs, 
Weaken 'd  with  grief,  being  now  enraged  with  grief. 
Arc  thrice  themselves.    Hence,  therefore,  thou  nice  crutch! 
A  scaly  gauntlet  now  with  joints  of  steel 
Must  glove  this  hand:  and  hence,  thou  sickly  quoif  1 
Thou  art  a  guard  too  wanton  for  the  head 
Which  princes,  flcsh'd  with  conquest,  aim  to  hit. 
Now  bind  my  brows  with  iron;  and  approach  160 

The  ragged*st  hour  that  time  and  spite  dare  bring 
To  frown  upon  the  enraged  Northumberland! 
Let  heaven  kiss  earth!  now  let  not  Nature's  hand 
Keep  the  wild  flood  confined!  let  order  diel 
And  let  this  world  no  longer  be  a  stage 
To  feed  contention  in  a  lingering  act; 
But  let  one  spirit  of  the  flrst-born  Cain 
Reiffn  in  all  bosoms,  that,  each  heart  being  set 
On  bloody  courses,  the  rude  scene  may  end, 
And  darkness  be  the  burier  of  the  dead!  160 

Tra.  This  strained  passion  doth  you  wrong,  my  lord. 

L.  Bard.  Sweet  earl,  divorce   not  wisdom  from  your 
honour. 

Mor.  The  lives  of  all  your  loving  complices 
Lean  on  your  health;  the  which,  if  you  give  o'er 
To  stormy  passion,  must  perforce  decay. 
You  cast  the  event  of  war,  mv  noble  lord, 
And  summ'd  the  account  of  cliance,  before  you  said 

*'  Let  us  make  head."    It  was  your  presurmise,  ^ 

That,  in  the  dole  of  blows,  your  son  might  drop: 
You  knew  he  walk'd  o*er  perils,  on  an  edge,  170 

More  likely  to  fall  in  than  to  get  o'er;  . 

You  were  advised  his  flesh  was  capable  I 

Of  wounds  and  scars  and  that  his  forward  sphit  ji 
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Would  lift  him  where  most  trade  of  danger  ranged: 
Yet  did  you  sav  •*  Go  forth;"  and  none  of  this, 
Thouji^h  strongly  apprehended,  could  restrain 
The  stiff  borne  action :  what  hnth  then  befallen, 
Or  what  hath  this  bold  enterprise  brought  fortli. 
More  than  that  being  which  was  like  to  be? 

L.  Bard,  We  all  that  are  engaged  to  this  loss  180 

Knew  that  we  ventured  on  such  dangerous  seas 
That  if  we  wrought  our  life  'twas  ten  to  one; 
And  yet  we  ventured,  for  the  gain  proposed 
Choked  the  respect  of  likely  peril  fear'd ; 
And  since  we  are  o'erset,  venture  again. 
Come,  we  will  all  put  forth,  body  and  goods. 

Mor.  'Tis  more  than  time :  and,  my  most  noble  lord, 
I  hear  for  certain,  and  do  speak  the  truth, 
The  gentle  Archbishop  of  York  is  up 
With  well-appointed  powers:  he  is  a  man  100 

Who  with  a  double  surety  binds  his  followers. 
My  lord  your  son  had  only  but  the  corpse. 
But  shadows  and  the  shows  of  men,  to  fight; 
For  that  same  word,  rebellion,  did  divide 
The  action  of  their  bodies  from  their  souls; 
And  they  did  fight  with  queasiness,  constrained. 
As  men  drink  potions,  that  their  weapons  only 
Secm*d  on  our  side;  but,  for  their  spirits  and  souls, 
This  word,  rebellion,  it  had  froze  them  up. 
As  fish  are  in  a  pond.     But  now  the  bishop  200 

Turns  insurrection  to  religion: 
Supposed  sincere  and  holy  in  his  thoughts. 
He's  followed  both  with  body  and  with  mind; 
And  doth  enlarge  his  rising  with  the  blood 
Of  fair  King  Richard,  scraped  from  Pomfret  stones; 
Derives  from  heaven  his  quarrel  and  his  cause; 
Tells  them  he  doth  bestride  a  bleeding  land, 
Gasping  for  life  under  great  Bolingbrokc; 
And  more  and  less  do  nock  to  follow  him. 

North,  I  knew  of  this  before;  but  to  speak  truth,       210 
This  present  grief  had  wiped  it  from  my  mind. 
Go  in  with  me;  and  counsel  every  man 
The  aptest  way  for  safety  and  revenge: 
Get  posts  and  letters,  and  make  friends  with  speed: 
Never  so  few,  and  never  yet  more  need.  [Exeunt 
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ScBmt  IL    Londofi,    A  street 

Enter  Falstaff,  toUIi  his  Page  bearing  his  su»rd  and 

buckler. 

Fat,  Sirrah,  voir  {^iant,  what  says  the  doctor  to  my  water? 

Page.  He  said,  sir,  the  water  itself  was  a  good  healtliy 
water;  but,  for  the  party  that  owed  it,  he  migTit  have  moic 
diseases  than  he  knew  for. 

FaL  Men  of  all  sorts  take  a  pride  to  gird  at  me:  thv 
brain  of  this  foolish-compounded  clay,  man,  is  not  able  to 
invent  tiny  thing  that  tends  to  laughter,  more  than  I  invent 
or  is  invented  on  me:  I  am  not  only  witty  in  myself,  but 
the  cause  that  wit  is  in  other  men.  I  do  here  walk  before 
thee  like  a  sow  that  hath  overwhelmed  iili  her  litter  but 
one.  If  the  prince  put  thee  into  my  scr>'ice  for  any  other 
reason  ^than  to  set  me  off,  why  then  I  have  no  judgement. 
Thou  whoreson  mandrake,  thou  art  fitter  to  be  worn  in  my 
cap  than  to  wait  at  my  iiecls.  I  was  never  manned  with 
an  agate  till  now:  but  I  will  inset  you  neither  in  gold  nor 
silver,  but  in  vile  appard,  and  send  you  back  again  to 
your  master,  for  a  jewel, — the  ju venal,  the  prince  your 
nnuHter,  whose  chin  is  not  yet  fledged.  I  will  sooner  have 
n  beard  grow  in  the  palm  of  my  hand  than  lie  siiall  get  one 
on  his  clteek;  and  yet  he  will  not  stick  to  sny  his  face  is  a 
face-royal:  God  may  finish  it  when  he  will,  "^tis  not  a  hair 
amiss  yet:  he  may  keep  it  still  at  a  faCC-ro3'al,  for  a  barber 
shall  never  earn  sixpence  out  of  it;  and  3*et  he'll  be  crow- 
ing as  if  he  had  writ  man  ever  since  his  father  was  a  bach- 
elor. He  may  keep  his  own  grace,  but  he's  almost  out  of 
mine,  I  can  assure  him.  What  said  Master  Dombledon 
about  the  satin  for  my  short  cloak  and  my  slops? 

Page.  He  said,  sir,  you  should  procure  him  lx;tter  assur- 
ance than  Bardolph:  he  would  not  take  his  band  and 
yours;  he  liked  not  the  security. 

Ihl.  Let  him  be  damned,  like  the  glutton!  pray  God 
his  tongue  be  hotter!  A  whoreson  Achitophel!  a 
niscally  yea-for-sooth  knave!  to  bear  a  gentleman  in 
hand,  and  then  stand  upon  security!  Tjie  whoreson 
smooth-pates  do  now  wear  nothing  but  high  shoes,  and 
bunches  of  keys  at  their  girdles;  and  if  a  man  is  through 
with  them  in  honest  taking  up,  then  they  must  staud^ 
upon  security.  I  had  as  lief  they  would  put  ratsbane  in 
my  mouth  as  offer  to  stop  it  with  security.  I  looked  a' 
should  have  sent  mc  two  and  twenty  yaixis  of  satin,  as 
I  am  a  true  knight,  and  he  sends  me  security.  Well, 
he  may  sleep  in  security;  for  he  hath  tlic  horn  of  abun* 
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(lance,  nnd  the  liglitness  of  his  wife  shines  through  it: 
and  yet  cannot  he  sec,  tliough  he  have  his  own  lantborn 
to  light  him.     Wlicrc's  Bardolph? 

P,tge,  Hc*8  gone  into  Smithfield  to  buy  jour  worship  a 
horse. 

FaL  I  bought  him  in  PauVs,  and  hc*]l  buy  me  a  horse 
in  Smithfield:  an  I  eould  get  me  but  a  wife  in  the  stews, 
I  were  manned,  liorsed,  and  wived.  61 

Enter  ffie  Lord  Chief-Juslicc  and  Servant. 

Piige.  Sir,  here  comes  the  nobleman  that  committed  the 
prince  for  striking  him  abmit  Bardolph. 

Fal,  Wait  close:  I  will  not  sec  him. 

Ch.  Just  What's  lie  that  goes  there? 

SsTD.  Falstaflf,  an't  please  your  lordship. 

Ch.  Jmt.  He  that  was  in  question  for  tlie  robbery?      69 

8srt.  He,  my  lord :  but  he  hath  since  done  good  service 
at  Shrewsbury;  and,  as  I  hear,  is  now  going  witli  some 
charge  to  the  £4ord  John  of  liancaster. 

Ch,  Just  What,  to  York?    Call  him  back  again. 

Serf).  Sir  John  Fiilstaff ! 

Fal,  Boy,  tell  him  I  am  deaf. 

P<tgB.  You  must  speak  louder:  my  master  is  deaf.        79 

Ch,  J^ut,  I  am  sure  he  is,  to  the  hearing  of  anything 

food.  Go,  pluck  liim  by  the  elbow;  I  must  speak  with 
im. 

jftrc.  Sir  John! 

Fal.  What  I  a  younj^  kmbve,  and  begging  f  Is  there  not 
wars?  is  there  not  employment?  doth  not  the  king  lack 
subjects?  do  not  the  rebels  need  soldiers?  Though  it  be 
a  shame  to  be  on  any  side  but  one,  it  is  worse  shame  to 
beg  than  to  l)e  on  the  worst  side,  were  it  worse  than  the 
name  of  rebellion  can  tell  how  to  make  it.  90 

Serfi.    You  mistake  me,  sir. 

Fal,  Why,  sir,  did  I  say  you  were  an  honest  man  I  set- 
ting my  knighthood  and  my  soldiership  aside,  I  had  lied 
in  my  throat,  if  I  had  said  so. 

8m,  I  pray  you,  sir,  then  set  your  knighthood  and  your 
soldiership  aside;  and  give  me  leave  to  tell  you,  you  lie 
in  yT>ur  throat,  if  you  say  I  am  any  other  than  an  honest 
man. 

FnX.  I  give  thee  leave  to  tell  me  so!  I  lay  aside  that 
which  grows  to  me!  If  thou  gettest  any  leave  of  me,  hang 
me;  if  thou  takest  leave,  thou  wort  better  be  hanged.  You 
hunt  counter:  hence!  avaunt! 

Sero,  Sir,  my  lord  would  speak  with  you. 

Ck,  Juti,  Sir  John  FulitaST,  a  word  with  you. 
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Fail,  My  good  lord  I  God  give  jour  lordship  i^ood  time 
of  day.  I  am  glad  to  see  your  lordsliip  nbrond:  I  beard 
pay  your  lordsliip  was  sick:  I  hope  your  lordship  goes 
abroad  by  advice.  Your  lordship,  though  doI  clean  post 
your  youth,  hath  yet  some  smack  of  age  in  vou,  some  relif-h 
of  the  saltness  of  time;  and  I  most  humbly  beseech  your 
lordship  to  have  a  reverent  care  of  your  health. 

Ch,  Ju9t.  Sir  John,  I  sent  for  you  before,  your  exi)edition 
to  Shrewsbury. 

Fal,  An't  please  your  lordship,  I  hear  his  majesty  is 
returned  with  some  discomfort  from  Wales. 

Ch,  Just.  I  talk  not  of  his  majesty :  you  would  not  come 
when  I  sent  for  you.  121 

Fal.  And  I  hear,  moreover,  his  highness  is  fallen  into 
this  same  whoreson  apoplexy. 

Ch.  Juat.  Well,  God  mend  him  1  I  pray  you,  let  me  speak 
with  vou. 

Fal.  This  apoplexy  is,  as  I  take  it,  a  kind  of  lethargy, 
an't  please  your  lordship;  a  kind  of  sleeping  in  the  blood, 
a  whoreson  tingling. 

Ch.  Just.  What  tell  you  me  of  it?  be  it  as  it  is.  180 

Fal.  It  hath  its  original  from  much  grief,  from  stud^ 
and  perturbation  of  the  brain:  I  have  read  the  cause  of  his 
effects  in  Galen :  it  is  a  kind  of  deafness. 

Ch.  Jtut.  I  think  you  are  fallen  into  the  disease;  for  you 
hear  not  what  I  say  to  you.  * 

Fal.  Very  well,  my  lord,  very  well :  rather,  an't  please 
you,  it  is  the  disease  of  not  listening,  the  malady  of  not 
marking,  that  I  am  troubled  withal.  140 

Ch.  Just.  To  punish  you  by  the  heels  would  amend  the 
attention  of  your  ears;  and  I  care  not  if  I  do  become  your 
physician. 

Pal.  I  am  as  poor  as  Job,  my  lord,  but  not  so  patient: 
your  lordship  may  minister  the  potion  of  imprisonment  to 
me  in  respect  of  poverty;  but  how  I  should  be  your  patient 
to  follow  your  prescriptions, '  the  wise  may  make  some 
« dram  of  a  scruple,  or  indeed  a  scruple  itself. 
'  Ch.  Just.  I  sent  for  you,  when  there  were  matters 
against  you  for  your  life,  to  come  speak  with  me. 

Fal.  As  I  was  then  advised  by  my  learned  counsel  in 
the  laws  of  this  land- service,  I  did  not  come. 

Ch.  Just.  Well,  the  truth  is.  Sir  John,  you  live  in  great 
infamy. 

Fal.  Ho  that  buckles  him  in  my  belt  cannot  live  in  less. 

Ch.  Just.  Your  means  are  very  slender,  and  your  waste 
is  great.  100 
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Fal  I  would  it  were  otherwise ,  I  would  my  means  were 
greater,  and  my  waist  slenderer. 

Ch.  Ju^t,  You  have  misled  the  youthful  prince. 

F\il.  The  young  prince  hath  misled  me:  lam  the  fel- 
low with  the  great  belly,  ancT  he  mv  dog. 

CJi.  Just.  Well,  I  am  loath  to  gall  a  new-healed  wound : 
your  day's  service  at  Shrewsbury  hath  a  little  gilded  over 
your  night's  exploit  on  Gad's-hill:  you  may  thank  the  un- 
quiet time  for  your  quiet  o'er-posting  that  action.  171 

Fax.  My  lord? 

Ch.  JuU.  But  since  all  is  well,  keep  it  so;  wake  not  a 
sleeping  wolf. 

FaL  To  wake  a  wolf  is  as  bad  as  to  smell  a  fox. 

(Jh,  Just,  What!  you  are  as  a  candle,  the  better  part 
burnt  out. 

Fal,  A  wassail  candle,  my  lord,  all  tallow:  if  I  did  say 
of  wax,  my  errowth  would  approve  the  truth.  '    181 

Ch.  Juit,  There  is  not  a  white  hair  on  your  face  but 
should  have  his  effect  of  gravity. 

Fed.  His  effect  of  gravy,  gravy,  gravy. 

Ch.  Just.  You  follow  the  young  prince  up  and  down, 
like  his  ill  angel. 

FaJt.  Not  so,  my  lord;  your  ill  angel  is  light;  but  I  hopo 
he  that  looks  upon  me  will  take  me  without  weighing:  and 
vet,  in  some  respects,  I  grant,  I  cannot  go :  I  cannot  tell. 
Virtue  is  of  so  little  regard  in  these  costermpnger  times  that 
true  valour  is  turned  bear-herd :  pregnacy  is  made  a  tapster, 
and  hath  his  quick  wit  wasted  in  giving  reckonings,  all 
the  other  gifts  appertinent  to  man,  as  the  malice  of  this 
age  shapes  them,  are  not  worth  a  gooseberry.  You  that 
arc  old  consider  not  the  capacities  of  us  that  are  young: 
you  do  measure  the  heat  of  our  livers  with  the  bitterness  of 
your  galls:  and  we  that  are  in  the  vaward  of  our  youth,  I 
must  confess,  are  wags  too.  200 

Ch.  Just.  Do  you  set  down  your  name  in  the  scroll  of 
youth,  that  are  written  down  old  with  all  the  characters  of 
age?  Have  you  not  a  moist  eye?  a  dry  hand?  a  yellow 
cheek?  a  white  beard?  a  decreasing  leg?  an  increasing 
belly?  is  not  your  voice  broken?  your  wind  short?  your 
chin  double?  your  wit  single?  and  every  part  about  you 
blasted  with  antiquity?  and  will  you  yet  call  yourself 
youne?    Fie,  fle,  fie,  Sir  John! 

F\u.  My  lord,  I  was  born  about  three  of  the  clock  in  the 
afternoon,  with  a  white  head  and  something  a  round  belly. 
For  my  yoice,  I  have  lost  it  with  halloing  and  singing  6^ 
anthems.  To  approve  my  youtli  further,  I  will  not:  the 
truth  is,  I  am  only  old  in  judgement  and  understanding; 
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and  lie  that  will  caper  with  me  for  a  thousand  marks,  let 
him  lend  me  the  money,  and  have  at  him !  For  the  box  of 
the  ear  that  the  prince  gave  you,  he  gave  it  like  a  rude 
prince,  and  you  took  it  like  a^senaiblc  lord.  I  have  cliecked 
him  for  it,  and  the  young  lion  repents;  marry,  not  in  ashes 
and  sackcloth,  but  m  new  silk  and  old  sack. 

Gh.  Jvst.  Well,  God  send  the  prince  a  better  com- 
panion! 

Fal.  God  send  the  companion  a  bettor  prince  I  I  cannot 
rid  my  hands  of  him. 

Ch.  Jtist.  Well,  the  king  hath  severed  you  and  Prince 
Harry:  I  hear  you  are  going  witli  Lord  John  of  Lancaster 
against  the  Archbishop  and  the  Earl  of  Northumber- 
land. 230 

Fal,  Yea;  I  thank  your  pretty  sweet  wit  for  it.  But 
look  you  pray,  all  you  that  kiss  my  lady  Peace  at  home, 
that  our  aiinies  Join  not  in  a  hot  day;  for,  by  the  Lord,  I 
take  but  two  sliirts  out  with  me,  and  I  mean  not  to  sweat 
extraordinarily:  if  it  be  a  hot  day,  and  I  brandish  any 
thing  but  a  bottle,  I  would  I  might  never  spit  white  a&^ain. 
There  is  not  a  dangerous  action  can  peep  out  hishea^  but 
I  am  thrust  upon  it:  well,  I  cannot  last  ever:  but  it  was 
alway  yet  the  trick  of  our  English  nation,  if  they^  have  a 

food  thing,  to  make  it  too  common.  If  ye  will  needs  say 
am  an  old  man,  you  should  give  mc  rest.  I  would  )o 
God  my  name  were  not  so  terrible  to  the  enemy  as  it  is:  I 
were  better  to  be  eaten  to  death  with  a  rust  than  to  bo 
scoured  to  nothing  with  perpetnal  motion. 

Ch,  Just  Well,  Ix:  honest,  be  honest;  and  God  bless 
your  expedition  1 

Fal.  Will  your  lordship  lend  me  a  thousand  pound  to 
furnish  me  forth?  251 

Ch.  JuM.  Not  a  penny,  not  a  penny;  you  arc  too  im- 
patient to  bear  crosses.  Fare  you  well:  commend  me  to 
my  cousin  Westmoreland. 

[Exeunt  Chi^'Ju$tice  and  Servant 

Fat  If  I  do,  fillip  me  wiili  a  three-man  beetle.  A  man 
can  no  more  separate  age  and  covetousncss  than  a*  can  part 
young  limbs  and  lechery:  but  the  gout  galls  the  one,  and 
the  pox  pinches  the  otiier;  and  so  both  the  degrees  prevent 
mv  curses.    Boy  I  200 

P&(/e.  Sir? 

Fat  What  money  is  in  my  purse? 

Page.  Seven  groats  and  two  pence. 
^  Fat  I  can  get  no  remedy  against  this  consumption  of 
tlie  purse:  borrowing  onlv  lingers  and  lingers  it  out,  but 
the  aisease  is  inouralSe.    Qo  bear  this  letter  to  my  Lord  of 
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Lancaster;  this  to  the  prince;  this  to  the  Earl  of  West- 
moreland; and  this  to  old  Mistress  Ursula,  whom  I  liave 
weekly  sworn  to  marry  since  I  perceived  the  first  whito 
hair  on  my  chin.  About  it:  you  know  where  to  find  me. 
[ELcU  Page.]  A  pox  of  this  gout!  or,  a  gout  of  this  pox! 
for  the  one  or  the  other  plays  the  rogue  with  my  great  toe. 
Tis  no  matter  if  I  do  halt;  I  have  tlio  wars  for'my  colour, 
and  my  pension  shall  seem  the  more  reasonable.  A  good 
wit  will  make  use  of  any  thing  i  I  will  turn  diseases  to  com- 
modity. [Ejcit. 

ScENS  III.     York.     The  Archbishop's  palace. 

Enter  the  Archbishop,  (he  Lords  IIastings,  Mowbrat, 

arid  Bardolfh. 

Arch.  Thus  have  you  heard  our  cause  and  known  our 
means; 
And,  my  most  noble  friends,  I  pray  you  all, 
Bpeak  plainly  your  opinions  of  our  hopes: 
And  first,  lord  marshal,  what  say  you  to  it? 

Mowb.  I  well  allow  the  occasion  of  our  arms; 
But  gladly  would  be  better  satisfied 
How  in  our  means  we  should  advance  ourselves 
To  look  with  forehead  bold  and  big  enough 
Upon  the  power  and  puissance  of  the  kine. 

Hast,  Our  present  musters  grow  upon  the  file  10 

To  five  and  twenty  thousand  men  of  choice; 
And  our  supplies  five  larseiy  in  the  hope 
Of  great  Northumberland,  whose  bosom  bums 
With  an  incensed  fire  of  injuries. 

L,  Bard.  The  question  then,  Lord  Hastings,  standcth 
thus; 
Whether  our  present  fiY%  and  twenty  thousand 
Mav  hold  up  head  without  Northumberland? 

Hani.  With  him,  we  may. 

L.  Bard  Tea,  marnr,  there's  the  point : 

But  ]f  without  him  we  be  thought  too  feeble. 
My  judgement  is,  we  should  not  step  too  far  20 

Till  we  had  his  assistance  by  the  hand; 
For  in  a  theme  so  bloody-faced  as  this 
Conjecture,  expectation,  and  surmise 
Of  aids  inccrtam  should  not  be  admitted. 

Ardi,  'Tis  very  true,  Lord  Bardolph;  for  indeed 
It  was  young  Hotspur's  case  at  Shrewsbury. 

L.  Sard.    It  was,  my  lord:   who  lined  himself  with 
hope. 
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Eating  the  air  on  promise  of  supply. 

Flattering  himself  in  project  of  a  power 

Much  smaller  than  the  smallest  of  his  thoughts:  •* 

And  so,  with  great  imagination  80 

Proper  to  madmen,  led  his  powers  to  death  \ 

Ana  winking  leap'd  into  destruction. 

Hast.  But,  by  your  leave,  it  never  yet  did  hurt 
To  lay  down  likelihoods  and  forms  of  hope. 

L.  Bard,  fYes,  if  this  present  quality  of  war. 
Indeed  the  instant  action:  a  cause  on  foot  ^ 

Lives  so  in  hope  as  in  an  early  spring 
We  see  the  appearing  buds;  which  to  prove  fruit, 
Hope  gives  not  so  much  warrant  as  despair  40 

That  frosts  will  bite  them.    When  we  meah  to  build. 
We  first  survey  the  plot,  then  draw  the  model; 
And  when  we  see  the  figure  of  the  house, 
Then  must  we  rate  the  cost  of  the  erection ; 
Which  if  we  find  outweighs  ability, 
What  do  we  thep  but  draw  anew  the  model 

In  fewer  offices,  or  at  last  desist  • 

To  build  at  all?    Much  more,  in  this  mat  woric,  « 

Which  is  almost  to  pluck  a  kingdom  down 
And  set  another  up,  should  we  survey  50 

The  plot  of  situation  and  the  model, 
Consent  upon  a  sure  foundation. 
Question  surveyors,  know  our  own  estate. 
How  able  such  a  work  to  undergo, 
To  weigh  against  his  opposite;  or  else 
We  fortify  in  paper  and  in  figures. 
Using  the  names  of  men  instead  of  men : 
Like  one  that  draws  the  model  of  a  house 
Beyond  his  power  to  build  it;  who,  half  through, 
Gives  o'er  and  leaves  his  part-created  cost  GO 

A  naked  subject  to  the  weeping  clouds 
And  waste  for  churlish  winter's  tyranny. 

East.  Grant  that  our  hopes,  yet  likely  of  fair  birth, 
Should  be  still-born,  and  that  we  now  possess*d 
The  utmost  man  of  expectation, 
I  think  we  are  a  body  strong  enough. 
Even  as  we  are,  to  equal  with  the  king. 

X.  Bard.  What,  is  the  king  but  five  and  twenty  thou- 
sand? 

Hast.  To  us  no  more;  nay,  not  so  much,  LordBardolph. 
For  his  divisions,  as  the  times  do  brawl,  70 

Are  in  three  heads:  one  power  against  the  French, 
And  one  against  Glendower;  perforce  a  third 
Must  take  up  us:  so  is  the  unfirm  king 
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In  three  divided;  and  bis  coffers  sound    > 

With  hollow  poverty  and  emptiness.  ^ 

Arch.  That  he  should  dmw  his  several  strengths  to- 
gether 
And  come  against  us  in  full  puissance, 
Need  not  be  dreaded. 

Hast,  If  he  should  do  so, 

He  leaves  his  back  unarm*d,  the  French  and  Welsh 
Baying  him  at  the  heels:  never  fear  that.  80 

L.  Bard.  Who  is  it  like  should  lead  his  forces  hither? 

HcMt.  The  Duke  of  Lancaster  and  Westmoreland ; 
Against  the  Welsh,  himself  and  Harry  Monmouth: 
But  who  is  substituted  'gainst  the  French, 
I  have  no  certain  notice. 

Ardi,  Let  us  on, 

And  publish  the  occasion  of  our  arms. 
The  commonwealth  is  sick  of  their  own  choice; 
Their  over-greedy  love  hath  surfeited; 
An  habitation  giddy  and  unsure 

Hath  he  that  buildeth  on  the  vulgar  heart.  00 

O  thou  fond  many,  with  what  loud  applause 
Didst  thou  beat  heaven  with  blessing  Bolinghrokei 
Before  he  was  what  thou  wouldst  haVc  him  be! 
And  being  now  trimm'd  in  thine  own  desires. 
Thou,  beastly  feeder,  art  so  full  of  him, 
That  thou  provokest  thyself  to  cast  him  up. 
So,  so,  thou  common  dog,  didst  thou  disgorge 
Thy  glutton  bosom  of  the  royal  Richard ; 
And  now  thou  wouldst  eat  thy  dead  vomit  up, 
And  howl'st  to  find  it.     What  trust  is  in  these  times?     100 
They  that,  when  Richard  tived,  would  have  him  die. 
Are  now  become  enamour'd  on  his  grave: 
Thou,  that  threw'st  dust  upon  his  goodlv  head 
When  through  proud  Lontion  he  came  sighing  on 
After  the  admired  heels  of  Bolingbroke, 
Criest  now  **0  earth,  yield  us  that  king  again, 
And  take  thou  thisl"     O  thoughts  of  men  accursed  I 
Past  and  to  come  seems  best;  things  present  worst. 

M'mb.  Shall  we  go  draw  our  numbers  and  set  on? 

Hast,  We  are  time's  subjects,  and  time  bids  be  gone. 

{Exeunt.  110 
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ACT  II. 

Scene  I.    London.    A  street. 

Enter  Hostess,  Fang  and  his  Boj  toith  her,  and  Skaius 

foUomng. 

Host.  Master  Fang,  have  you  entered  the  action? 

Fang.  It  is  entered. 

Host  Where's  your  yeoman?  Is't  a  lusty  yeoman?  will 
a*  stand  to't? 

Fang.  Sirrah,  where*s  Snare?  '    "  * 

Host.  O  Lord,  ay!  good  Master  Snare. 

Snare.  Here,  here. 

Fang.  Snare,  we  must  arrest  Sir  John  Falstaff.  9 

Host.  Yea,  good  Master  Snare;  I  have  entered  him  and 
all. 

Snare.  It  may  chance  cost  some  of  us  our  lives,  for  he 
vrill  stab. 

Host.  Alas  the  day!  take  heed  of  him;  he  dabbed  me  in 
mine  own  house,  and  that  most  beastly:  in  good  faith,  he 
cares  not  what  mischief  he  does,  if  his  weapon  be  out:  he 
will  foin  like  any  devil;  he  will  spare  neither  man,  woman, 
nor  child.  20 

Fang.  If  I  can  close  with  him,  I  care  not  for  his  thrust. 

Host.  No,  nor  I  neither:  I'll  be  at  your  elbow. 

Fang.  An  I  but  fist  him  once;  an  a'  come  but  within  my 
vice, — 

Host,  I  am  undone  by  his  going;  I  warrant  you,  he's  an 
infinitive  thing  upon  my  score#  Good  JVIastef  Fung,  hold 
him  sure :  gooa  Master  Snare,  let  him  not  'scape.  A'  comes 
continuantly  to  Pie-comer — saving  your  manhoods — to  buy 
a  saddle;  and  he  is  indited  to  dinner  to  the  Lubber'shend 
in  Lumbert  street,  to  Master  Smooth's  the  silk-man:  I 
pray  ye,  since  my  exion  is  entered  and  my  case  so  openly 
known  to  the  world,  let  him  be  brought  in  to  his  answer. 
A  hundred  mark  is  a  long  one  for  a  poor  lone  woman  to 
bear:  and  I  have  borne,  and  borne,  and  borne,  and  have 
been  fubbed  off,  and  fubbcd  off,  and  fubbed  off,  from  this 
day  to  that  day,  that  it  is  a  shame  to  be  tliouglit  on.  There 
is  no  honesty  m  such  dealing;  unless  a  woman  should  be 
made  an  ass  and  a  beast,  to  bear  every  knave's  wrong. 
Yonder  he  comes;  and  that  arrant  malmsey-nose  knave, 
Bardolph,  with  him.  Do  your  offices,  do  your  offices: 
Master  Fang  and  Master  Snare,  do  me,  do  me,  do  me  your 
offices. 
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E/iter  Falstafp,  Page,  awl  Bardolph. 

Fal.  How  Dow!  whose  mare's  dcnd?  wlint*s  the  matter? 

Jrhtiff.  Sir  Johu,  I  arrest  you  at  the  suit  of  Mistress 
Quickly.  •    49 

Fal.  Away,  varlets!  Draw,  Bardolph:  cut  me  oil  llio 
villaiu's  head:  throw  the  qucnn  in  the  chanuel. 

Host.  Throw  mc  in  the  channel!  TU  throw  thcc  in  the 
chanuel.  Wilt  thou?  wilt  thou?  thou  bastardly  rogue! 
Murder,  munler!  Ah,  thou  honey -suckle  villain!  wilt  thou 
kill  God's  officers  aud  the  kings?  Ah,  thou  houey-secd 
rogue!  thou  art  a  honey -seed,  n  iuan-queller»  and  a  wonian- 
queller. 

Fal.  Keep  them  off,  Bardolph.  GO 

Faiig.  A  rescue!  a  rescue! 

ffjsl.  Good  people,  bring  a  rescue  or  two.  Thou  wo*t, 
wo't  thou?  thou  wo't,  wo't  ta?  do,  do,  thou  rogue!  do,  thou 
hemp-seed ! 

Fal.  Away,  you  scullion!  you  rampalliftnl  you  fustila- 
rian!  Ill  tickle  your  catastrophe. 

Enter  the  Lord  Chiep-Jxistice  and  his  men. 

Ch.  Jiist:  What  is  the  matter?  keep  the  peoce  here,  ho! 

Jloitt.  Good  my  lord,  be  good  to  me.  I  beseech  you» 
stand  to  me.  70 

Ch.  JmU,  How  now.  Sir  John!  what  arc  you  brawling 
here? 
Doth  this  l)ecome  your  place,  your  time  and  business? 
You  should  have  been  well  on  your  way  to  York. 
Stand  from  him,  fellow:  wherefore  hang'st  upou  him? 

Host.  O  my  most  worsliipful  lord,  an*t  please  your  grace» 
I  am  a  poor  widow  of  £a8icheap,  and  he  is  arrested  at  my 
suit. 

Ch.  Just.  For  what  sum? 

Host.  It  is  more  than  for  some,  my  lord ;  it  is  for  ail,  all 
I  have.   He  hath  eatea  me  out  of  house  and  home;  he  hath 

{>ut  all  my  substance  into  that  fat  belly  of  his:  but  I  will 
lave  some  of  it  out  again,  or  I  will  ride  thee  o'  nights  like 
the  marc. 

Fal.  I  think  I  am  as  like  to  ride  the  mare,  if  I  have  any 
vantage  of  ground  to  get  up. 

Ch.Just.  How  comes  this,  Sir  John?  Fie!  what  man  of 
good  temper  would  endure  this  tempest  of  exclamation? 
Are  you  not  ashamed  to  enfoix^e  a  poor  widow  to  so  rough 
a  course  to  come  by  her  own? 

Fal,  What  is  the  gross  sum  that  I  owe  thee? 

Bout.  Marry,  if  thou  wert  an  honest  miui,  thyself  and  the 
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money  too.  Thou  didst  swear  to  me  upon  a  parcel -giU 
goblet,  sitting. in  my  Dolphin-chamber,  at  the  round  table, 
by  a  sea-coal  tire,  upon  Wednesday  in  Wheeson  week, 
when  the  prince  broke  thy  head  for  liking  his  father  to  a 
singing-man  of  Windsor,  thou  didst  swear  to  me  then,  as 
I  was  washing  thy  wound,  to  marry  me  and  make  me  my 
lady  thy  wife.  Canst  thou  deny  It?  Did  not  goodwife 
Keech,  the  butcher's  wife,  come  in  then  and  call  me  gossip 
Quickly?  coming  in  to  borrow  a  mess  of  vinegar;  telling 
us  she  had  a  good  dish  of  prawns;  whereby  thou  didst 
desire  to  eat  some;  whereby  I  told  thee  they  were  ill  for  a 
green  wound?  And  didst  thou  not,  when  she  was  gone 
down  stairs,  desire  me  to  be  no  more  so  familiarity  with 
such  poor  people;  saying  that  ere  long  they  should  call  me 
madam?  Ana  didst  thou  not  kiss  me  and  bid  me  fetch 
thee  thirty  shillings?  I  put  thee  now  to  thy  book-oath:- 
deny  it,  if  thou  canst. 

i^Z.  My  lord,  this  is  a  poor  mad  soul;  and  she  says  up 
and  down  the  town  that  her  eldest  son  is  like  you:  she  hath 
been  in  good  case,  and  the  truth  is,  poverty  hath  distnicted 
her.  But  for  these  foolish  officers,  I  beseech  you  I  may 
have  redress  against  them. 

Ch.  Just,  Sir  John,  Sir  John,  I  am  well  acquainted  with 
your  manner  of  wrenching  the  true  cause  the  false  way. 
It  is  not  a  confident  brow,  nor  the  throng  of  words  that 
come  with  such  more  than  impudent  saucmess  from  you, 
can  thrust  me  from  a  level  consideration :  you  have,  as  it 
appears  to  me,  practised  upon  the  easy-yielding  spirit  of 
this  woman,  and  made  her  serve  your  uses  both  in  purse 
and  in  person. 

Host  Yea,  in  truth,  my  lord. 

Ch.  Jttst.  Pray  thee,  peace.  Pay  her  the  debt  you  owe 
her,  and  unpay  the  villany  you  have  done  her:  the  one  3'ou 
may  do  with  sterling  money,  and  the  other  with  current 
repentance. 

Fal,  My  lord.  I  will  not  undergo  this  sncap  without 
reply.  You  call  honourable  l)oldness  impudent  sauciness: 
if  a  man  will  make  courtesy  and  say  nothing,  he  is  virtu- 
ous: no,  my  lord,  my  humble  duty  remembei-ed,  I  will  not 
be  your  suitor.  I  say  to  you,  I  do  desire  delivemnce  from 
these  officers,  being  upon  hasty  employment  in  the  king's 
affairs.  140 

Ch.Just.  You  speak  as  having  power  to  do  wrong:  but 
answer  in  the  effect  of  your  reputation,  and  satisfy  the 
poor  woman. 

FcU,  Come  hither,  hostess. 
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Ch,  Just.  Now,  Master  Gower,  what  news? 

Qmo.  The  kinff,  ray  lord,  and  Harry  Prince  of  Wales 
Are  near  at  hand:  the  rest  the  paper  tells. 

Fal.  As  I  am  a  gentleman. 

Host.  Faith,  you  said  so  before.  150 

Fal.  As  I  am  a  gentleman.     Come,  no  more  words  of  it. 

Host.  By  this  heavenly  ground  I  tread  on,  I  must  be  fain 
to  pawn  both  my  plate  and  the  tapestry  of  my  dining- 
chambers. 

Fed.  Glasses,  glasses,  is  the  only  drinking:  and  for  thv 
walls,  a  pretty  slight  drollery,  or  the  story  of  the  Prodigal, 
or  the  German  hunting  in  water-work,  is  worth  a  thousand 
of  these  bed-hangings  and  these  fly-bitten  tapestries.  Let 
it  be  ten  pound,  if  thou  canst.  Come,  an  'twere  not  for 
thy  humours,  there's  not  a  better  wench  in  England.  Go, 
wash  thy  face,  and  draw  the  action.  Come,  thou  must 
not  be  in  this  humour  with  me;  dost  not  know  me?  come, 
come,  I  know  thou  wast  set  on  to  this. 

Host  Pray  thee,  Sir  John,  let  it  be  but  twenty  nobles:  i' 
faith,  I  am  loath  to  pawn  my  plate,  so  God  save  me,  la! 

Fed.  Let  it  alone;  I'll  make  other  sliift;  you'll  bo  a  fool 
still.  170 

Ho9t.  Well,  you  shall  have  it,  though  I  pawn  my  gown. 
I  hope  you'll  come  to  supper.     You'll  jmy  me  all  together? 

Fid,  AVill  I  live?  [To  Bardolph]  Go,  with  her,  with 
'her;  hook  on,  hook  en. 

Hod,  Will  you  have  Doll  Tearsheet  meet  you  at  supper? 

Fal.  No  more  words;  let's  have  her. 

[Exeunt  Hmtess,  Bat'dolph,  Officers,  and  Boy, 

CXJitst.  I  have  heard  better  news. 

Fal.  What's  the  news,  my  lord?  180 

oh.  Just.  Where  lay  the  king  last  night? 

Oow.  At  Basingstoke,  my  lord. 

Fal.  I  hope,  my  lord,  all's  well:  what  is  the  news,  my 
lord? 

Ch.  Just.  Come  all  his  forces  back? 

Oow.  No;  fifteen  hundred  foot,  five  hundred  horse, 
Are  march'd  up  to  my  lord  of  Lancaster, 
Against  Northumberland  and  the  Archbishop. 

Fal.  Comes  the  king  back  from  Wales,  my  noble  lord? 

Ch.  Just.  You  shall  have  letters  of  me  presently:  190 
Come,  go  along  with  me,  good  Master  Gower. 

Fill.  My  lord  I 

Ch.Just.  What's  the  matter? 
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FaL  Master  Gk)wer,  shall  I  t^ntreat  you  with  me  to  din- 
ner? 

ChvD.  I  must  wait  upon  my  good  lord  here ;  I  thank  you, 
good  Sir  John. 

Ch,  Juit,  Sir  John,  you  loiter  here  too  long,  being  you 
are  to  take  soldiers  up  in  counties  as  you  go.  200 

Fal.  Will  vou  sup  with  me,  Master  Gower? 

Ch.  Juat.  W  hat  foolish  master  taught  you  these  manners, 
3h-  John? 

Fal,  blaster  Gower,  if  they  become  me  not,  he  was  a 
fool  that  taught  them  me.  This  is  the  right  fencing  grace, 
my  lord ;  tap  for  tap,  and  so  part  fair. 

Ch.Jti9t,  Now  the  Lord  lighten  thee!  thou  art  a  great 
fool.  [Ereunt 

Scene  II.    London,    Another  street. 
Enter  Prince"  Henry  and  Poins. 

Prince.  Before  God,  I  am  exceeding  weary. 

Poine,  Is*t  come  to  thnt?  I  had  thought  weariness  durst 
not  have  attacked  one  of  so  high  blood. 

Prince,  Faith,  it  does  me;  though  it  discolours  the  com- 
plexion of  my  greatness  to  acknowledge  it.  Doth  it  not 
show  Tilely  in  me  to  desire  small  beer? 

Poins.  Why,  a  prince  should  not  be  so  loosely  studied  as 
to  remember  so  weak  a  composition. 

Prince.  Belike  then  my  appetite  was  not  princely  got; 
for,  by  my  troth,  I  do  now  remembi»r  the  poor  creature; 
small  beer.  But,  indeed,  these  iiumbk' considerations  make 
me  out  of  love  with  my  greatness.  What  a  disgrace  is  it 
to  me  to  remember  thy  name!  or  to  know  thy  fnce  to-mor- 
row! or  to  take  note  iiow  many  pair  of  silk  stockings  thou 
hast,  viz.  these,  and  those  tliat  were  thy  peach-coloured 
ones!  or  to  bear  the  inventory  of  thy  shirts,  as,  one  for 
superfluity,  and  another  for  use!  But  that  the  tennis-conrt- 
keeper  knows  belter  than  I ;  for  it  is  a  low  ebb  of  linen 
witli  thee  when  thou  keepest  not  racket  there ;  as  thou  hast 
not  done  a  great  while,  because  the  rest  of  tliy  low  coun- 
tries have  made  a  shift  to  eat  up  thy  hollnnd:  and  God 
knows,  whether  those  that  bawl  out  the  ruins  of  thy  linen 
shall  inherit  his  kingdom:  but  the  midwives  say  the  chil- 
dren are  not  in  the  fault;  whereupon  the  world  increases 
and  kindreds  are  mightily  strengthened. 

PoiM.  How  ill  it  follows,  after  ywi  have  laboured  so 
hard,  you  should  talk  so  idly!  Tell  me,  how  many  good 
young  princes  would  do  so,  their  fathers  being  so  sick  aa 
yours  at  this  time  is? 
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Prince.  Shall  I  tell  thee  one  thing,  Poins? 

Poins,  Yes,  faith ;  and  let  it  be  an  excellent  good  thing. 

Prince.  It  shall  serve  among  wits  of  no  higher  breeding 
than  thine.  89 

Poins,  Go  to;  I  stand  the  push  of  your  one  thing  that 
you  will  tell. 

Prince.  Marry,  I  tell  thee,  it  is  not  meet  that  I  should  bo 
sad,  now  my  father  is  sick:  albeit  I  could  tell  to  thee,  ns  to 
one  it  pleases  me,  for  fault  of  a  better,  to  call  my  friend,  I 
could  be  sad,  and  sad  indeed  too. 

Poins.  Very  hardly  upon  such  a  subject. 

Prince.  By  this  hand,  thou  thinkest  me  as  far  in  the 
devil's  book  as  thou  and  Falstaff  for  obduracy  and  persist- 
ency: let  the  end  try  the  man.  But  I  tell  thee,  my  heart 
bleeds  inwardly  that  my  father  is  so  sick:  and  keeping  such 
vile  company  as  thou  art  hath  in  reason  taken  from  me  all 
ostentation  of  sorrow. 

Poins.  The  reason? 

Prince.  What  wouldst  thou  think  of  me,  if  I  should 
weep? 

Poins.  I  would  think  thee  a  most  princely  hypocrite.  60 

Prince.  It  would  be  every  man's  thought;  and  thou  art 
a  blessed  fellow  to  think  as  every  mnn  thinks:  never  a 
man's  thought  in  the  world  keeps  the  road-way  Ijetter  than 
thine:  every  man  would  think  me  an  hypocrite  indeed. 
And  what  accites  your  most  worshipful  thought  to  think  bo? 

Poins.  Why,  because  you  have  been  so  lewd  and  so  much 
engraifed  to  Falstaff. 

Prince.  And  to  thee. 

Poins.  By  this  light,  I  am  well  spoke  on ;  I  can  hear  it 
with  mine  own  cars:  tlie  worst  that  they  can  say  of  me  is 
that  I  am  a  second  brother  and  that  I  am  a  proper  fellow 
of  my  hands;  and  those  two  things,  I  confess,  I  cannot 
help.    By  the  mass,  here  comes  Bardolph. 

Enter  BABDOLrn  and  Page. 

Prince.  And  the  boy  that  I  gave  Falstaff:  a'  had  him 
from  me  Christian ;  and  look,  if  the  fat  villain  have  not 
transformed  him  ape. 

Bard.  God  siwe  your  grace! 

Prince.  And  yours,  most  noble  Bardolph!  80 

Bard.  Come,  you  virtuous  ass,  you  bashful  fool,  must 
you  be  blushing?  wherefore  blush  you  now?  What  a 
maidenly  man-at-arms  are  you  become!  Is't  such  a  matter 
to  got  a  pottle- pot's  maidenhead? 

Page.  A*  calls  me  e'en  now,  my  lord,  through  a  red  lat- 
tice, and  I  could  discern  no  part  of  his  face  from  the  wiu- 
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dow:  at  last  I  spied  his  eyes,  and  metUought  he  had  made 
two  holes  in  the  ale-Avife's  new  petticoat  and  so  peeped 
through. 

Prince,  Has  not  the  hoy  profited?  00 

Bard.  Away,  you  whoreson  upright  rahbit,  away! 

Ptige,  Away,  you  rascally  Altlisea's  dream,  away! 

PW/wfi.  Instruct  us,  boy;  wliat  dream,  boy? 

Page,  Marrv^  my  lord.  Althaea  dreamed  she  was  delivered 
of  a  fire-brand;  and  therefore  I  call  him  her  dream. 

Prince,  A  crown's  worth  of  good  interpretation:  there 
'tis,  boy.  100 

Pcins.  O,  that  this  good  blossom  could  be  kept  from 
cankers!   Well,  there  is  sixpence  to  preserve  tliee. 

Bard,  An  you  do  not  make  him  hanged  among  you,  the 
gallows  shall  have  wrong. 

Prince,  And  how  doth  thy  master,  Bardolph? 

Bard.  Well,  my  lord.  He  heard  of  your  grace's  coming 
to  town:  there's  a  letter  for  you. 

Pains,  Delivered  with  good  respect.  And  how  doth  the 
mar tlemas,  your  master?  110 

Bard,  In  bodily  health,  sir. 

PoiTM,  Marry,  the  immortal  part  needs  a  physician ;  but 
that  moves  not  him :  though  that  be  sick,  it  dies  not. 

Prince.  I  do  allow  this  wen  to  be  as  familiar  with  me  as 
my  dog;  and  he  holds  his  place;  for  look  you  how  he 
writes. 

Poi7i%.  [Beads]  *' John  Falstaff,  knight," — every  man  must 
know  tliat,  as  oft  as  he  has  occasion  to  name  himself:  even 
like  those  that  are  kin  to  the  king;  for  they  never  prick 
their  finger  but  they  say,  *'  There's  some  of  the  king's  blood 
spilt."  "How  comes  that?"  says  he,  that  takes  upon  him 
not  to  conceive.  Tlie  answer  is  as  ready  as  a  boiTower's 
cap,'*  I  am  the  king's  poor  cousin,  sir." 

Pnnee.  Nay,  they  will  be  kin  to  us,  or  they  will  fetch  it 
from  Japhct.    But  to  the  letter: 

Poim,  [Beads]  *'  Sir  John  Palstaff,  knight,  to  the  son  of 
the  king,  nearest  his  father,  Harry  Prince  of  Wales,  greet- 
ing."   ^Vhy,  this  is  a  certificate. 

Prince,  Peace! 

Poins,  [Beads']  "I  will  imitate  the  honorable  Romans  in 
brevity:"  he  sure  means  brevity  in  breath,  short-winded. 
"  I  commend  mo  to  thee,  I  commend  thee,  and  I  leave  thee. 
Be  not  too  familiar  with  Poins;  for  he  misuses  thy  favours 
so  much,  that  he  swears  thou  art  to  marry  his  sister  Nell. 
Repent  at  idle  times  as  thou  may  est;  and  so,  farew^ell.  141 
*'  Thine,  by  yea  and  no,  which  is  as  much  as  to  say, 
as  thou  usest  him,  Jack  Falstaff  with  my  familiars. 
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JoHX  with  my  brothers  and  sisters,  and  Sin  Joior 
with  all  Europe." 
My  lord,  I'll  steep  this  letter  in  sack  and  make  him  eat  it. 

Priiiee.  That's  to  make  him  eat  twenty  of  his  words. 
But  do  you  use  me  thus,  Ned?  must  I  marry  your  sister r? 

Poins.  God  send  the  wench  no  worse  fortune  I  But  I 
never  said  so. 

Prince,  Well,  thus  we  play  the  fools  with  the  time,  and 
the  spirits  of  the  wise  sit  in  the  clouds  and  mock  us.  Is 
your  master  here  in  London? 

Bard,  Yea.  my  lord. 

Prince.  Where  sups  he?  doth  the  old  boar  feed  in  the 
old  frank?  160 

Bard,  At  the  old  place,  my  lord,  in  Eastcheap. 

Prince.  What  company? 

Paqe.  Ephesians,  my  lord,  of  the  old  church. 

Pnnce,  Sup  any  women  with  him? 

Puffe,  None,  my  lord,  but  old  Mistress  Quickly  and  Mis- 
tress Doll  Tearshcet. 

Prince.  What  pagan  may  that  be? 

Page.  A  proper  gentlewoman,  sir,  and  a  kinswoman  of 
my  master's.  170 

Prince.  Even  such  kin  as  the  parish  heifers  arc  to  the 
town  bull.     Shall  we  steal  Upon  them,  Ned,  at  supper? 

Point.  I  am  your  shadow,  my  lord;  I'll  follow  you. 

Prince.  Sirrah,  you  boy,  and  Bardolph,  no  word  to  your 
master  that  I  am  yet  come  to  town:  there's  for  your  silence. 

Bard.  1  have  no  tongue,  sir. 

Poffe.  And  for  mine,  sir,  I  will  govern  it.  180 

Prince.  Fare  you  well ;  go.  [Exeu  nt  Bardoljih  and  Page.  ] 
This  Doll  Tearsheet  should  be  some  road. 

Poins.  I  warrant  you,  as  common  as  the  way  between 
Saint  Al ban's  and  London. 

Prince.  How  might  we  see  Falstaff  bestow  himself  to- 
night in  his  true  colours,  and  not  ourselves  be  seen? 

Poins.  Put  on  two  leathern  Jerkins  and  aprons,  and  wait 
upon  him  at  his  table  as  drawers.  190 

Prince.  Prom  a  God  to  a  bull?  aheavy  descension!  it  was 
Jove's  case.  From  a  prince  to  a  prentice?  a  low  transfcTr. 
mation!  that  shall  be  mine;  for  in  everything  the  purpose 
must  weigh  with  the  folly.    Follow  me,  Ned.       [Exeunt, 
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Scene  III.   Warkworth.    Before  the  castle. 

Enter   Northumbekland,  Lady  NoRTMUMBERLi^MD,  and 

Lady  Percy. 

Xorih.  I  pray  thee,  loving  wife,  and  gentle  daughter, 
Give  even  way  unto  my  rougli  affairs: 
<Put  not  you  on  the  visage  of  the  limes 
And  be  like  them  to  Percy  troublesome. 

Lady  N.  I  have  given  over,  I  will  speak  no  more: 
Do  what  you  will ;  your  wisdom  be  your  guide. 

NortJi.  Alas,  sweet  wife,  my  honour  is  at  pawn ; 
And,  but  my  going,  nothing  can  redeem  it: 

Lady  P.  O  yet,  for  God's  sake,  go  not  to  these  wars! 
The  time  was,  father,  that  you  broke  your  word,  10 

When  you  were  more  endcar'd  to  it  than  now; 
"When  your  own  Percy,  when  my  heart's  dear  Harry, 
Threw  many  a  northward  look  to  see  his  father 
Bring  up  his  powers;  but  he  did  long  in  vain. 
Who  then  persuaded  you  to  stay  at  home? 
There  w-erc  two  honours  lost,  yours  and  your  son's. 
For  yours,  the  God  of  heaven  brighten  it! 
For  his,  it  stuck  upon  him  as  the  sun 
In  the  grey  vault  of  heaven,  and  by  his  light 
Did  all  the  chivalry  of  England  move  20 

To  do  brave  acts:  he  was  indeed  the  glass 
Wherein  the  noble  youth  did  dress  themselves: 
He  had  no  legs  that  practised  not  his  gait; 
And  speaking  ihick,  which  nature  made  his  blemish. 
Became  the  accents  of  the  valiant; 
For  those  that  could  speak  low  and  tardily 
Would  turn  their  own  perfection  to  abuse, 
To  seem  like  him:  so  that  in  speech,  in  gait, 
In  diet,  in  affections  of  delight, 

In  military  rules,  humours  of  blood,  80 

He  was  the  mark  and  glas^,  copy  and  book. 
That  fashion 'd  others.     And  him,  0  wondrous  him  I 
O  miracle  of  men!  him  did  you  leave. 
Second  to  none,  unseconded  by  you, 
To  look  upon  the  hideous  god  of  w^ar 
In  disadvantage;  to  abide  a  field 
Where  nothing  but  the  sound  of  Hotspur's  name 
Did  seem  defensible:  so  you  left  him. 
Never,  O  never,  do  his  ghost  the  wrong 
To  hold  your  honour  more  precise  and  nice  40 

With  others  than  with  him!  let  them  alone: 
The  marshal  and  the  archbishop  are  strong: 
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Had  my  sweet  Harry  had  but  half  their  numbers. 
To-day  mi^ht  I,  hanging  on  Hotspur's  neck, 
Have  talk'd  of  Monmouth's  grave. 

Nort/i.  Bcshrew  your  heait, 

Fair  daughter,  you  do  draw  my  spirits  from  me 
With  new  lamenting  ancient  oversights. 
,But  I  must  go  and  meet  with  danger  there, 
Or  k  will  seek  me  in  another  place 
And  find  me  worse  provided. 

Ladsf  N.  O.  fly  to  Scotland,  CD 

Till  that  the  nobles  and  the  armed  commons 
Have  of  their  puissance  made  a  little  taste. 

Ladff  P,  If  they  get  ground  and  vantage  of  the  king, 
Then  join  you  with  them,  like  a  rib  of  steel. 
To  make  strength  stronger;  but,  for  all  our  loves. 
First  let  them  try  themselves.    So  did  your  son; 
He  was  so  suffered :  so  came  I  a  widow^ ; 
And  never  shall  have  length  of  life  enough 
To  rain  upon  remembrance  with  mine  eyes, 
That  it  may  ^ow  and  sprout  as  high  as  heaven,  60 

For  recordation  to  my  noble  husband. 

North.  Come,  come,  go  in  with  n^e.    'Tis  with  my  mind 
As  with  the  tide  sweird  up  unto  his  height, 
That  makes  a  still-stand,  running  neither  w^ay: 
Fain  would  I  go  to  meet  the  archbishop, 
But  many  thousand  reasons  hold  me  back. 
I  will  resolve  for  Scotland:  there  am  I, 
Till  time  and  vantage  crave  my  company.  [Exeunt, 

Scene  IV.  London,     The  Boare-head  Tavern  in  Eattcheap, 

Enter  two  Drawers. 

First  Draw,  What  the  devil  hast  thou  brought  there? 
apple- Johns?  thou  knowest  Sir  John  cannot  endure  an 
apple- John. 

Sfc,  Draw,  Mass,  thou  say  est  true.  The  prince  once  set 
a  dish  of  apple-johns  before  him,  and  told  him  there  were 
$vc  more  Sir  Johns,  and  putting  off  his  hat,  said  *'I  will 
now  take  my  leave  of  these  six  dry.  round,  old.  withered 
kaights."  It  angered  him  to  the  heart:  but  he  hath  forgot 
that.  10 

First  Draw,  Why,  then,  cover,  and  set  them  down :  and 
see  if  thou  canst  find  out  Sneak's  noise;  Mistress  Tearshcet 
would  fain  hear  some  music.  Dispatch:  the  room  where 
thev  supped  is  too  hot;  they'll  come  in  straight 

See,  Draw.  Sirrah,  here  will  be  the  prince  and  Master 
Poins  anon;  and  they  will  put  on  two  of  our  jerkins  and 
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aprons;  and  Sir  John  must  not  know  of  it:  Bardolpli  hath 
brouglit  word.  20 

Fimt  Draw.  By  the  mas8,  here  will  be  old  Utis:  it  will 
be  an  excellent  stratagem. 

Sec,  Draw,  I'll  see  if  I  can  f)nd  out  Sneak.  [^Exit 

Enter  Hostess  and  Doll  Teabsheet. 

Hofft,  V  faith,  sweetheart,  methinks  now  yon  are  in  an 
excellent  good  temperality :  your  pulsidge  beats  as  extraor- 
dinarily  as  heart  would  desire;  and  your  colour,  I  warrant 
you,  is  as  red  as  any  rose,  in  good  truth,  la!  But,  i'  faith, 
you  have  drunk  too  much  canaries;  and  that*s  a  marvellous 
searching  wine,  and  it  perfumes  the  blood  ere  one  can  say 
* '  What's  this?"    How  do  you  now ? 

Dot.  Better  than  I  wtis:  hem! 

Eo9t.  Why,  tiiat's  well  said ;  a  good  heart's  worth  gold. 
Lo,  here  comes  Sir  John. 

Enter  Fajjstavt, 

Fal  [Singing]  "When  Arthur  first  in  court"— Empty 
the  Joraun.  \£xU  FirH  Drawer], — \Sing%ng,]  **  And  was  a 
worthy  king.'     How  now,  Mistress  Dolll 

Host,  Sick  of  a  calm;  yea,  good  faitli.  40 

Fal.  So  is  all  her  sect;  an  they  be  once  in  a  calm,  they 
are  sick. 

Dot.  You  muddy  rascal,  is  that  all  the  comfort  you  give 
me? 

Fal,  You  make  fat  rascals,  Mistress  Doll. 

Dol  I  make  them!  gluttony  and  diseases  make  them;  I 
make  them  not.  -^ 

Fal,  If  the  cook  help  to  make  the  gluttonv,  you  help  to  A 
make  the  diseases,  Doll :  we  catch  of  you,  Doll,  we  catch  j 
of  you;  ffrant  that,  my  poor  virtue,  grant  that  51/ 

Dol,  Yea,  joy,  bur  chains  and  our  jewels. 

Fal.  "  Your  brooches,  pearls,  and  ouches:"  for  to  serve 
bravely  is  to  come  halting  oft,  you  know,  to  come  off  the 
breach  with  his  pike  bent  bravely,  and  to  surgery  bravely; 
to  venture  upon  the  charged  chambers  bravely, — 

Dol.  Hang  yourself,  you  muddy  conger,  hangyourself !  59 

Hottt,  By  my  troth,  this  is  the  old  fashion;  you  two 
never  meet  but  you  fall  to  some  discord:  you  are  both,  i' 
good  truth,  as  rheumatic  as  two  dry  toasts;  you  cannot 
one  bear  with  another's  confirmities.  What  the  good-year! 
one  must  bear,  and  that  must  be  you:  you  are  the  weaker 
vessel,  as  they  say,  the  emptier  vessel. 

Dol,  Can  a  weak  empty  vessel  bear  such  a  huge  full 
hogshead?  there's  a  whole  merchant's  venture  of  Bour- 
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deaux  stuff  in  him;  you  have  not  seen  a  liulk  better  stuffed 
ill  the  hold.  Come,  i'li  be  friends  with  thee.  Jack :  thou 
Art  going  to  the  wars;  and  whether  I  shall  ever  see  thee 
again  or  no,  there  is  nobody  cares. 

Be^nter  First  Drawer. 

Fint  Draw.  Sir,  Ancient  Pistol's  below,  and  would 
speak  with  you. 

Dol,  Hang  him,  swaggering  niscal!  let  him  not  come 
hither:  it  is  the  foul-mouthed  st  rogue  in  England. 

Host,  If  he  swagger,  let  him  not  come  here :  no,  by  my 
faith;  I  must  live  among  my  neighbours;  I'll  no  swagger- 
ers: I  am  in  good  name  and  fame  with  the  very  best:  shut 
the  door;  there  comes  no  swaggerers  here:  I  have  not  lived 
all  this  while,  to  have  swaggering  now:  shut  the  door,  I 
pray  vou. 

Au.  Dost  thou  hear,  hostess? 

JBd9t.  Pray  ye,  pacify  yourself,  Sir  John:  there  comes  no 
swaggerers  here. 

MU.  Dost  thou  hear?  it  is  mine  ancient.  89 

Hatt,  Tilly-fally,  Sir  John,  ne'er  tell  me:  your  ancient 
swaggerer  comes  not  in  my  doors.  I  was  before  Master 
Tisick,  the  dehuty,  t'other  day;  and,  as  he  said  to  mc, 
'twas  no  longer  ago  than  Wednesday  last,  "  I'  good  faith, 
neighbour  Quickly,"  says  he;  Master  Dunibe,  our  minister, 
was  by  then;  "neighbour  Quickly,"  says  he,  "receive 
those  that  are  civil ;  for,"  said  he,  *  *  you  are  in  an  ill  name :" 
now  a'  said  so,  I  can  tell  whereupon ;  *•  for, "  says  he,  **  you 
are  an  honest  woman,  and  well  thought  on ;  therefore  take 
heed  what  guests  you  receive:  receive,"  says  be,  **  no  swag- 
gering companions."  There  comes  none  here:  you  Would 
bless  you  to  hear  what  he  said:  no,  1*11  no  swaggerers. 

FiU,  He*s  no  swaggerer,  hostess;  a  tame  cheater,  i' faith; 

you  may  stroke  him  as  gently  as  a  puppy  greyhound:  he'll 

not  swagger  with  a  Barbary  hen,  if  her  feathers  turn  back 

in  any  show  of  resistance.     Call  him  up,  drawer. 

1  [Eeit  First  Drawer. 

Hold.  Cheater,  call  you  him?  I  will  bar  no  honest  man 
my  house,  nor  no  cheater:  but  I  do  not  love  swaggering, 
by  my  troth;  I  am  the  worse,  when  one  says  swagger:  feel, 
masters,  how  I  shake ;  look  you,  I  warrant  you. 

Dol.  So  you  do,  hostess. 

Hont.  Do  1?  yea,  in  very  truth,  do  I,  an  'twere  an  aspen 
leaf:  I  cannot  abide  swasrserers. 


"OO' 


Eiiter  Pistol,  Bardolph,  atxd  Page. 

put.  God  save  you.  Sir  John!  119 
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Fal.  Welcome,  Ancient  Pistol.  Here,  Pistol,  I  charge 
you  with  a  cup  of  sack:  do  you  discharge  upon  mine  host- 
ess. 

Fist.  I  will  discharge  upon  her,  Sir  John,  with  two  bul- 
lets. 

FcU.  She  is  pistol-proof,  sir;  you  shall  hardly  offend 
her. 

Hast.  Come,  I'll  drink  no  proofs  nor  no  bullets:  I'll  drink 
no  more  than  will  do  me  good,  for  no  man's  pleasure,  I. 

Fist,  Then  to  you,  Mistress  Dorothy;  Iwill  charge  you. 

Dol.  Charge  me!  I  scorn  you,  scurvy  companion.  What! 
you  poor,  base,  rascally,  cheating,  lack -linen  matel  Away, 
you  mouldy  rogue,  away !    I  am  meat  for  your  master. 

PisL  I  know  you.  Mistress  Dorothy. 

Dol.  Away,  you  cut-purse  rascal!  you  filthy  bung,  away ! 
by  this  wine,  I'll  thrust  my  knife  in  your  mouldy  chops, 
an  you  play  the  saucy  cuttle  w^iih  me.  Away,  you  bottlc- 
ale  rascal!  you  basket-hilt  stale  ju^lcr,  you!  8ince  when, 
I  pray  you,  sir?  God's  light,  with  two  points  on  your 
shoulder?  much! 

PisL  God  let  me  not  live,  but  I  will  murder  your  ruff  for 
this. 

Fal.  No  more.  Pistol;  I  would  not  have  you  go  off  here: 
discharge  yourself  of  our  company,  Pistol.  150 

Host.  No,  §ood  Captain  Pistol ;  not  here,  sweet  captain. 

jDol.  Captam!  thou  abominable  damned  cheater,  art  thou 
not  ashamed  to  be  called  captain?  An  captains  werc  of 
my  mind,  they  would  truncheon  you  out,  for  taking  their 
names  upon  you  before  you  have  earned  them.  You  a 
captain!  you  slave,  for  what?  for  tearing  a  poor  whore's 
ruff  in  a  bawdy-house?  He  a  captain!  han^  him,  rogue! 
he  lives  upon  mouldy  stewed  prunes  and  dried  cakes.  A 
captain!  God's  light,  these  villains  will  make  the  word  as 
odious  as  the  word  "occupy;"  which  was  an  excellent 
good  word  before  it  was  ill  sorted:  therefore  captains  had 
need  look  to't. 

Bard.  Pray  thee,  go  down,  goed  ancient. 

Fal.  Hark  thee  hither,  Mistress  Doll. 

Pi8t.  Not  I:  I  tell  thee  what.  Corporal  Bardolph,  I  could 
tear  her:  I'll  be  revenged  of  her. 

Page.  Pray  thee,  co  down. 

Pint.  I'll  see  her  damned  first;  to  Pluto's  damned  Inke, 
by  this  hand,  to  the  infernal  deep,  with  Erebus  and  tor- 
tures vile  also.  Hold  hook  and  line,  say  I.  Down,  down, 
do^!  down,  faitors!    Have  we  not  Hiren  here? 

MMt.  Good  Captain  Peesel,  be  quiet;  'tis  very  late,  i' 
faith :  I  bcscek  you  now,  aggravate  your  ckoler. 
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IKst.  These  l)e  good  humours,  indeed  I    Shall  pack-horses 
And  hollow  pampcKd  jades  of  Asia, 
Which  cannot  go  but  thirty  mile  a-day, 
Compare  with  Caisars,  and  with  Cannibals,  ISO 

And  Trojan  Greeks?  nay,  rather  damn  thcmwitli 
Khig  Cerberus;  and  let  the  welkin  roar. 
Shall  we  fall  foul  for  toys? 

HoM,  By  my  troth,  captain,  these  arc  very  bitter  words. 

B(ird.  Be  gone,  good  ancient:  this  will  grow  to  a  brawl 
anon. 

Pist,  Die  men  like  dogs!  give  crowns  like  pins!  Ilavo 
we  not  Hiren  here?  189 

Ho9t»  O'my  word,  captain,  there's  none  such  here.  What 
the  good-year!  do  you  think  I  would  deny  her?  For  God's 
sake,  be  quiet. 

put.  Then  feed,  and  be  fat,  my  fair  Calipolis. 
Come,  give's  some  sack. 

*'  Si  fortune  me  tormente,  sperato  me  contcnto." 
Fear  we  broadsides?  no,  let  the  fieud  give  fire: 
Give  me  some  sack:  and,  sweetheart,  lie  thou  there. 

[Laying  down  his  $icot*d. 
Come  we  to  full  points  here;  and  are  etceteras  nothing? 

Ihl,  Pistol,  I  would  be  quiet. 

Pitt.  Sweet  knight,  I  kiss  thy  neif:  what!  we  have  seen 
the  seven  stars.  201 

DoL  For  God's  sake,  thrust  him  down  stairs:  I  cannot 
endure  j^uch  a  fustian  rascal. 

Pitt.  ThriAt  him  down  stairs!  know  we  not  Galloway 

fhl.  Quoit  him  down,  Bardolph,  like  a  shove-groat  shil- 
line:  nay,  an  a'  do  nothing  but  speak  nothing,  a'  shall  ba 
nothing  here. 

Bard.  Come,  get  you  down  stairs. 

Pist,  What!  shall  wo  have  incision?  shall  we  imbrue? 

[SniMiing  uphissvcord.     210 
Then  death  rock  mo  asleep,  abridge  my  doleful  days! 
Why,  then,  let  grievous,  i^hastly,  gaping  wounds 
Untwine  the  Sisters  Three!  Come,  Atropos,  I  say! 

Host.  Here's  goodly  stuff  toward  I 

Fal.  Give  me  my  rapier,  boy. 

Dot.  I  pray  thee.  Jack,  I  pray  thee,  do  not  draw. 

FdlL  Get  you  down  stairs. 

[Drawing t  qnd  driving  Pistol  out. 

Host.  Here's  a  goodly  tumult!  I'll  forswear  keeping 
house,  afore  1*11  be  in  these  tirrita  and  frights.  So;  mur- 
der, I  warrant  now.  Alas,  alas!  put  up  your  naked  weap- 
ons, put  up  your  naked  weapons. 

[Exeunt  Pistol  and  Bardofph, 
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Bol,  IpraytUec,  Jack,  bo  quiet;  the  rascars  gone.  Ah, 
you  "whoreson  little  valiant  villain,  you! 

Host,  Are  you  not  hurt  i'  the  gi'oin?  methought  a'  made 
^  a  shrewd  thrust  at  your  belly. 

Be-enter  BAUDOLPn. 

Fal.  Have  you  turned  him  out  o'  doors? 

Bard.  Yea,  sir.  Tlic  rascal's  drunk:  3'ou  have  hurt  him, 
sir,  1'  the  shoulder.  231 

Fal.  A  rascal  1  to  brave  mel 

Bol.  Ah,  you  sweet  little  rogue,  you  I  Alas,  poor  ape, 
how  thou  sweatesti  come,  let  me  wipe  thy  face;  come  on, 
you  whoreson  chops:  ah,  rogue  I  i*  faith,  1  love  thee:  thou 
art  as  valorous  as  Hector  of  Troy,  worth  five  of  Agamem- 
non, and  ten  times  better  than  the  Nine  Worthies:  ah, 
villain!  240 

Fal.  A  rascally  slave  I  I  will  toss  the  rogue  in  a  blanket. 

Bol.  Do,  an  thou  darest  for  thy  heart:  an  thou  dost,  I'll 
canvass  thee  between  a  pair  of  sheets. 

Enter  Music. 

Faffe.  The  music  is  come,  sir. 

Fal.  Let  them  play.  Play,  sirs.  Sit  on  my  knee^  Doll. 
A  rascal  bragging  slave!  the  rogue  fled  from  me  like  quick- 
silver. 

Bol.  r  faith,  and  thou  followedst  him  like  a  church. 
Thou  whoreson  little  tidy  Bartholomew  boar-pig,  when 
w^ilt  thou  leave  fighting  o'  days  and  foining  o'  nights,  and 
begin  to  patch  up  thine  old  body  for  heaven? 

EnteTy  beJund,  Prince  Hkniiy  and  Poins,  dUguised. 

Fal.  Peace,  good  Doll !  do  not  speak  like  a  death's-head ; 
do  not  bid  me  remember  mine  end. 

Bol.  Sirrah,  what  humour's  the  prince  of? 

FaX.  A  good  shallow  young  fellow :  a'would  have  made 
a  good  pantler,  a*  would  ha'  cliipped  bread  well. 

Bol.  They  say  Poins  has  a  gooa  wit.  260 

Fal.  He  a  good  wit?  hang  him,  baboon!  bis  wit's  as 
thick  as  Tewksbury  mustard ;  there's  no  more  conceit  in 
him  than  is  in  a  mallet. 

Bol.  Why  does  the  prince  love  him  so,  then? 

Fal.  Because  their  legs  are  both  of  a  bigness,  and  a' 
plays  at  quoits  weW,  and  eats  conger  and  fennel,  and 
drinlcs  off  candles'  ends  for  flap-dragons,  and  rides  the  wild- 
mai'c  with  the  bovs,  and  jumps  upon  joined-stools,  and 
swears  with  a  ^ood  grace,  and  wears  his  boots  very  smooth, 
like  unto  the  sign  of  the  leg,  aad  breeds  no  bate  with  tell- 


fldSNE  IV.]  KING  HENRY  IV.  285 

ing  of  discreet  stories;  and  such  other  gambol  faculties  a' 
lias,  that  show  a  weak  mind  and  an  able  body,  for  the 
which  the  prince  admits  him:  for  the  pi'incc  himself  is 
such  another;  the  weight  of  a  hair  will  turn  the  scales 
between  their  avoirdupois. 

Prince,  Would  not  this  nave  of  a  wheel  have  his  ears 
cut  off? 

PoiM,  Let*s  beat  him  before  his  whore.  280 

Prince.  Look,  whether  the  withered  elder  hath  not  his 
poll  clawed  like  a  parrot. 

Poina.  Is  it  not  strange  that  desire  should  so  many  years 
outlive  performance? 

FaX.  Kiss  me,  Doll. 

Prince,  Saturn  and  Venus  this  year  in  conjunction! 
what  says  the  almanac  to  that? 

Poine.  And,  look,  whether  the  fiery  Trigon,  his  man,  be 
not  lisping  to  his  master's  old  tables,  his  note-book,  his 
counsel-keeper.  290 

Fed.  Thou  dost  give  me  flattering  busses. 

Dol,  By  my  troth,  I  kiss  thee  with  a  most  constant  heart. 

Fal,  I  am  old,  I  am  old. 

Dol,  I  love  thee  better  than  I  love  e*er  a  scurvy  young 
boy  of  them  all. 

Fal,  What  stuff  wilt  have  a  kirtle  of?  I  shall  receive 
money  o'  Thursday :  shalt  have  a  cap  to-morrow.  A  merry 
song,  come:  it  grows  late;  we'll  to  bed.  Thou'It  forget  me 
when  I  am  gone. 

Dei.  By  my  troth,  thoult  set  me  a-wceping,  an  thou 
sayest  so :  prove  that  ever  I  dress  myself  handsome  till  thy 
return:  well,  hearken  at  the  end. 

Fal.  Some  sack,  Francis. 

J^rincs    ) 

Pbim  '  C  ^^^^'  anon,  sir.  [Coming fontard, 

Fal.  Ha!  a  bastard  son  of  the  king's?  And  art  not  thou 
Poins  his  brother? 

Prince,  Whv,  thou  globe  of  sinful  continents,  what  a  life 
dost  thou  lead!  310 

Fal,  A  better  than  thou:  I  am  a  gentleman;  thou  art  a 
drawer. 

Prince,  Very  true,  sir;  and  I  come  to  draw  you  out  by 
the  cars7 

ffoet.  O,  the  Lord  preserve  thy  good  grace!  by  my  troth, 
welcome  to  London.  Now,  the  Lord  bless  that  sweet  face 
of  thine!    0  Jesu,  are  you  come  from  Wales? 

Fal.  Thou  whoreson  mad  compound  of  majesty,  by  this 
light  flesh  and  corrupt  blood,  thou  art  welcome.  S21 

Dol,  How,  you  fat  fool!  I  scorn  you^ 
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Bnm.  Mv  lord,  he  will  drive  you  out  of  your  revenge 
and  turn  all  to  a  merriment,  if  you  take  not  the  heat. 

Prince.  You  whoreson  candle-mine,  you,  how  vilely  did 
you  speak  of  me  even  now  before  this  honest,  virtuous, 
civil  gentlewoman. 

Hotft.  God's  blessing  of  your  good  heart!  and  so  she  is, 
by  my  troth.  330 

Fal.  Didst  thou  hear  me? 

Prince.  Yea,  and  you  kneiw  me,  as  you  did  when  you  ran 
away  by  Gad's-hill:  you  knew  I  was  at  your  back,  and 
spoke  it  on  purpose  to  try  my  patience. 

Fal.  No,  no,  no;  not  so;  I  aid  not  think  thou  wast  within 
hearing. 

Prince.  I  shall  drive  youthen  to  confess  the  wilful  abuse; 
and  then  I  know  how  to  handle  you. 

Fal.  No  abuse,  Hal,  o'  mine  honour;  no  abuse. 

Prince.  Not  to  dispraise  me,  and  call  me  pantl^r  and 
bread-chipper  and  I  know  not  what? 

Fal.  No  abuse,  Hal. 

Poins.  No  abuse? 

Fal.  No  abu.sc,  Ned,  i'  the  world;  honest  Ned,  none.  I 
dispraised  him  before  the  wicked,  that  the  wicked  might 
not  fall  in  love  with  him;  in  -wliich  doing,  I  have  done  the 
part  of  a  careful  friend  and  a  true  subject,  and  thy  father  is 
to  give  me  thanks  for  it.  No  abuse,  Hal :  none,  Ned,  none : 
no,  faith,  boys,  none.  851 

Prince.  See  now,  whether  pure  fear  and  entire  cowardice 
doth  not  make  thee  wrong -this  virtuous  j^entlewoman  to 
close  with  us?  is  she  of  the  wicked?  is  thme  hostess  here 
of  the  wicked?  or  is  thy  boy  of  the  wicked?  or  honest  Bar- 
dolph,  whose  zeal  burns  in  his  nose,  of  the  wicked? 

Pains.  Answer,  thou  dead  elm,  answer. 

Fal.  The  fiend  hath  pricked  down  Bardolph  irrecover- 
able; and  his  face  is  Lucifer's  privy-kitchen,  where  he  doth 
nothing  but  roast  malt-worms.  For  the  boy,  there  is  a  good 
anscl  about  him ;  but  the  devil  outbids  him  too. 

Prince.  For  the  women? 

Fal.  For  one  of  them,  she  is  in  hell  already,  and  bums 
poor  souls.  For  the  other,  I  owe  her  money;  and  whether 
she  be  damned  for  that,  I  know  not. 

Ilogt.  No,  I  warrant  3'ou.  369 

Fal.  No,  I  think  thou  art  not;  I  think  thou  art  quit  for 
that.  Marry,  there  is  another  indictment  upon  thee,  for 
suffering  flesh  to  be  eaten  in  thy  house,  contrary  to  the  law; 
for  the  which  I  think  thou  wilt  howl. 

Hast  All  victuallers  do  so*  what's  a  joint  of  mutton  or 
two  in  a  whole  Lent? 
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Prince.  Tou,  gentlewoman, — 

Dol,  What  says  your  grace? 

Fal,  His  grace  says  that  which  his  flesh  rebels  against. 

{Knocking  within .    380 
Host.  Who  knocks  so  loud  at  door?    Look  to  the  door 
there,  Francis. 

Enter  Pbto. 

Prince.  Peto,  how  now!  what  news? 

Peto.  The  king  your  father  is  at  Westminster; 
And  there  are  twenty  weak  and  wearied  posts 
Come  from  the  north :  and,  as  I  came  along, 
I  met  liDd  overtook  a  dozen  captains, 
Bare-headed,  sweating,  knocking  at  the  taverns, 
And  asking  every  one  for  Sir  John  Falstaff. 

Prince.  By  heaven,  Poins,  I  feel  me  much  to  blame,  890 
So  idly  to  profane  the  precious  time, 
When  tempest  of  commotion,  like  the  south 
Borne  with  black  vapour,  doth  begin  to  melt 
And  drop  upon  our  bare  unarmed  heads. 
Give  me  my  sword  and  cloak.     Falstaff,  good-night. 

[Exeunt Prince Hetiry,  P<nm,  Peto,  andBnrddl/pK 

Fal.  Now  comes  in  the  sweetest  morsel  of  the  night,  and 
we  must  hence  and  leave  it  unpicked.  [Knocking  within.] 
More  knocking  at  the  door! 

Re-enter  Bardolph. 

How  now!  what's  the  matter?  400 

Bard.  You  must  away  to  court,  sir,  presently;  a  dozen 
captains  stay  at  door  for  you. 

Fal.  [To  the  Page]  Pay  the  musicians,  sirrah.  Farewell, 
hostess;  farewell,  Doll.  You  see,  mj'good  wenches,  how 
men  of  merit  are  sought  after :  the  undeserver  may  sleep, 
when  the  man  of  action  is  called  on.  Farewell,  good 
wenches:  if  I  be  not  sent  away  post,  I  will  see  you  again 
ere  I  go 

Dot.  I  cannot  speak:  if  my  heart  be  not  ready  to  burst. 
— well,  sweet  .JacK.  have  a  care  of  thyself. 

Fal.  Farewell,  farewell.     [Exeunt  Falstaff  and  Bardolph 

Host.  Well,  fare  thee  well :  1  have  known  thee  these  twen 
ty  nine  years,  comes  peascod-timc;  but  an  honestcr  and 
truer-hearted  man, — well,  fare  thee  well. 

Bard.  [Wtthtn]  Mistress  Tearsheet! 

Host  What's  the  matter? 

Bard.  [  WUhm]  Bid  Mistress  Tearsheet  come  to  my  mns- 
ter.  419 

Hoiit  O,  run.  Doll  run:  run,  good  Doll:  come.  \She 
cotncit  biulocred]    Yea,  will  you  come,  Doll?  lExeunt. 
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ACT  in. 

Scene  I.     Westmimter,     The  palace. 

Enter  the  Kii^o  in  his  niglUgown,  with  a  Page. 

King.  Go  call  the  Earls  of  Surrey  and  of  Warwick; 
But,  ere  they  come,  bid  them  o'er-read  these  letters. 
And  well  consider  of  them:  make  good  speed.    [Exit  Page, 
How  many  thousand  of  my  poorest  subjects 
Are  at  this  hour  asleep  1  O  sleep,  O  gentle  sleep, 
Nature's  soft  nurse,  how  have  I  frighted  thee. 
That  thou  no  more  wilt  weigh  my  eyelids  down 
And  steep  my  senses  in  forgetfulness? 
Why  rather,  sleep,  liest  ihou  in  smoky  cribs, 
Upon  uneasy  pallets  stretching  thee  10 

And  hush'd  with  buzzing  nigbt-tlies  to  thy  slumber. 
Than  in  the  perfumed  chambers  of  the  great. 
Under  the  canopies  of  costly  state, 
And  luird  with  sound  of  sweetest  melody? 
O  thou  dull  god,  why  liest  thou  with  the  vile 
In  loathsome  beds,  and  leavest  the  kingly  couch 
A  watch-case  or  a  common  Marum-bell? 
Wilt  thou  upon  the  high  and  giddy  mast 
Seal  up  the  ship-bov's  eyes,  and  rock  his  brains 
lu  cradle  of  the  rude  imperious  surge  20 

And  in  the  visitation  of  the  winds. 
Who  take  the  ruffian  billows  by  the  top. 
Curling  their  monstrous  heads  and  hanging  them 
With  deafening  clamour  in  the  slippery  clouds, 
That,  with  the  hurly,  death  itself  awakes? 
Canst  thou,  O  partial  sleep,  give  thy  repose 
To  the  wet  sea -boy  in  an  hour  so  rude. 
And  in  the  calmest  and  most  stillest  night. 
With  all  appliances  and  means  to  boot. 
Deny  it  to  a  king?    Then  happy  low,  lie  down  I  80 

Uneasy  lies  the  head  that  wears'  a  crown. 

Enter  Warwick  arul  Surkey. 

War,  Many  good  morrows  to  your  majesty  I 
King.  Is  It  good  morrow,  lords? 

Tfar.  *Tis  one  o'clock,  and  past. 
King,  Why,  then,  good  morrow  to  you  all,  my  lords. 
Have  you  read  o'er  the  lettere  that  I  sent  you? 

War.  We  have,  ray  liege. 

King.  Then  you  perceive  the  body  of  our  kingdom 
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How  foul  it  is;  what  rank  diseases  grow,  ^ 

And  with  what  danger,  near  the  heart  of  it.  iO 

War,  It  is  but  as  a  body  yet  distemper*d; 
Which  to  his  former  strength  may  be  restored 
With  good  advice  and  little  medicine: 
My  Lord  Northumberland  will  soon  be  cool'd. 

^my.  O  God!  that  one  might  read  the  book  of  fate. 
And  see  the  revolution  of  the  times 
Bfake  mountains  level,  and  the  continent. 
Weary  of  solid  firmness,  melt  itself 
Into  the  sea!  and,  other  times,  to  see 
The  beachy  girdle  of  the  ocean  50 

Too  wide  for  Neptune*8  hips;  how  chances  noock. 
And  changes  fill  the  cup  oi  alteration 
With  divers  liquors!    O,  if  this  were  seen, 
The  happiest  youth,  viewing  his  progress  through, 
What  perils  past,  what  crosses  to  ensue, 
Woulcf  shut  the  book,  and  sit  him  down  a&d  die. 
'Tis  not  ten  years  ffone 

Since  Richard  ana  Northumberland,  great  friends, 
Did  feast  together,  and  in  two  years  after 
Were  they  at  wars :  it  is  but  eight  years  since  60 

This  Percy  was  the  man  nearest  my  soul, 
Who  like  a  brother  toil'd  in  my  affairs 
And  laid  his  love  and  life  under  my  foot. 
Yea,  for  my  sake,  even  to  the  eyes  of  Richard 
Gave  him  defiance.    But  which  of  you  was  by — 
You,  cousin  Nevil,  as  I  may  remember—       [To  Wartnck, 
When  Richard,  with  his  eye  brimful  of  tears. 
Then  chcck'd  and  rated  by  Northumberland, 
Did  speak  these  words,  now  proved  a  prophecy? 
**  Northumberland,  thou  ladder  by  the  which  70 

My  cousin  Bolingbroke  ascends  my  throne;'* 
Though  then,  God  knows,  I  bad  no  such  intent, 
But  that  necessity  so  bow'd  the  state 
That  I  and  greatness  were  compcll'd  to  kiss: 
"The  time  shall  come,"  thus  did  he  follow  it, 
"The  time  will  come,  that  foul' sin,  gathering  head, 
Shall  break  into  corruption:**  so  went  on. 
Foretelling  this  same  tunc*s  condition 
And  the  division  of  our  amity. 

War.  There  is  a  history  in  all  men's  lives,  80 

Figuring  the  nature  of  the  times  decease^; 
The  which  observed,  a  man  mav  prophesy, 
With  a  near  aim,  of  the  main  chance  of  things 
As  yet  not  come  to  life,  which  in  their  seeds 
And  weak  beginnings  lie  intrcasured. 
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Such  things  become  the  hatch  and  brood  of  time; 

And  by  the  necessary  form  of  this 

King  liichard  might  create  a  perfect  guess 

That  great  Nortliumbcrhind,  then  false  to  him, 

Would  of  that  seed  grow  to  a  greater  falseness;  90 

Which  should  not  find  a  ground  to  root  upon, 

Unless  on  you. 

King.  Are  these  things  then  necessities? 

Then  let  us  meet  them  like  necessities: 
And  that  same  word  even  now  cries  out  on  us: 
They  say  tlie  bishop  and  Northumberland 
Are  fifty  thousand  strong. 

War,  It  cannot  be,  my  lord; 

Humour  doth  double,  like  the  voice  and  echo, 
The  numbers  of  the  fear'd.     Please  it  your  grace 
To  go  to  bed.     Upon  my  soul,  my  lord, 
The  powers  that  you  already  have  sent  forth  100 

Shall  bring  this  prize  in  very  easily. 
To  comfort  you  the  more,  I  have  received 
A  certain  instance  that  Glendower  is  dead. 
Your  majesty  hath  been  this  fortnight  ill. 
And  these  unseason'd  hours  perforce  must  add 
Unto  your  sickness. 

King.  I  will  take  your  counsel: 

And  were  these  inward  wars  once  out  of  Iiand, 
We  would,  dear  lords,  unto  the  Holy  Land.  [Exeunt 

Scene  II.     Olotieestershtre,    B^ore  Justicb   Shaixow's 

1io\ise, 

Ent^  Shalix)w  and  Silence,  meeting;  Mouldy,  Shadow, 
Wart,  Feeble,  Bullcalf,  a  Servant  or  ttco  with  them. 

Slial.  Come  on,  come  on,  come  on,  sir;  give  me  your 
hand,  sir,  give  me  your  hand,  sir:  an  early  stirrer,  by  the 
rood!    And  how  doth  my  good  cousin  Silence? 

SU.  Good  morrow,  good  cousin  Shallow. 

Hhal.  And  how  doth  my  cousin,  your  bedfellow?  and 
your  fairest  daughter  and  mine,  my  god-daughter  Ellen? 

Sil.  Alas,  a  black-ousel,  cousin  Shallow  I  9 

Shot.  By  yea  and  nay,  sir,  I  dare  say  my  cousin  William 
is  become  a  good  scholar:  he  is  at  Oxford  still,. is  he  not? 

SIL  Indeed,  sir,  to  ray  cost. 

Shal.  A' must,  then,  to  Ihe  inns  o'  court  shortly.  I  was 
once  of  Clement's  Inn,  where  I  think  they  will  talk  of  mad 
Shallow  yet. 

Sil.  You  were  called  *' lusty  Shallow"  then,  cousin. 
.    Shal  By  the  mass,  I  was  called  any  thing;  and  I  would 
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have  done  any  thin^  indeed  too,  nnd  roundly  too.  There 
was  I,  and  httle  John  Doit  of  StafTordshirc,  and  Black 
George  Barnes,  and  Francis  Pickbonc,  and  Will  Squclc,  a 
Cotswold  man;  you  had  not  four  such  swingc-lmcklcrs  in 
all  the  inns  o'  court  again:  and  I  may  say  to  you,  we  kucw 
where  the  boua-robas  were  and  had  the  best  of  tlicm  all  at 
commandment.  Then  was  Jack  Falstaff,  now  Sir  John,  a 
boy,  and  page  to  Thomas  Mowbray,  Duke  of  Norfolk. 

iSU,  This,  Sir  John,  cousin,  that  comes  hither  anon  about 
soldiers?  81 

8hal.  The  same  Sir  John,  the  very  same.  I  sec  him 
break  Skos^au's  head  at  the  court-gate,  when  a*  was  a  crack 
not  thus  high:  and  the  very  same  day  did  I  fight  with  one 
Sampson  Stockfish,  a  fruiterer,  behind  Gray*s  Inn.  Josu, 
Jesu,  the  mad  days  that  I  have  spent  I  and  to  see  how 
many  of  my  old  acquaintance  are  dead! 

8u,  We  shall  all  follow,  cousin.  39 

Shal,  Certain,  *t\s  certain;  very  sure,  very  sure:  death, 
as  the  Psalmist  saith,  is  certain  to  all ;  all  shall  die.  How 
a  good  yoke  of  bullocks  at  Stamford  fair? 

8il.  By  my  troth,  I  was  not  there. 

Shal.  I>eath  is  certain.  Is  old  Double  of  your  town 
Uvins^  yet? 

Su.  Dead,  sir. 

S^ial.  Jesu,  Jesu,  dead!  a'  drew  a  good  bow;  and  dead! 
a' shot  a  fine  shoot:  John  a  Gaunt  loved  him  well,  and 
betted  much  money  on  his  head.  Dead!  a'  would  havo 
clapped  i*  the  clout  at  twelve  score;  and  carried  you  a 
forehand  shaft  a  fourteen  and  fourteen  and  a  half,  that  it 
would  have  done  a  man's  heart  good  to  see.  How  a  score 
of  ewes  now? 

Sil,  Thereafter  as  they  be:  a  score  of  good  ewes  may  be 
worth  ten  pounds. 

Shal,  And  is  old  Double  dead? 

8U,  Here  come  two  of  Sir  John  Falstaff 's  men,  as  I 
think.  60 

Enter  Babdolph  and  one  witJi  him. 

Bard.  Good  morrow,  honest  gentleman:  I  beseech  you, 
which  is  Justice  Shallow? 

Sliai.  I  am  Robert  Shallow,  sir;  a  poor  esquire  of  this 
county,  and  one  of  the  king's  justices  of  the  peace;  what 
is  yoiir  good  pleasure  with  rac? 

Bard.  My  captain,  sir,  commends  him  to  you;  my  cap- 
tain, Sir  John  Falstaft,  a  tall  gentleman,  by  heaven,  and  a 
most  gallant  leader. 

Shal*  He  greets  me  well,  sir.    I  knew  him  a  good  back' 
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Bword  man.  How  doth  the  good  knight?  may  I  ask  liow 
my  lady  his  wife  doth?  71 

Jjarci.  Sir,  pardon;  a  soldier  is  better  accommodated 
than  with  a  wife. 

S/utl.  It  is  well  said,  in  faith,  sir;  and  it  is  well  paid 
indeed  too.  Belter  accommodated !  it  is  good :  yea,  indeed, 
is  it:  good  phrases  are  surely,  and  ever  were,  very  com- 
mendable. Accommodated!  it  comes  of  **accommodo:'* 
verv  good,  a  good  phrase.  79 

Sard,  Pardon  me,  sir;  I  have  heard  the  word.  Phrase 
call  you  it?  by  this  good  da}r,  I  know  not  the  phrase;  but 
I  will  maintain  the  word  with  my  sword  to  be  a  soldier- 
like word,  and  a  word  of  exceeding  good  command,  by 
heaven.  Accommodated;  that  is,  when  a  man  is,  as  they 
say,  accommodated ;  or  when  a  man  is,  being,  whereby  a* 
may  be  thought  to  be  accommodated;  which  is  an  excellent 
thing. 

S/ial.    It  is  very  just.  .  80 

E7iter  Palstaff. 

Look,  here  comes  good  Sir  John.  Give  me  your  good 
hand,  give  me  your  worship's  good  hand:  by  my  troth, 
you  like  well  and  bear  your  years  very  wefl:  welcome, 
good  Sir  John. 

Fal.  I  am  glad  to  see  you  well,  good  Master  Robert 
Shallow:  Master  Surecard,  as  I  think? 

Sfial.  No,  Sir  John;  it  is  my  cousin  Silence,  in  commis- 
sion with  me. 

Fal.  Good  Master  Silence,  it  well  befits  you  should  be 
of  the  peace. 

SU.  Your  good  worship  is  welcome.  100 

Fal.  Fie!  this  is  hot  weather,  gentlemen.  Have  you 
provided  me  here  half  a  dozen  sumcient  men? 

Sfial.  Marry,  have  we,  sir.     Will  you  sit? 

Fal.  Let  me  see  them,  I  beseech  you. 

ShcU.  "Where's  the  roll?  where's  the  roll?  where's  the 
roll?  Let  me  see,  let  me  see,  let  me  see.  So,  so,  so,  so, 
so,  so,  so:  yea,  marry,  sir:  Ralph  Mouldy!  Let  them 
appear  as  I  call ;  let  them  do  so,  let  them  do  so.  Let  me 
see;  where  is  Mouldy?  Ill 

Jfoul.  Here,  an't  please  vou. 

Shal.  What  think  you,  Sir  John?  a  goodlimbed  fellow; 
young,  strong,  and  of  good  friends. 

FaT.  Is  thy  name  Mouldy? 

Moid.  Yea,  an't  please  you. 

Fal.  Tis  the  more  time  thou  wert  used. 

J^mL  Ha,  ha,  hat  most  excellent,  i'  faith  1  thiD<^  that 
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are  mouldy  lack  use:  very  singular  good!  iu  faith,  \rell 
snid,  Sir  John,  yery  well  said. 

FaL  Prick  him.  121 

Moul.  I  was  pricked  well  enough  before,  an  you  could 
have  let  me  alone :  my  old  dame  will  be  undone  now  for 
one  to  do  her  husbandry  and  her  drudgery :  you  need  not 
to  have  pricked  me ;  there  are  other  men  fitter  to  go  out 
than  I. 

Fal,  Go  to:  peace,  Mouldy;  you  shall  go.  Mouldy,  it 
is  time  you  were  spent. 

Moul  Spent!    .  1C9 

8h4il.  Peace,  fellow,  peace;  stand  aside:  know  you  where 
you  are?  For  the  other.  Sir  John:  let  me  see:  Simon 
Shadow ! 

Hil.  Yea,  marry,  let  me  have  him  to  sit  under:  he's  like 
to  he  a  cold  soldier. 

Shal.  Where's  Shadow? 

8/iad.  Here,  sir. 

Fal.  Shadow,  whose  son  art  thou? 

Shad.  My  mother's  son,  sir. 

Fal.  Thy  mother's  sont  like  enough,  and  thy  father's 
shadow:  so  the  son  of  the  female  is  the  shadow  of  the 
male:  it  is  often  so,  indeed;  but  much  of  the  father's  sub- 
stance! 

Shal.  Do  vou  like  him.  Sir  John? 

Fal.  Shaaow  will  serve  for  the  summer;  prick  him,  for 
we  have  a  number  of  shadows  to  fill  up  the  muster-book. 

Shal.  Thomas  Wart! 

Fal.  Where's  he? 

Wart.  Here,  sir. 

Fal.  Is  thy  name  Wart?  150 

Wart.  Yea,  sir. 

Fal.  Thou  art  a  very  ragged  wart. 

Shal.  Shall  I  prick  him  down.  Sir  John? 

Fal.  It  were  superfluous;  for  his  apparel  is  built  upon 
his  back  and  the  whole  frame  stands  upon  pins:  prick  him 
no  more. 

Shal.  Ha,  ha,  ha!  you  can  do  it,  sir;  you  can  do  it:  I 
commend  you  well.    Fi*ancis  Feeble! 

Fes.  Here,  sir. 

Fal.  What  trade  art  thou.  Feeble?  130 

Fee.  A  woman's  tailor,  sir. 

Shal.  Shall  1  prick  him,  sir? 

Fal.  You  may :  but  if  he  had  been  a  man's  tailor,  he'ld 
ha'  pricked  you.  Wilt  thou  make  as  many  holes  in  nn 
enemy's  battle  as  thou  hast  done  in  a  women's  petticoat? 

Fee.  1  will  do  my  good  will,  sir:  you  can  have  no  more. 
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Fal.  Well  said,  good  woman's  tailorl  well  said,  courage- 
ous Feeble!  thou  wilt  be  as  valiant  as  the  wrathful  dove  or 
most  magnanimous  mouse.  Prick  the  woman's  tailor :  well, 
Master  Shallow;  deep,  Master  Shallow. 

Fee,  I  would  Wart  might  have  gone,  sir. 

Fal.  I  would  thou  wert  a  man's  tailor,  that  Ihou  mightcst 
mcud  him  and  make  him  fit  to  go.  I  cannot  put  liim  to 
a  private  soldier  that  is  the  leader  of  so  many  thousands: 
let  that  suffice,  most  forcible  Feeble. 

Fes.  It  shall  suffice,  sir.  180i 

Fal.  1  am  bound  to  thee,  reverend  Feeble.  Who  is  next? 

ShrU,  Peter  Bullcalf  o'  the  green! 

FhU.  Yea,  marry,  let's  sec  Bullcalf. 

Dull.  Here,  sir. 

Fal  'Fore  God,  a  likely  fellow!  Come,  prick  me  Bull- 
calf till  he  roar  again. 

Bull.  O  Lord!  good  my  lord  captain, — 

Fal,  What,  dost  thou  roar  before  thou  art  pricked?   190 

Bull.  O  Lord,  sir!  I  am  a  diseased  man. 

Fal.  What  disease  hast  thou? 

Bull.  A  whoreson  cold,  sir.  a  cough,  sir,  which  I  caught 
with  ringing  in  the  king's  affairs  upon  his  coronation-day, 
sir. 

Fal.  Come,  thou  shalt  go  to  the  wars  in  a  gown;  we  will 
have  away  th\'  cold;  and  I  will  take  such  order  that  thy 
friends  shall  nng  for  thee.     Is  hero  all?  199 

Sh^iL  Here  is  two  more  called  than  your  number;  3*ou 
must  have  but  four  here,  sir:  and  so,  I  pray  you,  go  in  with 
me  to  dinner. 

Fal.  Come,  I  will  go  drink  with  j'ou,  but  I  cannot  tarry 
dinner.    I  am  glad  to  see  )*ou,  by  my  troth.  Master  Shallow. 

S/tal.  O,  Sir  John,  do  you  rememlwr  since  we  lay  all 
night  in  the  windmill  in  Saint  George's  field? 

Fal.  No  more  of  that,  good  Master  Shallow,  no  more  of 
that. 

Slial,  Ha!  'twas  a  merry  night  And  is  Jane  Nightwork 
alive?  211 

Fal.  She  lives.  Master  Shallow. 

S/ial.  She  never  coujd  away  with  mc. 

Fal.  Never,  never;  she  would  always  say  she  could  not 
abide  Master  Shallow. 

Slial.  By  the  mass,  I  could  anger  her  to  the  heart.  She 
was  then  a  bona-roba.     Doth  she  hold  her  own  well? 

Fal.  Old,  old.  Master  Shallow.  219 

ShaL  Nay,  she  must  be  old ;  she  cannot  choose  but  be  old ; 
certain  she's  old;  and  had  Robin  Nightwork  by  old  Night- 
work  before  I  came  to  Clement's  Inu. 
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Sil.  That's  fif ty-flve  year  ago. 

Slial.  Ha,  cousin  Silence,  that  thou  hadst  seen  that  that 
this  knight  and  I  have  seen!    Ha,  Sir  John,  said  I  well? 

Fal.  We  have  heard  the  chimes  at  midnight,  Master 
Shallow.  229 

S/uU,  That  we  have,  that  we  have,  that  we  have:  in  faiili, 
Sir  John,  we  have:  our  watch-word  was  *'IIcni  boys!" 
Come,  let's  to  dinner;  come,  let's  to  dinner:  Jesus,  the 
days  that  we  have  seen!    Come,  come. 

[Exeunt  Falstaffand  Vie  Justices. 

BuU.  Good  Master  Corporate  Bardolph,  stand  my  friend ; 
and  here's  four  Harry  ten  shillings  in  French  crowns  for 
you.  In  very  truth,  sir,  I  had  as  lief  be  hanged,  sir,  as  go: 
and  yet.  for  mine  own  part,  sir,  I  do  not  care;  but  rather, 
because  I  am  unwilling,  and,  for  mine  own  part,  have  a 
desire  to  stay  with  my  friends;  else,  sir,  I  did  not  care,  for 
mine  own  part,  so  much. 

Bard.  Go  to;  stand  aside. 

MouL  And,  good  master  corporal  captain,  for  my  old 
dame's  sake,  stand  my  friend:  she  has  nobody  to  do  any 
thing  about  her  when  I  am  gone;  and  she  is  old,'  and  cannot 
help  herself;  you  shall  have  forty,  sir. 

Bard.  Go  to ;  stand  aside.  249 

Fee,  By  my  troth,  I  care  not;  a  man  can  die  but  once: 
we  owe  God  a  death :  1*11  ne'er  bear  a  base  mind :  an't  be 
my  destiny,  so;  an't  be  not,  so :  no  man  is  too  good  to  serve's 
prince;  and  let  it  go  which  way  it  will,  he  that  dies  this 
year  is  quit  for  the  next. 

Bard,  Well  said ;  thou'rt  a  good  fellow. 

Fee,  Faith,  I'll  bear  no  base  mind. 

Re-enter  Falbtaff  and  Hie  Justices. 

Fal.  Come,  sir,  which  men  shall  I  have? 

&ial.  Four  of  which  you  please. 

Bard.  Sir,  a  word  with  vou:  I  have  three  pound  to  free 
Mouldy  and  Bullcalf.         '  261 

Fal.  Go  to;  well. 

&ial.  Come,  Sir  John,  which  four  will  you  have? 

Fal,  Do  you  choose  for  me. 

Sfial,  Marry,  then.  Mouldy,  Bullcalf,  Feeble  and  Shadow. 

Fal.  Mouldy  and  Bullcalf:  for  you,  Mouldy,  stay  at 
home  till  you  are  past  service:  and  for  your  part,  Bullcalf, 
grow  till  you  come  unto  it:  I  will  none  of  you.  371 

8hal,  Sir  John,  Sir  John,  do  not  yourself  wrong,  they 
are  your  likeliest  men,  and  I  would  have  you  served  with 
the  best. 

Fid,  Will  vou  tell  me  Master  Shallow,  how  to  choose  ^ 
inan?    Care  x  for  the  Umb»  tho  thowes,  the  stature,  bulk. 
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and  big  assemblaocc  of  a  man  I  Qive  me  the  spirit,  Master 
Shallow.  Here'8  Wart;  you  Bee  what  a  ragged  appearance 
it  is:  a*  shall  charge  you  and  discharge  you  with  the  motion 
of  a  pewterer's  hammer,  come  off  and  on  swifter  than  he 
that  gibl)ets  on  the  brewer's  bucket.  And  this  same  half- 
frtced  fellow.  Shadow;  give  me  this  man:  he  presents  no 
mark  to  the  enemy;  the  focman  may  with  as  great  aim 
level  at  tlie  ed^e  of  a  penknife.  And  for  a  retreat;  how 
swiftly  will  this  Feeble  the  woman's  tailor  run  off!  O,  give 
me  the  spare  men,  and  spare  me  the  great  ones.  Put  me 
a  caliver  into  Wart's  hand,  Bardolph.  290 

Bard,  Hold,  Wart,  traverse;  thus,  thus,  thus. 

FcU,  Corae,  manage  me  your  caliver.  So:  very  well:  go 
to:  very  good,  exceeding  good.  O,  give  me  always  a  little, 
lean,  old,  cliapt,  bald  shot.  Well  said,  i'  faith, Wart;  thou'rt 
a  good  scab:  hold,  there's  a  tester  for  thee. 

8hal.  He  is  not  his  craft's  master;  he  doth  not  do  it  right. 
I  remember  at  Mile-end  Green,  when  I  lay  at  Clement's 
Inn. — I  was  then  Sir  Dagonet  in  Arthur's  show, — there  was 
a  little  quiver  fellow,  and  a'  would  manage  you  his  piece 
thus;  and  a'  would  about  and  about,  and  come  you  in 
and  come  you  in :  "rah,  lah,  tab,"  would  a' say;  **  bounce" 
would  a'  say ;  and  away  again  would  a'  go,  and  again  would 
a'  come :  I  shall  ne'er  see  such  a  fellow. 

Fal.  These  fellows  will  do  well,  Master  Shallow.  God 
keep  you.  Master  Silence:  I  will  not  use  many  words  with 
you.  Fare  you  well,  gentlemen  both:  I  thank  you:  I  must 
a  dozen  mile  to-night.  Bardolph,  give  the  soldiers  coats.  810 

Shal,  Sir  John,  the  Lord  bless  you!  God  prosper  your 
affairs!  God  send  us  peace!  At  your  return  visit  our 
house;  let  our  old  acquamtance  be  renewed:  pcradventure 
1  will  with  ye  to  the  court. 

Fal.  'Fore  God,  I  would  you  would.  Master  Shallow. 

Shal,  Go  to :  I  have  spoke  at  a  word.   God  keep  you.   820 

Fal.  Fare  you  well,  gentle  gentlemen.  [Erevnt  Justices.] 
On,  Bardolph;  lead  the  men  away,  [hxevnt  Bardolph, 
Recruits,  etc.'\  As  I  return,  1  will  fetch  off  these  justices: 
I  do  see  the  oottom  of  Justice  Shallow.  Lord,  Lord,  how 
subject  we  old  men  are  to  this  vice  of  lying!  This  same 
starved  justice  hath  done  nothing  but  prate  to  me  of  the 
wildness  of  his  youth,  and  the  feats  he  hath  done  about 
Tumbull  Street;  and  every  third  word  a  lie,  duer  paid  to 
the  hearer  than  the  Turk's  tribute.  I  do  remember  him  at 
Clement's  Inn  like  a  man  made  after  supper  of  a  cbecse- 
paring:  when  a' was  naked,  he  was,  for  all  the  world,  like 
a  forked  radish,  with  a  head  fantastically  carved  upon  it 
fwith  a  knife:  a'  was  so  forlorn,  that  his  (fimensions  to  any 
Ihick  sight  wxre  invincible:  a'  was  the  very  genius  of 
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famine;  yet  lecherous  as  a  monkey,  and  the  whores  called 
him  mandrake:  a*  came  ever  in  the  rearward  of  the  fashion, 
and  sung  those  tunes  to  the  over-scutched  huswives  that  he 
heard  the  carmen  whistle,  and  swear  they  were  his  fancies 
or  his  good-nights.  And  now  is  this  Vice's  dagger  become 
a  squire,  and  talks  as  familiarly  of  John  a  Gaunt  as  if  he 
haa  been  sworn  brother  to  him;  and  I'll  be  sworn  a'  ne'er 
saw  him  but  once  in  the  Tilt-yard;  and  then  he  burst  his 
head  for  crowding  among  the  marshal's  men.  I  saw  it, 
and  told  John  a  Gaunt  he  beat  his  own  name;  for  you 
might  have  thrust  him  and  all  his  apparel  into  an  eel-skin : 
the  case  of  a  treble  hautboy  was  a  mansion  for  him,  a 
court:  and  now  has  he  land  and  beefs.  Well,  I'll  be 
acquainted  with  him,  if  I  return;  and  it  shall  go  hard  but 
I  will  make  him  a  philosopher's  two  stones  to  me:  if  the 
young  dace  be  a  bait  for  the  old  pike,  I  see  no  reason  in 
the  law  of  nature  but  I  may  snap  at  him.  Let  time  shape, 
and  there  an  end.  [Exit, 

ACT  IV.* 

Scene  I.   Yorkshire,     Gaultree  Forest, 

Enter  the  Archbishop  of  York,  Mowbray,  Hastings, 

and  others. 

Arch.  What  is  this  forest  call'd? 

HoLst,  'Tis  Gaultree  Forest,  an't  shall  please  your  grace. 

Ardi.  Here  stand,  my  lords;  and  send  discoverers  forth 
To  know  the  numbers  of  our  enemies. 

Host,  We  have  sent  forth  already. 

Arch,  Tis  well  done. 

My  friends  and  brethren  in  these  great  affairs, 
I  must  acQuaint  you  that  I  have  received 
Newdatea  letters  from  Northumberland; 
Their  cold  intent,  tenour  and  substance,  thus: 
Here  doth  he  wish  his  person,  with  such  powers  10 

As  might  hold  sortance  with  his  quality, 
The  which  he  could  not  levy;  whereupon 
He  is  retired,  to  ripe  his  growing  fortunes, 
To  Scotland :  and  concludes  in  hearty  prayers 
That  your  attempts  may  overlive  the  hazard 
And  fearful  meeting  of  their  opposite. . 

Movob.  Thus  do  the  hopes  we  have  in  him  touch  ground 
And  dash  themselves  to  pieces. 

Enter  a  Messenger. 
HcuL  Now,  what  news? 
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Men.  West  of  this  forest,  scarcely  ofit  a  mile, 
In  goodly  form  comes  on  the  enemy;  20 

And,  by  the  ground  they  hide,  I  judge  their  number 
Upon  or  near  the  rate  of  thirty  thousand. 

Mowb.  The  just  proportion  that  we  gave  tliem  out. 
Let  us  STvav  on  and  face  them  in  the  field. 

Arch,  "Wliat  well-appointed  leader  fronts  us  here? 

Enter  Westmoreland. 

Jdowb,  I  think  it  is  my  Lord  of  Westmoreland. 

Wed.  Health  and  fair  greeting  from  our  general. 
The  prince,  lord  John  and  Duke  of  Lancaster. 

Areh.  Say  on,  my  Lord  of  Westmoreland,  in  peace: 
What  doth  concern  your  coming? 

West.  Then,  my  lord,  80 

Unto  your  grace  do  I  in  chief  address 
The  substance  of  my  speech.     If  that  rebellion 
Came  like  itself,  in  base  and  abject  routs, 
Led  on  by  bloody  youth,  guarded  with  rags. 
And  countenanced  by  boys  and  beggary, 
I  say,  if  danm'd  commotion  so  appear  d, 
In  his  true,  native  and  most  proper  shape. 
You,  reverend  father,  and  these  noble  lords 
Had  not  been  here,  to  dress  the  ugly  form 
Of  base  and  bloody  insurrection  40 

With  your  fair  honours.     You,  loixi  archbishop, 
AVhose  sec  is  by  a  civil  peace  mnintain'd. 
Whose  beard  the  silver  hand  of  peace  hath  touch'd. 
Whose  learning  and  good  letters  peace  hath  tutor'd. 
Whose  while  investments  figure  mnocence, 
The  dove  and  very  blessed  spirit  of  peace, 
Wherefore  do  you  so  ill  translate  yourself 
Out  of  the  speech  of  peace  that  bears  such  grace. 
Into  the  harsh  and  boisterous  tongue  of  war; 
Turning  your  books  to  f  graves,  your  ink  to  blood,         50 
Your  pens  to  lances  and  your  tongue  divine 
To  a  loud  trumpet  and  a  point  of  war? 

AreJi.  Wherefore  do  I  tiiis?  so  the  question  stands. 
Briefly  to  this  end :  we  are  all  diseased, 
And  with  our  surfeiting  and  wanton  hours 
Have  brought  ourselves  into  a  burning  fever. 
And  we  must  bleed  for  it;  of  which  disease 
Our  late  king,  Richard,  being  infected,  died.  ^ 

But,  my  most  noble  Lord  of  Westmoreland, 
I  take  not  on  me  here  as  a  physician,  60 

Nor  do  I  as  an  enemy  to  peace 
Troop  in  the  throngs  of  military  men; 
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But  rather  show  awhile  like  fearful  war, 

To  diet  rank  minds  sick  of  happiness 

And  purge  tlie  obstructions  which  begin  to  stop 

Our  very  veins  of  life.     Hear  me  more  plainly. 

I  have  in  equal  balance  justlv  weighed 

What  wrongs  our  arms  may  do,  what  wrongs  we  suffer. 

And  find  our  griefs  heavier  than  our  offences. 

We  see  which  way  the  stream  of  time  doth  run,  70 

And  are  enforced  from  our  most  quiet  there 

By  the  rough  torrent  of  occasion; 

And  have  the  summary  of  all  our  griefs. 

When  time  shall  serve,  to  show  in  articles; 

Which  long  ere  this  we  offer*d  to  the  king, 

And  might  by  no  suit  gain  our  audience*. 

When  we  are  wrong'd  and  would  unfold  our  griefs, 

We  are  denied  access  unto  his  person 

Even  by  those  men  that  most  have  done  us  wrong. 

The  dangers  of  the  days  but  newly  gone,  80 

Whose  memory  is  written  on  the  earth 

With  yet  appearing  blood,  and  the  examples 

Of  every  minute's  instance,  present  now. 

Hath  put  us  in  these  ill- beseeming  arms, 

Not  to  break  peace  or  any  branch  of  it, 

But  to  establish  here  a  peace  indeed, 

Concurring  both  in  name  and  quality. 

West  When  ever  yet  was  your  appeal  denied? 
Wherein  have  you  been  galled  by  the  king? 
What  peer  hath  been  suborn'd  to  grate  on  you,  90 

That  you  should  seal  this  lawless  bloody  book 
Of  forged  rebellion  with  a  seal  divine 
And  consecrate  commotion's  bitter  edge? 

A}'eh.  t  My  brother  general,  the  commonwealth, 
To  brother  born  an  household  cruelty, 
I  make  mv  quarrel  in  particular. 

West  There  is  no  need  of  any  such  redress; 
Or  if  there  were,  it  not  belongs  to  you. 

Mowb.  Why  not  to  him  in  part,  and  to  us  all 
That  feel  the  bruises  of  the  days  before,  100 

And  suffer  the  condition  of  these  times 
To  lay  a  heavy  and  unequal  hand 
Upon  our  honours? 

West,  O,  my  good  Lord  Mowbray, 

Construe  the  times  to  their  necessities, 
And  you  shall  say  indeed,  it  is  the  time, 
And  not  the  king,  that  doth  you  injuries. 
Yet  for  your  part,  it  not  appears  to  me 
Either  from  the  king  or  in  the  present  UmQ 
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That  j^ou  should  have  an  inch  of  any  ground 

To  build  a  grief  on :  were  you  not  restored  11# 

To  all  the  Duke  of  Norfolk's  signories. 

Your  noble  and  right  well  rememl)er*d  father's? 

Moich.  What  thini^,  in  honour,  had  my  father  lost, 
That  need  to  be  revived  and  breathed  in  me? 
The  king  that  loved  him,  as  the  state  stood  then. 
Was  force  perforce  compell'd  to  banish  him: 
And  then  that  Henry  Bolingbroke  and  he, 
Being  mounted  and  both  roused  in  their  seats. 
Their  neighing  coursers  daring  of  the  spur. 
Their  armed  staves  in  charge,  their  beavers  down,         12# 
Their  eyes  of  lire  sparkling  through  sights  of  steel 
And  the  loud  trumpet  blowing  them  together. 
Then,  then,  when  there  was  nothing  could  have  stay'd 
My  father  from  the  breast  of  Bolingbroke, 
O,  when  the  king  did  throw  his  warder  down, 
His  own  life  hung  upon  the  staff  he  threw; 
Then  threw  he  down  himself  and  all  their  lives 
That  by  indictment  and  by  dint  of  sword 
Have  since  miscarried  under  Bolingbroke. 

West.  You  speak.  Lord  Mowbray,  now  you  know  not 
what.  18i 

The  Earl  of  Hereford  was  reputed  then 
In  England  the  most  valiant  gentleman : 
Who  knows  on  whom  fortune  would  then  have  smiled? 
But  if  your  father  had  l)een  victor  there. 
He  ne'er  had  borne  it  out  of  Coventry : 
For  all  the  country  in  a  general  voice 
Cried  hate  upon  him;  and  all  their  prayers  and  love 
Were  set  on  Hereford,  whom  tliey  doted  on 
And  bless'd  and  graced  indeed,  more  than  the  king. 
But  this  is  mere  digression  from  my  purpose.  14i 

Here  come  1  from  our  J)rincely  gt-neral 
To  know  your  griefs;  to  tell  you  from  his  grace 
That  he  will  give  you  audience;  and  wherein 
It  shall  appear  that  your  demands  are  just. 
You  shall  enjoy  them,  every  thing  set  off 
ThRt  might  so  much  as  think  you  enemies. 

Mowh.  But  he  hath  forced  us  to  compel  this  offer; 
And  it  proceeds  from  policy,  not  love. 

West.  Mowbray,  you  overween  !o  take  it  so; 
This  offer  comes  from  mercy,  not  from  fear:  15# 

For,.lo!  within  a  ken  our  army  lies, 
Upon  mine  honour,  all  too  confident 
To  give  admittance  to  a' thought  of  fear. 
Our  battle  is  more  full  of  names  than  yours, 
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.  Our  men  more  perfect  in  the  use  of  arms. 
Our  armour  all  as  strong,  our  cause  the  best; 
Then  reason  will  our  hearts  should  be  as  good: 
Say  yoQ  not  then  our  offer  is  compel  I'd. 

Moicb.   Well,  by  my  will  we  shall  admit  no  parley. 

We^t.  That  argues  but  the  shame  of  your  onencc:     160 
A  rotten  case  abides  no  handling. 

Hast.  Hath  the  Prince  John  a  full  .commission, 
In  very  ample  virtue  of  his  father, 
To  hear  and  absolutely  to  determine 
Of  what  conditions  we  shall  stand  upon? 

'West.  That  is  intended  in  the  generars  name: 
I  muse  you  make  so  slielit  a  question. 

Arc^,  Then  take,  my TLord  of  "Westmoreland,  this  sched- 
ule. 
For  this  contains  our  general  grievances: 
Each  several  article  herein  redress'd,  170 

All  members  of  our  cause,  both  here  and  hence, 
That  are  insinew'd  to  this  action, 
Acquitted  by  a  true  substantial  form 
And  present  execution  of  our  wills 
To  us  and  to  our  purposes  confined. 
We  come  within  our  awful  banks  again 
And  knit  our  powers  to  the  annof  peace. 

Went.  This  will  I  show  the  general.    Please  you,  lords. 
In  sight  of  botli  our  battles   we  may  meet; 
And  either  end  in  peace,  which  God  so  frame  I  180 

Or  to  the  place  of  difference  call  tlic  swords 
Which  must  decide  it. 

Arch.  My  lord,  we  will  do  so.     [Exit  Went. 

Mowh.  There  is- a  thing  within  my  bosom  tells  me 
That  no  conditions  of  our  peace. can  stand. 

Hast.  Fear  you  not  that:  if  wc  can  make  our  peace 
Upon  such  large  terms  and  so  ab>olutc 
As  our  conditions  shall  consist  upon. 
Our  peace  shall  stand  as  firm  as  rocky  mountains. 

Mowb.  Yea,  but  our  valuation  shall  be  such 
That  every  slight  and  false-derived  cause,  100 

Yea,  every  idle,  nice  and  wanton  reason 
Shall  to  the  king  taste  of  this  action ; 
That,  were  our  royal  faiths  martyrs  in  love, 
•r  We  shall  be  winnow'd  with  so  rough  a  wind 
That  even  our  corn  shall  seem  as  light  as  chaiT 
And  good  from  bad  find  no  partition. 

Arch,  No,  no,  my  lord.     Note  this:  the  king  is  weary 
Of  dainty  and  such  picking  grievances: 
For  he  hath  found  to  end  one  doubt  by  death 
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Revives  two  greater  in  the  heirs  of  life,  300 

And  therefore  will  he  wipe  his  tables  clean 
And  keep  no  tell-tale  to  his  memorj 
That  may  repeat  and  history  his  loss 
To  new  remembrance;  for  full  well  he  knows 
He  cannot  so  precisely  weed  this  land 
As  his  misdoubts  present  occasion : 
'  His  foes  are  so  enrooted  with  his  friends 
That,  plucking  to  unfix  an  enemy. 
He  doth  unfasten  so  and  shake  a  friend: 
So  that  this  land,  like  an  offensive  wife  210 

That  hath  enraged  him  on  to  offer  strokes. 
As  he  is  strikinf;  liolds  his  infant  up 
And  hangs  resolved  correction  in  the  arm 
That  was  uprear'd  to  execution. 

JIast,  Besides,  the  king  hath  wasted  all  his  rods 
On  late  offenders,  that  he  now  doth  lack 
The  very  instruments  of  chastisement: 
So  that  his  power,  like  to  a  fangless  lion, 
3Iay  offer,  but  not  hold. 

Arch.  Tis  very  true : 

And  therefore  be  assured,  my  good  lord  marshal,  220 

If  we  do  now  make  our  atonement  well, 
Our  peace  will,  like  a  broken  limb  united. 
Grow  stronger  for  the  breaking. 

Motcb.  Be  it  so. 

Here  is  returu'd  my  Lord  of  Westmoreland. 

lie-enter  Westmoreland. 

WesL  The  prince  is  here  at  hand:  pleaseth  your  lordship 
To  meet  his  grace  just  distance  'tween  our  armies. 
Mowb.  Your  grace  of  York,  in  Gk)d*s  name,  then,  set 

forward.  • 

Arch.  Before,  and  greet  his  grace;  my  lord,  we  come. 

[£keunt. 

Scene  H.    Aiiother  part  of  ths  foreit. 

Enter,  from  one  side,  Mowbrat,  cUtended;  ttftencards  ths 
Archbishop,  Hastings,  and  others:  from  the  other  eide^ 
Prince  John  op  Lancaster,  and  Westmoreland; 
Officers,  and  others  tcith  them, 

Lan.  You  are  well  encountered  liere,  my  cousin  Mow. 
bray: 
Good  day  to  you,  gentle  lord  archbishop; 
And  so  to  you.  Lord  Hastings,  and  to  all. 


SCENE  n.]  KING  HENRY  IV.  258 

Mv  Lord  of  York,  i^  better  sliow'd  with  yoii 

When  that  your  flock,  asoemblcd  hy  the  bell. 

Encircled  j'ou  to  hear  with  reverence 

Your  exposition  on  the  holy  text 

Than  now  to  see  you  here  an  iron  man, 

Clieerin^  a  rout  of  rebels  with  vour  drum. 

Turning  the  word  to  sword  and  life  to  death.  10 

Tliat  man  that  sits  within  a  monarch's  heart. 

And  ripens  in  tlic  sunshine  of  his  favour. 

Would  he  abuse  the  countenance  of  the  lung. 

Alack,  what  mischiefs  might  he  set  abroach 

In  shadow  of  such  greatness!    With  you,  lord  bishop. 

It  is  even  so.     Who  hath  not  heard  it  spoken 

How  deep  you  were  within  the  books  of  Qod? 

To  us  the  speaker  in  his  parliament; 

To  us  the  imagined  voice  of  God  himself; 

The  very  opener  and  intelligencer  20 

Between  the  grace,  the  sanctities  of  heaven 

And  our  dull  workings.     O,  who  shall  believe 

But  you  misuse  the  reverence  of  your  place. 

Employ  the  countenance  and  grace  of  heaven. 

As  a  false  favourite  doth  his  prince's  name, 

In  deeds  dishonourable?    You  have  ta  en  up. 

Under  the  counterfeited  zeal  of  God, 

The  subjects  of  his  substitute,  my  father. 

And  both  against  the  peace  of  heaven  and  him 

Have  here  up-swarm'd  them. 

Ar€^.  Good  my  Lord  of  Lancaster,  80 

I  am  not  here  against  your  father's  peace; 
But,  as  I  told  mv  Lonl  of  Westmoreland, 
The  time  misoraer'd  doth,  in  common  sense. 
Crowd  us  and  crush  us  to  this  monstrous  form, 
To  hold  our  safety  up.     I  sent  your  grace 
The  parcels  and  particulars  of  our  grief. 
The  which  hath  been  with  scorn  shoved  from  the  court. 
Whereon  this  Hydra  son  of  war  is  bom ; 
Whose  dangerous  eyes  may  well  lie  charm'd  asleep 
With  grant  of  our  most  just  and  right  desires,  40 

And  true  obedience,  of  this  madness  cured, 
Stoop  tamely  to  the  f(X)t  of  majesty. 

Mowb.  If  not,  we  ready  are  to  try  our  fortunes 
To  the  last  man. 

Hast.  And  though  we  here  fall  down. 

We  have  supplies  to  second  our  attempt: 
If  they  miscarry,  theirs  slmll  second  them; 
And  so  success  of  mischief  shall  be  bom 
And  heir  from  heir  shall  hold  this  quarrel  up 
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Whiles  England  shall  have  gcnerAtioIf^ 

Lan.  You  are  too  shallow,  Hastings,  much  too  shallow, 
To  sound  the  bottom  of  the  after-times.  51 

Went.  Plcaselh  your  prracc  to  answer  them  directly 
How  far  forth  you  do  like  their  articles. 

Lan.  1  like  them  all,  and  do  allow  them  well, 
And  swear  here,  by  the  honour  of  my  blood. 
My  father's  purposes  have  been  mistook, 
And  some  about  him  have  too  lavishly 
Wrested  his  meaning  and  authority. 
My  lord,  these  griefs  shall  be  with  speed  redressed; 
Upon  my  soul,  they  shall.     If  this  may  please  you. 
Discharge  your  powers  unto  their  sevci'al  counties, 
As  we  will  ours:  and  hear  l)etween  the  armies 
Let's  drink  together  friendly  and  embrace. 
That  all  their  eyes  may  bear  those  tokens  home 
Of  our  restored  love  and  amity. 

Av^.  I  take  your  princely  word  for  these  redresses. 

Lan.  I  give  it  you,  and  will  maintain  my  word: 
And  thereupon  Idrink  unto  jour  gi-ace. 

Hast.  Gk),  captain,  and  deliver  to  the  army 
This  news  of  peace:  let  them  have  pay,  and  part:  70 

I  know  it  will  well  please  them.     Hie  thee,  captain. 

\ExU  Officer. 

Arch.  To  you,  my  noble  Lord  of  Westmoreland. 

West.  I  pledge  your  grace;  and,  if  you  knew  what  pains 
I  have  bestow'd  to  breed  this  present  peace, 
You  would  drink  freely:  but  my  love  to  ye 
Shall  show  itself  more  openly  hereafter. 

Arch.  I  do  not  doubt  you. 

Wegt.  I  am  glad  of  it. 

Health  to  my  lord  and  gentle  cousin,  Mowbray. 

Mowb.  You  wish  me  health  in  very  happy  season; 
For  I  am,  on  the  sudden,  something  ill.  80 

Areh.  Against  ill  chances  men  are  very  merry; 
But  heaviness  foreruns  the  good  event. 

West.  Therefore  be  merry,  coz :  since  sudden  sorrow^ 
Serves  to  say  thus,  "  some  good  thing  comes  to-morrow." 

Areh.  Believe  me,  I  am  passing  light  in  spirit. 

Movob.  So  much  the  worse,  if  your  own  rule  lie  true. 

[&iovts  within. 

Lan.  The  word  of  peace  is  rendered:  hark,  how  they 
shout! 

Mowh.  This  had  been  cheerful  after  victory. 

AreJi..  A  peace  is  of  the  nature  of  a  conquest; 
For  then  both  parties  nobly  are  subdued,  90 

And  neither  party  loser. 
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Lcm.  Gk),  my  lord, 

Aud  let  our  army  be  discharged  too.     [Exit  We$tm&reland. 
And,  good  my  lord,  so  please  yon«  let  our  trains 
Harcli  by  us,  that  we  may  peruse  the  men 
We  should  have  coped  withal. 

Are/i.  Go,  good  Lord  Hastings, 

And,  ere  they  be  dismiss'd,  let  them  march  by. 

[ixit  Hatting^, 

Lan,  I  trust,  lords,  we  shall  lie  to-night  together. 

Re-enter  TVestmorelakd. 

Now  cousin,  wherefore  stands  our  army  still? 

Weat.  The  leaders,  having  charge  from  you  to  stand. 
Will  not  go  off  until  they  hear  you  speak.  IOC 

Lan.  They  know  their  duties. 

Be-enter  Hastikos. 

HcLit,  My  lord,  our  army  is  dispersed  already: 
Like  youthful  steers  unyoked,  they  take  their  courses 
£ast,  west,  north,  south ;  or,  like  a  school  broke  up, 
Each  hurries  toward  his  home  and  sporting-place. 

West,  Good  tidinpj,  my  Lord  Hastings;  for  the  which 
I  do  arrest  thee,  traitor,  of  high  treason : 
And  you,  lord  archbishop,  and  you,  Lord  Mowbray, 
Of  capital  treason  I  attach  you  both. 

Mou^.  Is  this  proceeding  Just  and  honourable?  IIC 

West,  Is  your  assembly  so? 

Areh.  Will  you  thus  break  your  faith? 

Lan.  I  pawn*d  thee  none: 

I  promised  you  redress  of  these  same  grievances 
Whereof  you  did  complain ;  which,  by  mine  honour, 
I  will  perform  with  a  most  Christian  care. 
But  for  you,  rebels,  look  to  taste  the  due 
Meet  for  rebellion  and  such  tfcts  as  yours. 
Most  shallowly  did  you  these  arms  commence. 
Fondly  brought  here  and  foolishl}'  sent  hence. 
Strike  up  our  drum.**,  pursue  the  scntter'd  stray:  120 

God,  and  not  we,  hath  safely  fought  to-day. 
Some  guard  these  traitors  to  the  block  of  death. 
Treason's  true  bed  and  yielder  up  of  breath.  [Exeunt, 

Scene  III.    Another  pari  of  the  forest. 

Alarum.     Excursions.     Enter  Falbtafv  and  Colstvile, 

meeting. 

Fal.  What's  3*our  name,  eir?  of  what  condition  ate  you, 
and  of  what  place,  I  pray? 


«> 
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CoU,  I  ftm  a  knight,  sir;  and  my  name  is  Cole  vile  of  the 
dale. 

Fal,  Well,  then,  Colevile  is  your  name,  a  knight  is  your 
degree,  and  your  place  the  dale:  Colevile  shall  be  still 
your  name,  a  traitor  your  degree,  and  the  dungeon  your 
place,  a  place  deep  enough;  so  shall  you  be  still  Colevile 
of  the  dale.  10 

CoU,  Are  not  you  Sir  John  Falstiiff ?     ^ 

Fal.  As  good  a  man  as  he,  sir,  whoe'er  \  am.  Do  ya 
yield,  sir?  or  shall  I  sweat  for  you?  '  If  I  do  sweat,  tlicy 
are  the  drops  of  thy  lovers,  and  they  weep  for  thy  death: 
therefore  rouse  Up  fear  and  tcembliDg,  and  do  observance 
to  my  i!^rp^.  •      . 

(Me.  I'nhink  you MLSir. iohn  Falstaff,  and  in  that 
thought  yield  me.        *3^^  19 

Fid,  I  have  a  whole  schooi  of  tongues  in  this  belly  of 
mine,  and  not  a  tongue  of  them  all  speaks  any  other  word 
but  my  name.  An  I  had  but  a  belly  of  any  indifferencv, 
I  were  simply  the  most  active  fellow  in  EurafTe:  my  womb, 
my  womb,  my  womb,  undoes  me.   Here  comes  our  general. 

Enter  pRmcK  John  of  LANCASTEn,  Westmoreland, 

Blunt,  and  oth§rs^    ■ 

Lan.  The  heat  is  pastf  follow  no  further  now: 
Call  in  the  powers,  gOg>d  cousi|L  Westmoreland. 

^  -?t  [Exit  Westmoreland, 

Now,  Falstaff,  where  have  you  IjWjh  all  this  while? 
When  every  thing  is  ended,' then  you  come:  80 

These  tardy  tricks  of  yours  will,  on  my  life, 
One  time  or  other  break  some  gallows'  back. 

Fal.  I  would  be  sony,  my  lor7^*^ut  It  should  be  thus: 
I  never  knew  yet  but  rebuke  and  check  was  the  reward  of 
valour.  Do  you  think  me  *a  swallow,  an  arrow,  or  a  bul- 
let? have  I,  in  my  poor  and  old  motion,  the  expedition  of 
thought?  I  have  speeded  hither  with  the  very  extremest 
inch  of  possibility;  I  have  foundered  nine  score  and  odd 
posts:  nnd  here,  travel-tainted  as  I  am,  have,  in  my  pure 
and  immaculate  valour,  taken  Sir  John  Colevile  of  the 
dale,  a  most  furious  knight  and  valorous  enemy.  But 
what  of  that?  he  saw  me,  and  yielded;  that  I  may  justly 
say,  with  the  hook-nosed  fellow  of  Borne,  "I  came,  saw, 
and  overcame." 

Jjan,  It  was  more  of  his  courtesy  than  your  deserving. 

Fal.  I  know  not:  here  he  is,  and  here  I  yield  him:  and 
I  beseech  your  gmce,  let  it  be  booked  with  the  rest  of  this 
day's  deeds;  or,  by  the  Lord,  I  will  have  it  in  a  particular 
ballad  else,  with  mine  own  picture  on  the  top  on't,  Cole- 
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vilo  kissing  my  foot:  to  the  which  course  if  I  be  enforced, 
if  you  do  not  all  show  like  gilt  two-penccs  to  mc,  and  I  in 
the  clear  sky  of  fame  o*erslnne  tou  as  much  as  the  full 
moon  doth  the  cinders  of  the  clement,  which  show  like 
pins*  heads  to  her,  believe  not  the  word  of  the  noble:  there- 
fore let  me  have  right,  and  let  desert  mount.  Gl 

Lan.  Thine's  too  heavy  to  mount. 

Fal,  Let  it  shine,  then. 

Lan,  Thine*s  too  thick  to  shine. 

Fal,  Let  it  do  something,  my  good  lord,  that  may  do 
me  good,  and  call  it  what  you  wilL 

Jjan.  Is  thy  name  Colevilc? 

Cole,  It  is,  my  lord. 

Lan,  A  famous  rebel  art  thojfi'J^levile. 

Fal.  And  a  famous  true  subjecl^ook  him.  70 

CoU,  I  am,  my  lord,  but  as  my  betters  are 
That  led  me  hither:  liad  they  been  ruled  by  me. 
You  should  have  won  them  dearer  than  you  have. 

Fal.  I  know  not  how  they  sold  themselves:  but  thou, 
like  a  kind  fellow,  gavest  thyself  away  gratis;  and  I  thank 
thee  for  thee. 

Be-enter  Westmoreland. 

Lan.  Now,  have  you  left  pursuit? 

Wesit,  Ketreat  is  made  and  execution  stayed. 

Lan,  Send  Colevilo  with  his  confederates 
To  York,  to  present  execution :  80 

Blunt,  lead  him  hence ;  and  sec  yon  guard  him  sure. 

[Bxeiint  Blunt  and  others  toith  ColevUf, 
And  now  dispatch  we  U  ^ard  the  court,  my  lords: 
I  hear  the  king  my  father  is  sore  sick : 
Our  news  shall  go  before  us  to  his  majesty, 
Which,  cousin,  you  shall  bear  to  comfort  him. 
And  we  with  sober  speed  will  follow  yon. 

FaL  My  lord,  I  beseech  you,  give  me  leave  to  go 
Through  Giouceslcrshire:  and,  when  you  come  to  court. 
Stand  my  good  lord,  pray,  in  your  jjood  report. 

Lan.  Fare  you  well,  Falstaff:  I,  m  my  condition,  90 
Shall  better  speak  of  you  than  you  deserve. 

[Exeunt  all  hut  Falstaff. 

Fal.  I  would  you  hnd  but  the  wit:  'twere  better  than 
your  dukedom.  Qeod  faith,  this  same  young  sober-blooded 
boy  doth  not  love  me;  nor  a  man  cannot  make  him  laugh; 
but  tliat*s  no  marvel,  he  drinks  no  wine.  There's  never 
none  of  these  demure  boys  come  to  any  proof;  for  thin 
drink  doth  so  over-cool  their  blood,  and  making  many  fish- 
meals,  that  they  fall  into  a  kind  of  male  grcen-sickucss; 

0HAK.  n.— 9 
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and  then,  when  Ihey  many,  they  get  wenches:  they  are 
G:enerally  fools  and  cowards;  which  some  of  us  should  be 
too,  but  for  inflammation.  A  good  sherris-sack  hath  a 
two-fold  operation  in  it.  It  ascends  me  into  the  brain; 
dries  me  tlicre  all  the  foolish  and  dull  and  crudy  vapours 
which  environ  it;  mukes  it  apprehensive,  quick,  forgetivo, 
full  of  nimble  flery  and  delectable  shapes;  wiiich,  delivered 
o'er  to  the  voice,  the  tongue,  which  is  the  birth,  becomes 
excellent  wit.  The  second  property  of  your  excellent 
sherris  is,  the  warming  of  the  blood ;  which,  before  cold 
and  settled,  left  the  liver  white  and  pale,  which  is  the 
badge  of  pusillanimity  and  cowardice;  but  the  sherris 
warms  it  and  makes  it  course  from  the  inwards  to  the 
parts  extreme :  it  illumineth  the  face,  which  as  a  beacon 
gives  warning  to  all  the  rest  of  this  little  kingdom,  man,  to 
arm;  and  then  the  vital  commoners  and  inland  petty  spirits 
muster  me  all  to  their  captain,  the  heart,  who,  great  and 
puffed  up  with  this  retinue,  doth  any  deed  of  courage; 
and  this  valour  comes  of  sherris.  So  tnat  skill  in  the  wea- 
pon is  nothing  without  sack,  for  that  sets  ita-work:  and 
learning  a  mere  hoard  of  gold  kept  by  a  devil,  till  sack 
commences  it  and  sets  it  in  act  and  use.  Hereof  comes  it 
that  Prince  Harry  is  valiant;  for  the  cold  blood  he  did 
naturally  inherit  of  his  father,  he  hath,  like  lean,  sterile 
and|  bare  land,  manured,  husbanded  and  tilled  with  excel- 
lent endeavour  of  drinking  good  and  good  store  of  fertile 
sherris,  that  he  is  become  very  hot  and  valiant.  If  I 
had  a  thousand  sons,  the  first  humane  principle  I  would 
teach  them  should  be,  to  forswear  thin  potations  and  to 
addict  themselves  to  sack. 

JSnier  Bardolfh. 

How  now,  Bardolph? 

Baj'd.  The  army  is  discharged  all  and  gone. 

Fal,  Let  them  go.  I'll  througli  Gloucestershire;  and 
there  will  I  visit  Slaster  Robert  Shallow,  esquire:  I  have 
him  already  tempering  between  my  finger  and  my  thumb, 
and  shortly  will  1  seal  with  him.    Come  away.      [ExeunU 

ScEKE  IV.   Westmimter,     The  Jerusalem  Cliamher, 

Enter  the  Kino,  the  Princes  Thomas  op  Clarence  an<2 
Humphrey  op  Gloucester,  Warwick,  and  others. 

King.  Now,  lords,  if  God  doth  give  successful  end 
To  this  debate  that  bleedeth  at  our  doors. 
We  will  our  youth  lead  on  to  higher  fields 
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And  draw  no  swords  but  what  are  sanctified. 

Our  navy  is  address*d,  our  power  collected, 

Our  substitutes  in  absence  well  invested. 

And  every  thing  lies  level  to  our  wish: 

Only,  we  want  a  little  personal  strength; 

And  pause  us,  till  these  rebels,  now  afoot. 

Come  underneath  the  yoke  of  government.  10 

War.  Both  which  we  doubt  not  but  your  majesty 
Shall  soon  enjoy. 

King.  Humphrey,  my  son  of  Gloucester, 

Where  is  the  prince  your  brother? 

Olou.  I  think  he's  gone  to  hunt,  my  lord,  at  Windsor. 

King.  And  how  accompanied? 

Olou.  I  do  not  know,  my  lord. 

King.  Is  not  his  brother,  Thomas  of  Clai'encc,  with  him? 

Olou.  No,  my  good  lord;  he  is  in  presence  here. 

Clar.  What  would  my  lord  and  father? 

King.  Nothing  but  well  to  thee,  Thomas  of  Clarence. 
How  chance  thou  art  not  with  the  prince  tliy  brother?    20 
He  loves  thee,  and  thou  dost  neglect  him,  Tiiomas; 
Thou  hast  a  better  place  in  his  ailection 
Than  all  thy  brothers:  cherish  it,  my  boy, 
And  noble  offices  thou  mayst  effect 
Of  mediation,  after  I  am  oead. 
Between  his  greatness  and  thy  other  brethren: 
Therefore  omit  him  not;  blunt  not  his  love, 
Nor  lose  the  good  advantage  of  his  ^ace 
By  seeming  cold  or  careless  of  his  will; 
For  he  is  gracious,  if  he  be  observed:  80 

He  hath  a  tear  for  pity  and  a  hand 
Open  as  day  for  melting  charity: 
Yet  notwithstanding,  Ix^ine  incensed,  he's  flint, 
As  humorous  as  winter  ana  as  sudden 
As  flaws  congealed  in  the  spring  of  day. 
His  temper,  therefore,  must  be  well  observed: 
Chide  him  for  faults,  and  do  it  reverently. 
When  you  perceive  his  blood  inclined  to  mirtli; 
But,  being  moody,  give  him  line  and  scope, 
Till  that  his  passions,  like  a  whale  on  ground,  40 

Confound  tbemselvcs  with  working.    Learn  this,  Thomas, 
And  thou  shalt  prove  a  slicltcr  to  thy  friends, 
A  hoop  of  gold  to  bind  thy  brothers  in, 
That  the  united  vessel  of  their  blood. 
Mingled  with  venom  of  suggestion — 
As,  force  perforce,  the  age  will  pour  it  in — 
Shall  never  leak,  though  it  do  work  as  strong 
As  aconitum  or  rash  gunpowder. 
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Ct<ir.  I  shall  observe  liim  with  all  care  and  love. 

ICng.  Why  art  tliou  not  at  Windsor  with  him,  Thomas? 

Clai\  He  is  not  there  to-da^;  he  dines  in  London.        CI 

King.  And  how  accompanied?  canst  thou  tell  that? 

Clur.  With  Poins,  and  other  his  continual  followers. 

King,  Most  subject  is  the  fattest  soil  to  weeds; 
And  he,  the  noble  image  of  my  youth, 
f)s  overspread  with  them:  therefore  my  grief 
Stretches  itself  l)eyond  the  hour  of  death : 
The  blood  weeps  irom  my  heart  when  I  do  shape 
In  forms  imaginary  the  unguided  days 
And  rotten  times  that  you  shall  look  upon  €1 

When  I  am  sleeping  with  my  ancestors. 
Foe  when  his  headstrong  riot  hath  no  curb, 
When  rage  and  hot  blood  are  his  counsellors, 
When  means  and  lavish  manners  meet  together, 
O,  with  what  wings  shall  his  affections  fly 
Towards  fronting  peril  and  opposed  decay! 

War.  My  gracious  lord,  you  look  l^eyoud  him  quite: 
The  prince  but  studies  his  companions 
Like  a  strange  tongue,  wherein,  to  gain  the  language, 
'Tis  needful  that  the  most  immodest  word  70 

Be  look'd  upon  and  learn'd;  which  once  atlain*d, 
Your  highness  knows,  comes  to  no  further  use 
But  to  l^  known  and  hated.     So,  like  gross  terms. 
The  prince  will  in  the  perfectness  of  time 
Cast  off  his  followers;  and  their  memory 
Shall  as  a  pattern  or  a  measure  live, 
By  which  his  grace  must  mete  the  Lives  of  others. 
Turning  pu-st  evils  to  advantages. 

King.    Tis  seldom  when  the  bee  doth  leave  her  comb 
In  the  dead  carrion. 

Enter  Westmoreland. 

Who's  here?    Westmoreland?  80 

West.  Health  to  my  sovereiejn,  and  new  happiness 
Added  to  that  that  I  am  to  deliver! 
Prince  John  your  son  doth  kiss  your  grace's  hand: 
Mowbray,  the  Bishop  Scroop,  Hastings  and  all 
Are  brought  to  the  coneciiou  of  your  law ; 
There  is  not  now  a  rebel's  sword  unsheath'd. 
But  Peace  puts  forth  her  olive  every  where. 
The  manner  how  this  action  hath  been  borne 
Here  at  more  leisure  may  your  highness  read. 
With  every  course  in  his  particular.  90 

King.  O  Westmoreland,  thou  art  a  summer  bird, 
Which  ever  in  the  haunch  of  winter  sings 
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The  HftiDg  up  of  day. 

Enter  Harcouht. 

Look,  here's  more  news. 

Har.  From  enemies  heaven  keep  your  majesty; 
And,  Tvhen  they  stand  against  you,  may  they  fall 
As  those  that  I  am  come  to  tell  you  of! 
^  The  Earl  Northumberland  and  the  Lord  Bardolph, 
With  a  great  power  of  English  and  of  Scots, 
Are  by  the  sheriff  of  Yorkshire  overthrown: 
The  manner  and  true  order  of  the  fight  100 

This  packet,  please  it  you,  contains  at  larce. 

King.  And  wherefore  should  these  good  news  make  me 
sick? 
Will  Fortune  never  come  with  both  hands  full, 
But  write  her  fair  words  still  in  foulest  letters? 
She  either  gives  a  stomach  and  no  food; 
Such  are  the  poor,  in  health ;  or  else  a  feast 
And  takes  away  the  stomach ;  such  are  the  rich. 
That  have  abundance  and  enjoy  it  not. 
I  should  rejoice  now  at  this  happy  news; 
And  now^  my  sight  fails,  and  my  brair  is  giddy :  110 

O  me!  come  near  me;  now  I  am  much  ill. 

GUm.  Comfort,  your  majesty  1 

Clar.  O  my  royal  father! 

Wett,  My  sovereign  lord,  cheer  up  yourself,  look  up. 

War,  Be  patient,  princes;  you  do  know,  those  fits 
Are  with  his  highness  very  ordinaiy. 
Stand  from  him,  give  him  air;  he'll  straight  be  well. 

Clar.  No,  no,  he  cannot  long  hold  out  these  pangs: 
The  incessant  care  and  labour  of  his  mind 
Hath  wrought  the  mure  that  should  confine  it  in 
So  thin  that  life  looks  through  and  will  break  out. 

Olou.  The  people  fear  me;  for  they  do  observe 
Unfathered  heirs  and  loathly  births  of  nature: 
The  seasons  change  their  manners,  as  the  year 
f  Had  found  some  months  asleep  and  leap'd  them  over. 

Clar.  The  river  hath  thrice  flow'd,  no  ebb  between; 
And  the  old  folk,  time's  doting  chronicles. 
Say  it  did  so  a  little  time  before 
That  our  greatgrandshire,  Edward,  sick'd  and  died. 

War.  Speak  lower,  princes,  for  tJie  king  recovers. 

GUm.  This  apoplexy  will  certain  be  his  end.  180 

King.  I  pray  you,  take  me  up,  and  bear  mc  hence 
Into  some  other  chamber:  softly,  pray. 
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Scene  V.  Another  chamber. 

The  Kino  lying  on  a  bed:  Clarencr,  Gloucester,  "War- 
"WICK,  and  othera  in  attendance. 

King,  Let  there  be  no  noise  nnade,  my  gentle  friends; 
Unless  some  dull  and  favourable  band 
Will  whisper  music  to  my  weary  spirit. 
,    War.  Call  for  the  music  in  the  other  room. 

King.  Set  me  the  crown  upon  my  pillow  here. 

Clar.  His  eye  is  hollow,  and  he  changes  much. 

TTar.  Less  noise,  less  noise! 

Enter  Pbince  Henry. 

Prince.  Who  ww  the  Duke  of  Clarence? 

Clar.  I  am  hero,  brother,  full  of  heaviness. 

Prince.  How  now!  rain  within  doors,  and  none  abroad  I 
How  doth  Uie  king?  10 

Olou.  Exceeding  ill. 

Prince,  Heard  he  the  good  news  yet? 

Tell  it  him. 

Olou.  He  alter'd  much  upon  the  hearing  it. 

Prince.  If  he  be  sick  witli  joy,  he'll  recover  witliout 
physic. 

War.  Not  BO  much  noise,  my  lords:  sweet  prince,  apeak 
low; 
Tlie  king  your  father  is  disposed  to  sleep. 

Clar.  Let  us  withdraw  into  the  other  room. 

War.  Will't  please  your  erace  to  go  along  with  us? 

Prince.  No;  1  will  sit  and  watch  here  by  the  king. 

[Exeunt  aU  but  du  Prince.    20 
Why  doth  the  crown  lie  there  upon  Ids  pillow, 
Beinff  so  troublesome  a  bedfellow? 
O  polish'd  perturbation  I  golden  care! 
That  keep'st  the  ports  of  slumber  open  wide 
To  many  a  watchful  night!  sleep  witli  it  now  I 
Yet  not  so  sound  and  half  so  deeply  sweet 
As  he  whose  brow  with  homely  biggen  bound  . 
Snores  out  the  watch  of  night.    O  majesty! 
When  thou  dost  pinch  thy  bearer,  thou  dost  sit 
Like  a  rich  armour  worn  in  heat  of  day,  80 

That  scalds  with  safety.    By  his  gates  of  breath 
There  lies  a  downy  feather  which  stirs  not: 
Did  he  suspire,  that  light  and  weightless  down 
Perforce  must  move.    My  gracious  lord!  my  father! 
This  sleep  is  sound  indeed;  this  is  a  sleep 
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That  from  this  golden  rigol  hath  divorced 
So  many  English  kings.     Thy  due  from  me 
Is  tears  and  heavy  sorrows  or  the  blood, 
Wiiich  nature,  love,  and  tilial  tenderness, 
Shall.  O  dear  father,  pay  thee  plenteously:  40 

3Iy  due  from  thee  is  this  imperial  crown. 
Which,  as  immediate  from  thy  place  and  blood, 
Derives  itself  to  me.    Lo,  here  it  sits, 
Which  God  shall  guard:  and  put  the  world's  whole  strength 
Into  one  giant  arm,  it  shall  not  force 
This  lineal  honour  from  me :  this  from  theo 
Will  I  to  mine  leave,  as  'tis  left  to  me.  [Etit 

King,  Warwick!  Gloucester!  Clarence! 

Re-enter  Warwick,  Gloucester,  Clarence,  and  the  rest, 

Clar.  Doth  the  king  call? 

War.  What  would  your  majesty  ?  *How  fares  your  grace  ? 

King.  Why  did  you  leave  me  here  alone,  my  lords?     61 

Clar.  We  left  the  prince  my  brother  here,  my  liege, 
Who  undertook  to  sit  and  w^atch  by  you. 

King.  The  Prince  of  Wales!  Where  is  he?  let  me  see  him: 
He  is  not  here. 

War.  This  door  is  open;  ho  is  gone  this  way. 

Olou.  He  came  not  through  tlie  chamber  where  we  stay 'd. 

King.  Where  is  the  crown?  who  took  it  from  my  pillow? 

War.  Wlien  we  withdrew,  my  liege,  we  left  it  here. 

King,  The  prince  hath  ta'en  it  hence:  go,  seek  him  out: 
Is  he  so  hasty  that  he  doth  suppose  61 

My  sleep  my  death? 
Find  him,  my  Lord  of  Warwick;  chide  him  hither. 

[mcU  Warwick, 
This  part  of  his  conjoins  with  my  disease. 
And  helps  to  end  me.     See,  sons,  wiiat  things  you  are! 
How  quickly  nature  falls  into  revolt 
When  gold  becomes  her  object! 
For  this  the  foolish  over-careful  fathers 
Have  broke  their  sleep  with  thoughts,  their  brains  with  care, 
Tlieir  bones  with  industry;  70 

For  this  they  have  engrossed  and  piled  up 
The  cankered  heaps  of  strange-achieved  gold; 
For  this  tliey  have  been  thoughtful  to  invest 
Tlieir  sons  with  arts  and  martial  exercises: 
When,  like  the  bee,  culling  from  every  flower 
The  virtuous  sweets, 

Our  thighs  pack*d  with  wax,  our  mouths  with  honey. 
We  bring  it  to  tlie  hive,  and,  like  the  bees. 
Arc  murdered  for  our  pains.    This  bitter  taste 
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Yield  his  engrossments  to  the  ending  father.  80 

Be-enter  Warwick. 

Now,  where  is  he  that  will  not  stay  so  long 
Till  his  friend  sickness  hath  determined  me? 

War,  My  lord,  I  found  the  prince  in  the  next  room. 
Washing  with  kindly  tears  his  gentle  cheeks. 
With  such  a  deep  demeanour  in  great  sorrow 
That  tyranny,  which  never  quaffd  but  blood. 
Would,  by  beholding  him,  have  wash'd  his  knife 
With  gentle  eye-drops.    He  is  coming  hither. 

£ing.  But  wherefore  did  he  take  away  the  crown? 

Be-enUr  pRmcE  Henry. 

Lo,  where  he  comes.    Come  hither  to  me,  Harry.  90 

Depart  the  chamber,  leave  us  here  alone. 

[Exeunt  Warwick  and  the  rest. 

Prince.  I  never  thought  to  near  you  speak  again. 

King.  Thy  wish  was  father,  Harry,  to  that  thought: 
I  stay  loo  long  by  thee,  I  weary  thee. 
Dost  thou  so  hunger  for  mine  empty  chair 
Tbat  thou  wilt  needs  invest  thee  with  my  honours 
Before  thy  hour  be  ripe?    O  foolish  j'oiith! 
Thou  seek*st  the  greatness  that  will  overwhelm  thee. 
Stay  but  a  little;  Tor  my  cloud  of  dignity 
Is  held  from  falling  with  so  weak  a  wind  100 

TJiat  it  will  quickly  drop:  my  day  is  dim. 
Thou  hast  stolen  that  which  after  some  few  hours 
Were  thine  without  ofTcnce ;  and  at  my  death 
Thou  hast  seal'd  up  my  expectation: 
Thy  life  did  manifest  thou  lovedst  me  not, 
And  thou  wilt  have  me  die  assured  of  it. 
Thou  hidest  a  thousand  daggers  in  thy  thoughts, 
Which  thou  hast  whetted  on  thy  stony  heart, 
To  stab  at  half  an  hour  of  my  life. 
What!  canst  thou  not  forbear  me  half  an  hour?  110 

Then  get  thee  gone  and  dig  my  grave  thyself, 
And  bid  the  merry  bells  ring  to  thine  ear 
That  thou  art  crowned,  not  that  I  am  dead. 
Let  all  the  tears  that  should  bedew  my  hearse 
Be  drops  of  balm  to  sanctify  thy  head: 
Only  compound  me  with  forgotten  dust; 
Give  that  which  gave  thee  life  unto  the  worms. 
Pluck  down  my  officers,  break  my  decrees; 
For  now  a  time  is  come  to  mock  at  form: 
Harry  the  Fifth  is  crown'd :  up,  vanity  I  ISO 

Down,  royal  state!  all  you  sage  counsellors,  hence  I 
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And  to  the  English  court  assemble  now. 

From  everv  region,  apes  of  idleness! 

Now,  neighbour  confines,  purge  you  of  your  scum: 

Have  you  a  ruffian  that  will  swear,  drink,  dance, 

lievel  the  ni^ht,  rob,  murder,  and  commit 

The  oldest  sms  the  newest  kind  of  ways? 

Be  happy,  he  will  trouble  you  no  more; 

England  shall  double  gild  his  treble  guilt, 

England  shall  aire  him  office,  honour,  might;  180 

For  the  fifth  Harry  from  curb'd  license  plucks 

The  muzzle  of  restraint,  and  the  wild  dog 

Shall  fiesli  his  tooth  on  every  innocent. 

0  my  poor  kingdom,  sick  with  civil  blows! 
When  that  my  care  could  not  withhold  thy  riots, 
What  wilt  thou  do  when  riot  is  thy  care? 

O,  thou  wilt  be  a  wilderness  aj^ain, 
Peopled  with  wolves,  thy  old  inhabitants! 

JMnee.  O,  pardon  me,  my  liege  I  but  for  my  tears, 
The  moist  impediments  unto  mv  sp  '>ch,  140 

1  had  forestaird  this  dear  and  aeep  i  ^uke 
Ere  you  with  grief  had  spoke  and  I  had  heard 
The  course  of  It  so  far.    There  is  your  crown; 
And  he  that  wears  the  crown  immortally 
Long  guard  it  yours!    If  I  affect  it  more 
Than  as  your  honour  and  as  your  renown. 
Let  me  no  more  from  this  obedience  rise, 
Which  my  most  inward  true  and  duteous  spirit 
Teacheth,  this  prostrate  and  exterior  bending. 

God  witness  with  me,  when  I  here  came  in,  150 

And  found  no  course  of  breatli  within  your  majesty. 

How  cold  it  struck  my  heart!    If  I  do  feign, 

O,  let  me  in  my  present  wildness  die 

And  never  live  to  show  the  incredulous  world 

The  noble  change  that  I  have  purposed ! 

Coming  to  look  on  you,  thinking  jou  dead. 

And  dead  almost,  my  liege,  to  think  you  were, 

I  spake  unto  this  crown  as  having  sense, 

And  thus  upbraided  it:  "  The  care  on  thee  depending 

Hath  fed  upon  the  body  of  my  father;  160 

Therefore,  thou  best  of  eold  art  worst  of  gold: 

Other,  less  fine  in  carat,  Is  more  precious, 

Preserving  life  in  medicine  potable; 

But  thou,  most  fine,  most  honour'd,  most  renowned, 

Hast  eat  thy  bearer  up.*'    Thus,  my  most  royal  liege, 

Accusing  It,  I  put  it  on  my  head. 

To  try  with  it,  as  with  an  enemy 

That  nad  before  my  face  murder'd  my  fatlier, 
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The  quarrel  of  a  true  inheritor. 

But  ifit  did  infect  my  blood  witti  joy,  170 

Or  swell  my  thoughts  to  any  strain  of  pride; 

If  any  rebel  or  vain  spirit  of  mine 

Did  with  the  least  affection  of  a  welcome 

Give  entertiiinmcnt  to  the  might  of  it. 

Let  God  forever  keep  it  from  my  head 

And  make  me  as  the  poorest  vassal  is 

That  doth  witli  awe  and  terror  kneel  to  Itl 

King.  O  my  son, 
God  put  it  in  thy  mind  to  take  it  hence, 
That  thou  mi^htst  win  the  more  thy  father*8  love,  180 

Pleading  so  wisely  in  excuse  of  it!  ^ 

Come  hither,  Harry,  sit  thou  by  my  bed ; 
And  hear,  I  think,  the  very  latest  counsel 
That  ever  I  shall  breathe.    God  knows,  my  son. 
By  what  by-paths  and  indirect  crook'd  ways 
I  met  this  crown ;  and  I  myself  know  well 
How  troublesome  it  e ^  upon  my  head. 
To  thee  it  shall  deagfiflTd  with  better  quiet, 
Better  opinion,  better  confirmation; 
For  all  the  soil  of  the  achievement  coes  190 

With  me  into  the  earth.     It  seem*d In  roe 
But  as  an  honour  snatch'd  witk  boisterous  hand, 
And  I  had  many  living  to  upbraid 
M^  j^ain  of  it  by  their  assistances; 
Which  daily  grew  to  quarrel  and  to  bloodshed. 
Wounding  supposed  peace:  all  these  bold  fears 
Thou  see'st  with  peril  I  have  answered: 
For  all  my  reign  hath  been  but  as  a  scene 
Acting  that  argument :  and  now  my  death 
Changes  the  mode ;  for  what  in  me  was  purchased,        200 
Falls  upon  thee  in  a  more  fairer  sort; 
So  thou  the  garland  wear'st  successively. 
Yet,  though  thou  stand*st  more  sure  than  I  could  do, 
Thou  art  not  firm  enough,  since  gnefs  arc  green; 
And  all  my  friends,  which  thou  must  make  thy  friends, 
Have  but  their  stings  and  teeth  newly  ta'en  out; 
By  whose  fell  working  I  was  first  advanced 
And  by  whose  power  1  well  might  lodge  a  fear 
To  be  again  displaced:  which  to  avoid, 
I  cut  them  off;  and  had  a  purpose  now  200 

To  lead  out  many  to  the  Holy  Land, 
Lest  rest  and  lying  still  might  make  them  look 
Too  near  unto  my  state.    Therefore,  my  Harry, 
Be  it  thy  course  to  busy  giddy  minds 
With  foreign  quarrels;  that  action,  hence  borne  out. 
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May  waste  the  memory  of  the  former  days. 

More  would  I,  but  my  lungs  are  wasted  so 

That  strength  of  speech  is  utterly  denied  me. 

How  I  came  by  the  crown,  O  God  forgive ; 

And  ^rant  it  may  with  ihee  m  true  peace  live  I  220 

Prmce,  My  gracious  liege, 
You  won  it,  wore  it,  kept  it,  gave  it  me; 
Then  plain  and  right  must  my  possession  be: 
Which  I  with  more  than  with  a  common  pain 
'Gainst  all  the  world  will  rightfully  maintain. 

Enter  Lom>  John  of  Lancasteb. 

King,  Look,  look,  here  comes  my  John  of  Lancaster. 

Lan.  Health,  peace,  and  happiness  to  my  royal  father! 

King.  Thou  bring'st  me  happmess  and  peace,  son  John ; 
But  health,  alack,  with  youthful  wings  is  flown 
From  this  bare  wither'd  trunk:  upon  thy  sight  280 

Mv  worldly  business  makes  a  period. 
Where  is  my  Lord  of  Warwick? 

I'rinoe.  My  Lord  of  Warwick  I 

Bnter  Wakwick,  and  others. 

King.  Doth  any  name  particular  belong 
Unto  the  lodging  where  I  first  did  swoon? 

War.  Tis  calT'd  Jerusalem,  my  noble  lord. 

A7»y.  Laud  be  to  God!  even  there  my  life  must  end. 
It  hath  been  prophesied  to  me  many  years, 
I  should  not  die  but  in  Jerusalem; 
Which  vainly  I  supposed  the  Holy  Land: 
But  bear  me  to  that  chamber;  there  Til  lie;  240 

In  that  Jerusalem  shall  Harry  die.  [Exeunt, 

ACT  V. 

ScEKB  L     Ohuceeters^tire,    Shallow's  hauee. 
Enter  Shallow,  Falstapf,  Babdolph,  and  Page. 

Shal,  By  cock  and  pie,  sir,  you  shall  not  away  to-nicht. 
What.  Davy,  I  say!  J         b 

Fal  You  must  excuse  mc,  Master  Robert  Shallow. 

Shal.  I  will  not  excuse  you;  you  shall  not  be  excused; 
excuses  shall  not  be  admitted;  there  is  no  excuse  shall 
serve;  you  shall  not  be  excused.     Why,  Davy! 

Enter  Davt. 
Dwy.  Here,  sir. 
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ShfU.  Davy,  Davy,  Davy,  Davy,  let  me  sec,  Davy;  let 
me  sec,  Davy;  let  me  see;  yea,  marry,  William  cook,  bid 
him  come  liiilier.     6ir  John,  you  shall  not  be  excused.     10 

Davi/.  Marry,  sir,  thus;  those  pre<3epts  cannot  be  sei-ved: 
and,  again,  sir,  shall  we  sow  the  heacfland  with  wheat? 

S/ial.  With  red  wheat,  Davy.  But  for  William  cook: 
arc  there  no  young  pigeons? 

Dacff.  Yes,  sir.  Here  is  now  the  smith's  note  for  shoeing 
and  plough-irons. 

8ml.  Dst  it  be  cast  and  paid.  Sir  John,  you  shall  not  be 
excused. 

Dapif.  Now,  sir,  a  new  link  to  the  bucket  must  needs  be 
had:  and,  sir,  do  you  mean  to  stop  any  of  William's  wages, 
about  the  sack  he  lost  the  other  day  at  Hinckley  fair? 

Shot.  A*  shall  answer  it.  Some  pigeons,  Davy,  a  couple 
of  short-legged  hens,  a  joint  of  mutton,  and  any  pretty  lit- 
tle tiny  kickshaws,  tell  William  cook. 

Davy.  Doth  the  man  of  war  sta^r  all  night,  sir? 

Shal.  Yea,  Davy.  I  will  use  him  well .  a  friend  i*  the 
court  is  better  than  a  pennv  in  purse.  Use  his  men  well, 
Davy;  for  they  are  an'ant  knaves,  and  will  backbite. 

Daty,  No  worse  than  they  are  backbitten,  sir;  for  they 
have  marvellous  foul  linen.  30 

S^Kil,  Well  conceited,  Davy,  about  thy  business,  Davy. 

Davy.  I  beseech  you,  sir,  to  countenance  William  Visor 
of  Woncot  against  Clement  Perkes  of  tUe  hill. 

ShcU.  There  is  many  complaints,  Davy,  against  that 
Visor:  that  Visor  is  an  arrant  knave,  on  my  knowledge. 

Davy.  I  grant  your  worship  that  he  is  a  knave,  sir;  but 
yet,  God  forbid,  sir,  but  a  knave  should  have  some  coun- 
tenance at  his  friend's  request.  An  honest  man,  sir,  is  able 
to  speak  for  himself,  when  a  knave  is  not.  I  have  served 
your  worship  truly,  sir,  this  eight  years;  and  if  I  cannot 
once  or  twice  in  a  quarter  bear  out  a  knave  againrt  an  hon- 
est man,  I  have  but  a  very  Httle  credit  with  vour  worship. 
The  knave  is  mine  honest  friend,  sir;  therefore,  I  beseech 
your  worship,  let  him  be  countenanced. 

Shal,  Go  to;  I  say  he  shall  have  no  wrong.  Look  about, 
Davy.  [EtU  Davy.]  Where  are  you,  Sir  John?  Come, 
come,  come,  off  with  your  boots.  Give  me  your  hand.  Mas- 
ter Bardolph.- 

Bard.  I  am  glad  to  see  your  worship. 

Shal.  I  thanlk  thee  with  all  mv  heart,  kind  Master  Bar- 
dolph :  and  welcome,  my  tall  fellow  [to  the  Page].  Come, 
Sir  John. 

Ml.  I'll  follow  you,  good  Master  Robert  Shal  low.  [Ex- 
it ShaUaw.]    Bardolph,  look  to  our  horses.    [Exeunt  liar' 
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dolph  and  Page.']  If  I  were  sawed  into  quantities,  I  should 
make  four  dozen  of  such  Warded  hermits*  staves  as  Master 
Shallow.  It  is  a  wonderful  thing  to  see  the  sembablccohc 
rence  of  his  men's  spirits  and  his:  they,  by  observing  of 
him,  do  bear  themselves  like  foolish  justices;  he,  by  con- 
versing with  them,  is  turned  into  a  justice-like  servingmau: 
their  spirits  are  so  married  in  conjunction  with  the  partici- 
pation of  society,  that  they  flock  together  in  consent,  like 
so  many  wild-geese.  If  I  had  a  suit  to  Master  Shallow,  I 
would  humour  his  men  with  the  imputation  of  being  near 
flieir  master:  if  to  his  men,  I  would  curry  with  Master  Shal- 
low ihat  no  man  could  better  command  his  servants.  It  is 
certain  that  either  wise  bearing  or  ignorant  carriage  is 
caught,  as  men  lake  diseases,  one  of  another:  therefore  let 
men  take  heed  of  their  company.  I  will  devise  matter 
enough  out  of  this  Shallow  to  keep  Prince  Harry  in  con- 
tinual laughter  the  wearing  out  of  six  fashions,  which  is 
four  terms,  or  two  actions,  and  a'  shall  laugh  without  in- 
ter Valiums.  O,  it  is  much  that  a  lie  with  a  slight  oath  and 
a  jest  with  a  sad  brow  will  do  with  a  fellow  that  never  had 
the  ache  in  his  shoulders!  O,  you  shall  sec  him  laugh  till 
his  face  be  like  a  wet  cloak  ill  laid  up! 

Shot.  [  WUHiji],  Sir  John ! 

Fal,  1  come,  Master  Shallow ;  I  come,  Master  Shallow. 

[Exit. 

Scene  II.     Westminster.     Tlie  palace. 
EiUer  Warwick  and  the  Lobd  Chiep- Justice,  mating. 

War.  How  now,  my  lord  chief-justice!  whither  away? 

Ch.  Just.  How  doth  the  king? 

War.  Exceeding  well ;  his  cares  are  now  all  ended. 

Ch.  Just.  I  hope,  not  dead. 

Wao'.  He's  walk'd  the  way  of  nature; 

And  to  our  purposes  he  lives  no  more. 

Ch.  Just.  I  would  his  majesty  had  caird  mo  with  him : 
The  service  that  I  truly  did  his  life         • 
Hath  left  me  open  to  all  injuries. 

War.  Indeed  I  think  the  young  king  loves  you  not. 

Ch.  Just.  I  know  he  doth  not,  and  do  arm  myself        10 
To  welcome  the  condition  of  the  time. 
Which  cannot  look  more  hideously  upon  me 
Than  I  have  drawn  it  in  my  fantasy. 

Enter  Lancaster,  Clarence,  Gloucester,  Westmore- 
land, andotliers. 

War.  Here  come  tlic  heavy  issue  of  dead  Hany: 
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O  that  the  living  Harry  had  the  temper 
Of  him,  the  worst  of  these  tlirec  gentlemen ! 
How  many  nobles  then  should  hold  their  places, 
Tliat  must  strike  sail  to  spirits  of  vile  sort! 

Ch.  Just.  O  God,  I  fear  all  will  be  overtum'd! 

Lan.  Good  morrow,  cousin  Warwick,  good  morrow.  20 


ClJr    \  ^^^  morrow,  cousin. 
Lan,  We  meet  like  men  that  h 


had  forgot  to  speak. 

War,  We  do  remember;  but  our  argument 
Is  all  too  heavy  to  admit  much  talk. 

lAin.  Well,  peace  be  with  him  that  hatli  made  us  heavy! 

CJi.  Just.  Peace  be  witli  us,  lest  wc  Ix;  heavier! 

Glou,  O,  good  my  lord,  you  have  lost  a  friend  indeed ; 
And  I  dare  swear  you  borrow  not  that  fjicc 
Of  seeming  sorrow,  it  is  sure  your  own. 

Lan.  Though  no  man  be  assured  what  grace  to  find,  80 
You  stand  in  coldest  expectation : 
I  am  the  sorrier;  would  'twere  otherwise. 

Clar.  Well,  you  must  now  speak  Sir  John  Falstaff  fair; 
Which  swims  against  your  stream  of  quality. 

Ch.  Just.  Sweet  princes,  what  I  did.  I  did  in  honour. 
Led  by  the  impartial  conduct  of  my  soul ; 
And  never  shall  you  sec  that  I  wilfbeg 
A  ragged  and  foVestall'd  remission. 
If  truth  and  upright  innocency  fail  me, 
I'll  to  the  king  my  master  that  is  dead,  40 

And  tell  him  who  hath  sent  me  after  him. 

IFar.'. Here  comes  the  prince. 

Enter  King  Henry  Vie  Fifth,  attended. 

Ch.  Just.  Good  morrow;  and  God  save  your  majesty! 

King.  This  new  and  gorgeous  garment,  majesty. 
Sits  not  so  easy  on  me  as  you  think. 
Brothers,  you  mix  your  sadness  with  some  fear: 
This  is  the  English,  not  the  Turkish  court; 
Not  Amurath  an  Amurath  succeeds. 
But  Harry  Harry.     Yet  be  sad,  good  brothers. 
For,  by  my  faith,  it  very  well  becomes  you:  50 

Sorrow  so  royally  in  you  appears 
That  I  will  deeply  put  the  fashion  on 
And  wear  it  in  my  heart:  wh}'  then,  be  sad; 
But  entertain  no  more  of  it,  good  brothers. 
Than  a  joint  burden  laid  upon  us  all. 
For  me,  by  heaven,  I  bid  you  be  assured, 
I'll  be  your  father  and  your  brother  too; 
Let  me  but  bear  your  love,  I'll  bear  your  caros: 
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Yet  weep  that  Harry's  dead;  and  so  will  I; 

But  Harry  lives,  that  shall  convert  those  tears  60 

]iy  number  iuto  iiours  of  happiness. 

Princes.  We  hope  no  other  from  your  majesty. 

Kiiiff.  You  all  look  strangely  on  me:  and  you  most; 
You  are,  I  think,  assured  I  love  you  not. 

Ch.  Just.  I  am  assured,  if  I  be  measured  rightly, 
Your  maiesty  kath  no  just  cause  to  liate  me. 

King.  sio\ 
How  mi^ht  a  prince  of  my  great  hopes  forget 
80  great  indignities  you  laid  upon  me? 
What!  rate,  rebuke,  and  roughly  send  to  prison 
The  immediate  heir  of  England!    Was  this  easy? 
May  this  be  wash*d  in  Lethe,  and  forgotten? 

Ch.  Just.  I  then  did  use  the  person  of  your  father; 
Tiie  image  of  his  power  lay  then  in  me: 
And,  in  the  administration  of  his  law. 
Whiles  I  was  busy  for  the  common w^ealth. 
Your  highness  pleased  to  forget  my  place, 
The  majesty  and  power  of  law  anu  justice, 
The  image  of  the  king  whom  I  presented, 
And  struck  me  in  my  very  seat  of  judgement;  86 

Whereon,  as  an  offender  to  your  father, 
I  gave  bold  way  to  my  authority 
And  did  commit  you.     If  the  deed  were  ill. 
Be  you  contented,  wearing  now  the  garland. 
To  have  a  son  set  your  decrees  at  nought. 
To  pluck  down  justice  from  voui*  awful  bench. 
To  trip  the  course  of  law  and  blunt  the  sword 
That  guards  the  peace  and  safety  of  your  person; 
Nay,  more,  to  spurn  at  your  most  royal  image 
And  mock  your  workings  in  a  second  body.  90 

Question  your  royal  thoughts,  make  the  case  yours; 
Be  now  the  father  and  propose  a  son. 
Hear  your  own  dignity  so  much  profaned, 
See  your  most  dreadful  laws  so  loosely  sliglited. 
Behold  yourself  so  by  a  son  disdain'd ; 
And  then  imagine  me  taking  your  pait 
And  in  your  power  soft  silencing  your  son : 
After  this  cola  considc ranee,  sentence  me; 
And,  as  you  are  a  king,  speak  in  your  state 
What  I  have  done  that  misbecame  my  place,  100 

3Iy  person,  or  my  liege's  sovereignty. 

King.  You  are  right,  justice,  and  you  weigh  this  "well; 
Therefore  still  bear  the  balance  and  the  sword: 
And  I  do  wish  your  honours  may  increase. 
Till  you  do  live  to  see  a  son  of  mine 
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Offend  you  and  obey  you,  as  I  did. 

So  shall  I  live  to  speak  my  father's  words: 

* '  Happy  am  I,  that  have  a  man  so  bold, 

That  dares  do  justice  on  my  proper  son; 

And  not  less  happy,  having  such  a  son,  110 

That  would  deliver  up  his  greatness  so 

Into  the  hands  of  justice."    You  did  commit  m6: 

For  which,  I  do  commit  into  your  hand 

The  unstained  sword  that  you  have  used  to  bear; 

With  this  remembrance,  that  you  use  the  same 

With  the  like  bold,  just  and  impartial  spirit 

As  you  have  done  Against  me.    There  is  my  hand. 

You  shall  be  as  a  father  to  my  youth : 

My  voice  shall  sound  as  you  do  prompt  mine  ear. 

And  I  will  stoop  and  humble  my  intents  120 

To  your  well-practised  wise  directions. 

And,  princes  all,  believe  me,  I  beseech  you; 

My  father  is  gone  wild  into  his  grave. 

For  in  his  tomb  lie  my  affections; 

And  with  his  spirit  sadly  I  survive, 

To  mock  the  expectation  of  the  world, 

To  frustrate  prophecies  and  to  raze  out 

Rotten  opinion,  who  hath  writ  me  down 

After  my  seeming.     The  tide  of  blood  in  me 

Hath  proudly  flow*d  in  vanity  till  now;  180 

Now  (loth  it  turn  and  ebb  back  to  the  sea. 

Where  it  shall  mingle  with  the  state  of  floods 

And  flow  henceforth  in  formal  majesty. 

Now  call  we  our  high  court  of  parliament: 

And  let  us  choose  such  limbs  of  noble  counsel. 

That  the  great  body  of  our  state  may  go 

In  equal  rank  with  the  best  govern 'a  nation ; 

That  war,  or  peace,  or  both  at  once,  may  be 

As  thin^  acquainted  and  familiar  to  us; 

In  whicli  you,  father,  shall  have  foremost  hand.  140 

Our  coronation  done,  we  will  accite, 

As  I  before  remembered,  all  our  state: 

And,  God  consigning  to  my  good  intents. 

No  prince  nor  peer  shall  have  Just  cause  to  say, 

God  shorten  Harry's  happy  life  one  dayl  [Exeunt 

Scene  IIL     GloueestersJiire,    Shallow's  orchard. 

Enter  Falstaff,  Shallow,  Silence,  Davy,  Babdolph, 

and  the  Page. 

ShaL  Nay,  vou   shall  see   my  orchard,  where,  in   an 
arbour,  we  will  eat  a  last  year's  pippin  of  my  own  gralfing, 
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with  a  dish  of  caraways,  and  so  forth:  come,  cousin  Silence; 
and  then  to  bed. 

jffhl.  Tore  God,  you  have  here  a  goodly  dwelling  and  a 
rich. 

8/i^U   Barren,  barren,  barren;  beggars  all,  beggars  all. 

Sir  John  marry,  good  air.     Spread,  Davy;  spread,  Davy: 

well  said,  Davy.  10 

,      Fal.  This  Davy  serves  you  for  good  uses;  he  is  your 

'  serving-man  and  your  husband. 

Sftal,  A  good  varlet,  a  good  varlet,  a  very  good  varlet. 
Sir  John;  by  the  mass,  I  have  drunk  too  much  sack  at 
supper:  a  ^od  varlet.     Now  sit  down,  now  sit  down, 
come,  cousin. 
Sit,  Ah  sirrah!  quoth-a,  we  shall 

Do  nothing  but  eat.  and  make  good  cheer,  [Singing. 
And  praise  God  for  the  merry  year: 
When  flesh  is  cheap  and  females  dear,  20 

And  lusty  lads  roam  here  and  there 

So  merrily. 
And  ever  among  so  memly. 
FcU,  There's  a  merry  heart!    Good  Master  Silence,  I'll 
give  you  a  health  for  that  anon 
8/ial.  Give  Master  Bardolph  some  wine,  Davy. 
Davy.  Sweet  sir,  sit;  I'll  be  with  you  anon;  most  sweet 
sir,  sit.    Master  page,  good  master  pa^e,  sit.     Pro  face! 
What  you  want  in  meat,  we'll  have  in  drink:  but  you  must 
bear;  the  heart's  all.  [Exit. 

Shal.  Be  merry.  Master  Bardolph ;  and,  my  little  soldier 
there,  be  merry. 
8U,  Be  merry,  be  merry,  my  wife  has  all;         [Singing. 
For  women  are  shrews,  both  short  and  tall : 
*Tis  merry  in  hall  when  beards  wag  all. 

And  welcome  merry  Shrove-tiae. 
Be  merry,  be  merry. 
ir&2.  I  did  ilot  think  Master  Silence  had  been  a  man  of 
this  mettle.  41 

SU.  Who,  I?    I  have  been  merry  twice  and  once  ere  now. 

Be  enter  Davy. 

Davy,  There's  a  dish  of  leather-coats  for  you. 

[To  Bardolpli. 
Shal.  Davy! 

Davy.  Your  worship!    I'll  be  with  you  straight  [to  Bar- 
dolph].   A  cup  of  wine,  sir? 
ait.  A  cup  of  wine  that's  brisk  and  fine,  [Singing. 

And  drink  unto  the  Icmnn  mine: 

And  a  merr>  hourt  lives  long-a.  CO 
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Fal.  Well  said.  Master  Silence. 

SH.  An  we  shall  be  merry,  now  comes  in  the  sweet  o' 
the  night. 

FaL  Health  and  long  life  to  you,  Master  Silence. 

SU,  Fill  the  cup,  and  let  it  come;  [Sinf^inff. 

1*11  pledge  you  a  mile  to  the  bottom. 

8hal,  Honest  iJai'dolph,  welcome:  if  thou  wantest  any 
thing,  and  wilt  not  call,  beshrcw  thy  heart.  Welcome,  my 
little  tiny  thief  [to  the  Page],  and  welcome  indeed  too.  Til 
drink  to  Master  Bardolph,  and  to  all  the  cavaleros  about 
London. 

Daty,  I  hope  to  sec  London  once  ere  I  die. 

Bard.  An  I  might  see  you  there,  Davy, — 

&idl.  By  the  mass,  you'll  crack  a  quart  together,  ha! 
will  you  not.  Master  Bardolph? 

Bard,  Yea,  sir,  in  a  pottle-pot. 

Slial,  By  Qod's  liggens,  I  thank  thee:  the  knave  will 
stick  by  thee,  I  can  assure  thee  that.  A'  will  not  out ;  he 
is  true  bred.  71 

Bard.  And  I'll  stick  by  him,  sir. 

8hal,  Why,  there  spoke  a  kine.  Lack  nothing:  bo 
merry.  [Knocking  within.^  Look  who's  at  door  there, 
ho!  who  knocks?  [Exit  Daty. 

Fal.  Why,  now  you  have  done  me  right. 

[To  Silence,  seeing  him  take  off  a  bumper. 

8U.  Do  me  right,  [Singing, 

And  dub  me  knight: 
Bamingo. 
Is't  not  so?  80 

Fal.  Tisso. 

SU.  Is't  so?  Why  then,  say  an  old  man  can  do  some- 
what. 

Be-enter  Davy. 

Davy.  An^t  please  your  worship,  there's  one  Pistol  come 
from  the  court  with  news. 
Fal.  From  the  court!  let  him  come  in. 

Enter  Pistol. 

How  now,  Pistol ! 

Fist  Sir  John,  God  save  you ! 

Fal.  What  wind  blew  you  hither.  Pistol?  89 

Pik.  Not  the  ill  wind  which  blows  no  man  to  good. 
Sweet  knight,  thou  art  now  one  of  the  greatest  men  in  this 
realm. 

SU.  By'r  lady,  I  think  a'  be,  but  goodman  Puff  of  Barson. 

Piit.  Puff! 
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Puff  in  thy  teeth,  most  recreant  coward  base  I 

Sir  John,  I  nm  thy  Pistol  and  thy  friend. 

And  helter-skelter  have  I  rode  to  thee. 

And  tidings  do  I  bring  and  lucky  joys 

And  eolden  times  and  happy  news  of  price  100 

¥cX.  I  pray  thee  now,  deliver  them  like  a  man  of  this 
world, 

put,  A  foutre  for  the  world  and  worldlings  base! 
I  speak  of  Africa  and  golden  joys. 

Fal,  O  base  Assyrian  knight,  what  is  thy  news? 
Let  King  Cophetua  know  the  truth  thereof. 

S'd.  And  Robin  Hood,  Scarlet,  and  John.  [Singtnff. 

PcHt.  Shall  dunghill  curs  confront  the  Helicons? 
And  shall  good  news  be  baf&ed? 
Then,  Pistol,  lay  thy  head  in  Furies'  lap.  110 

^U  Honest  gentleman,  I  know  not  3'our  breeding. 

put.  Why  then,  lament  therefore. 

8hal.  Give  me  pardon,  sir:  if,  sir,  you  come  with  news 
from  the  court,  I  take  it  there's  but  two  ways,  cither  to 
utter  them,  or  to  conceal  them.  I  am,  sir,  under  the  king, 
in  some  authority. 

put.  Under  which  king,  Besonian?  speak,  or  die. 

Shot.  Under  King  Harry. 

Pist.  Harry  the  Fourth?  or  Fifth? 

8h<U.  Harry  the  Fourth. 

put  A  foutre  for  thine  office!         120 

Sir  John,  thy  tender  lambkin  now  is  king; 
Harry  the  Fifth's  the  man.    I  speak  the  truth: 
When  Pistol  lies,  do  this;  and  fig  me,  like 
The  bragging  Spaniard. 

Fal,  What,  is  the  old  king  dead? 

put.  As  nail  in  door;  the  things  I  speak  are  just. 

FaX,  Away,  Bardolph !  saddle  my  horse.  Master  Robert 
Shallow,  choose  what  office  thou  wilt  in  the  land,  'tis  thine. 
Pistol,  I  will  double-charge  thee  with  dignities.  130 

Bard.  O  joyful  day  I 
I  would  not  take  a  knighthood  for  my  fortune. 

put.  What!  I  do  bring  good  news. 

Fed.  Carry  Master  Silence  to  bed.  Master  Shallow,  my 
Lord  Shallow, — be  what  thou  wilt;  lam  fortune's  steward 
—get  on  thy  boots:  we'll  ride  all  night.  O  sweet  Pistol! 
Away,  Bardolph!  {Exit  Bard.^  Come,  Pistol,  utter  more 
to  me;  and  withal  devise  something  to  do  thyself  good. 
Boot,  boot,  Master  Shallow:  I  know  the  young  king  is  sick 
forme.  Let  us  take  any  man's  horses;  the  Taws  of  Eng- 
land are  at  my  commandment.  Blessed  are  they  that  have 
been  my  friends;  and  woe  to  my  lord  chief -justice  I 
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Put.  Let  vultures  vile  seize  on  his  lungs  also! 
*•  Where  is  the  life  tliat  late  I  led?"  say  they: 
Why,  here  it  is;  welcome  these  pleasant  days!       [Exeunt. 

Scene  IV.    London.    A  street 

Eivter  Beadles,  dragging  in  Hostess  Quickly  and  Doll 

Tearbheet. 

Host.  No,  thou  aiTant  knave;   I  would  to  God  that  1 1 
might  die.  that  I  might  have  thee  hanged:  thou  hast  drawn 
my  shoulder  out  of  joint. 

t\r8t  Bead.  The  constables  have  delivered  her  over  to 
me;  and  she  shall  have  whipping  cheer  enough,  I  warrant 
her:  there  hath  been  a  man  or  two  lately  killed  about  her. 

Dol.  Nut-hook,  nut-hook,  you  lie.  Come  on:  I'll  tell 
thee  what,  thou  damned  tripe-visaged  rascal,  an  the  child 
I  now  go  with  do  miscarry,  thou  wert  better  thou  hadst 
struck  tny  mother,  thou  paper-faced  villain. 

llfMit.  O  the  Lord,  that  Sir  John  were  come!  he  would 
make  this  a  bloody  day  to  somebody.  But  I  pray  God  the 
fruit  of  Jier  womb  miscarry. 

First  Dead.  If  it  do,  you  shall  have  a  dozen  of  cushions 
again;  you  have  but  eleven  now.  Come,  I  charcc you  Iwth 
go  with  me;  for  the  man  is  dead  tliat  you  andT*istol  beat 
amongst  you. 

DoL  I'll  tell  you  what,  you  thin  man  in  a  censer,  I  will 
have  you  as  soundly  swinged  for  this. — ^you  blue-bottle 
rogue,  you  filthy  famished  correctioner,  if  you  be  not 
swinged,  I'll  forswear  half-kirtles. 

Fir»t  JBead.  Come,  come,  you  she  knight-eiTant,  come. 

HoHt.  O  God,  that  right  should  thus  overcome  might! 
Well,  of  sufferance  comes  ease. 

DoL  Come,  you  rogue,  come ;  bring  me  to  a  justice.    80 

Host.  Ay,  come,  you  starved  blood -hound. 

Dol.  Goodman  death,. good  man  bones! 

Hod.  Thou  atomy,  thou! 

Dol.  Come,  you  thin  thing;  come,  you  rascaL 

First  Bead,  Very  well,  [Exeunt, 

ScENft  V.    A  public  place  near  Westminster  Abbey. 

Enter  tvco  Grooms,  strewing  rusJics. 

First  Qroom.  i^lore  rushes,  more  rushes. 
^c.  Groom.  The  trumpets  have  sounded  twice. 
First  Qroom.  'Twill  be  two  o'clock  ere  they  come  from 
the  conmation:  dispatch,  disimtch.  [Exeunt, 

Eiitcr  Falbtaff,  Shallow,  Pistol,  Bardolth,  and  Page. 
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Fal  Stand  here  by  mc,  Master  Robert  Shallow;  I  will 
make  the  king  do  you  grace:  I  will  leer  upon  bim  as  a' 
comes  by ;  and  do  but  mark  the  countenance  that  ho  will 
give  me. 

PisL  God  bless  thy  lungs,  good  knight.  9 

Fal.  Come  here,  Pistol;  stand  behind  me.  O,  if  I  had 
had  time  to  have  made  new  liveries,  I  would  have  bestowed 
the  thousand  pound  I  borrowed  of  ^'ou.  But  His  no  mat- 
ter; this  poor  show  doth  better:  this  doth  infer  the  zeal  I 
had  to  see  him. 

8hal.  It  doth  so. 

IfkU,  It  shows  my  earnestness  of  affection, — 

Shal,  It  doth  so. 

FcU.  My  devotion, — 

8hal.  It  doth,  it  doth,  it  doth.  20 

Fal,  As  it  were,  to  ride  day  and  night ;  and  not  to  delib- 
erate, not  to  remember,  not  to  have  patience  to  shift  me, — 

JShfd.  It  is  best,  ceitaiu. 

FaL  But  to  stand  stained  with  travel,  and  sweating  with 
desire  to  see  him;  thinking  of  nothing  else,  putting  all 
affairs  else  in  oblivion,  as  if  there  were  nothing  else  to  be 
done  but  to  see  him.  29 

JRur/.  'Tis  ''semper  idem/*  for  "obsque  hoc  nihil  est:" 
'tis  all  in  every  part. 

Shal.  Tis  so,  indeed. 

IH$t  My  knight,  I  will  inflame  thy  noble  liver, 
And  make  thee  race. 

Thj  Doll,  and  Helen  of  thy  noble  thoughts, 
Is  m  base  durance  and  contagious  prison ; 
Haled  thither 

By  most  mechanical  and  dirty  hand : 
Rouse  up  revenge  from  ebon  den  with  fell  A]ecto*s  snake, 
For  Doll  is  in.     Fistol  speaks  nought  but  truth.  40 

Fal.  1  will  deliver  her. 

[Sfiauts  within,  and  tJu  trumpets  tound. 

Piit.  There  roar*d  the  sea,  and  trumpet-clangor  sounds. 

Enter  the  King  and  hit  train,  tJie  Lord  Chief- Justice 

among  th^, 

Fal,  God  save  thy  grace,  King  Hal !  my  royal  Hal ! 
Pitt.  Tlie  heavens  Qiee  guard  and  keep,  most  royal  imp 
of  fame! 
Fctl.  God  save  thee,  my  sweet  boy! 
King.  My  lord  chief -just  ice,  speak  to  that  vain  man. 
Ch.  Jmt.  Have  you  your  wits?  know  you  what  'tis  you 

speak? 
FaL  My  king!  my  Jove!  I  speak  to  thee,  my  heart  I    50 
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Kinp.  I  know  thee  not,  old  man:  fall  to  thy  prayers; 
How  ill  while  hairs  become  a  fool  and  jester! 
I  liave  long  dream 'd  of  such  a  kind  of  man. 
So  surfeit-sweli'd,  so  old  and  so  profane; 
But,  being  awaked,  I  do  despise  my  dream. 
Make  less  thy  body  hence,  and  more  thy  srace; 
Leave  gormandizing;  know  the  erave  doth  gape 
For  thee  thrice  wider  than  for  other  men. 
Reply  not  to  me  with  a  fool-born  jest: 
Presume  not  that  I  am  the  thing  I  was;  GO 

For  God  doth  know,  so  shall  the  world  perceiye. 
That  I  have  turn'd  away  my  former  self; 
So  will  I  those  that  kept  me  company. 
When  thou  dost  hear  I  am  as  I  have  been, 
Approach  me,  and  thou  shalt  be  as  thou  wast. 
The  tutor  and  the  feeder  of  my  riots: 
Till  then,  I  banish  thee,  on  pain  of  death. 
As  I  have  done  the  rest  of  my  misleaders, 
Not  to  come  near  our  person  by  ten  mile. 
For  competence  of  life  I  will  allow  you,  70 

That  lack  of  means  enforce  you  not  to  evil : 
And,  as  we  hear  you  do  reform  yourselves, 
We  will,  according  to  your  strengths  and  qualities. 
Give  you  advancement.     Be  it  your  charge,  my  lord, 
To  see  perform'd  the  tenour  of  our  word. 
Set  on.  {Exeynt  King,  dtc. 

Fal.  Master  Shallow,  I  owe  you  a  thousand  pound. 

ShaL  Yea,  marry.  Sir  John ;  which  I  beseech  you  to  let 
me  have  home  with  me.  80 

Fed,  That  can  hardly  be,  Master  Shallow.  Do  not  you 
grieve  at  this;  I  shall  be  sent  for  in  private  to  him:  look 
you,  he  must  seem  thus  to  the  world:  fear  not  your  ad 
vancements;  I  will  be  the  man  yet  that  shall  make  yor 
great. 

SfLol.  I  cannot  well  perceive  how,  unless  3'^ou  should  givo 
me  your  double^  and  stuff  me  out  with  straw.  I  beseech 
you,  good  Sir  John,  let  me  have  five  hundred  of  my  thou- 
sand. 

Fal,  Sir,  I  will  be  as  good  as  my  word :  this  that  you 
heard  was  but  a  colour.  91 

8haZ,  A  colour  that  I  fear  you  wijl  die  in.  Sir  John. 

FOfl.  Fear  no  colours:  go  with  me  to  dinner:  come,  Lieu* 
tenant  Pistol;  come,  Bardolph:  I  shall  be  sent  for  soon  p^ 
night. 

Ee^rUer  Prince  John,  the  Lord  Chief- Justice;  Officers 

with  them. 
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Ch,  JtiM,  Go,  carry  Sir  John  Fahtaff  to  the  Fleet: 
Take  all  his  compaDy  along  with  him. 

Fal,  My  lord,  my  lord, — 

Ch.  JiiJtt.  I  cannot  now  speak:  I  will  hear  you  soon.  100 
Take  them  away. 

Pist.  Si  fortiina  me  tormenta,  spero  contenta. 

[^Bjpeunt  aU  but  Prince  John  and  the  Chief-Jtutiee, 

Lan.  I  like  this  fair  proceeding  of  the  king's: 
He  hath  intent  his  wonted  followers 
Shall  all  be  ver^  well  provided  for; 
But  all  are  banished  till  their  conversations 
Appear  more  wise  and  modest  to  the  world. 

Oh.  Jutd,  And  so  they  are. 

Lan.  The  king  hath  caird  his  parliament,  my  lord. 

Ch.Juet.  HehaUi.  110 

Lan.  I  will  lay-  odds  that,  ere  this  year  expire, 
We  bear  our  civil  swords  and  native  fire 
As  far  as  France ;  I  heard  a  bird  so  sing, 
Whose  music,  to  my  thinking,  pleased  the  king. 
Come,  will  you  hence?  [Exeunt, 

EPILOGUE. 
Spoken  by  a  Dancer. 

First  my  fear;  then  my  courtesy;  last  my  speech.  My 
fear  is,  your  displeasure;  my  courtesy,  mv  duty;  and  my 
speech,  to  beg  your  pardons.  If  you  look  for  a  good  speech 
now,  you  undo  me .  for  what  I  have  to  say  is  of  mine  own 
making;  and  what  indeed  I  should  say  will,  I  doubt,  prove 
my  own  marring.  But  to  the  purpose,  and  so  to  the  ven- 
ture. Be  it  known  to  you,  as  it  is  very  well,  I  was  lately 
here  in  the  end  of  a  displeasing  play,  to  pray  your  patience 
for  it  and  to  promise  you  a  l)etter.  I  meant  indeed  to  pay 
you  with  this;  which,  if  like  an  ill  venture  it  come  unluck- 
ily home,  I  break,  and  you,  my  gentle  creditors,  lose. 
Here  I  promised  you  I  would  be  and  here  I  commit  my 
body  to  your  mercies:  bate  me  some  and  I  will  pay  you 
some  and,  as  most  debtors  do,  promise  you  infinitely. 

If  my  tongue  cannot  entreat  you  to  acquit  me,  will  you 
command  me  to  use  my  legs?  and  vet  that  were  but  light 
payment,  to  dance  out  of  your  debt.  But  a  good  con- 
science will  make  any  possible  satisfaction,  and  so  would 
I.  All  the  gentlewomen  here  have  forgiven  me :  if  the  gen- 
tlemen  will  not,  then  the  gentlemen  do  not  agree  with  the 
gentlewomen,  which  was  never  seen  before  in  such  an 
assembly. 

One  word  more,  I  beseech  you.    If  you  be  not  too  much 
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cloyed  with  fat  meat,  our  humble  author  will  continue  the 
story,  with  Sir  John  in  it,  and  make  you  merry  with  fair 
Katharine  of  France:  where,  for  anything  I  know,  FalstafI 
shall  die  of  a  sweat,  unless  already  a*  be  killed  with  your 
hard  opinions;  for  Oldcastlc  died  a  martyr,  and  this  is  not 
the  man.  My  tongue  is  weary;  when  my'legsare  too,  I  will 
bid  you  good  night:  and  so  kneel  down  before  yon;  but, 
indeed,  to  pray  for  the  queen. 


THE  LIFE  OF 

KING  HENEY  THE  FIFTE 


DRAMATIS  PERSONS. 

Knro  HiKRT  the  Fifth.  Cbarlbs     tho    Sixth,  King   of 

rSil  n»  i£l2S»?™"'  i^S^tS"    Lbwi£  Uie  Dauphin. 
DukkofBtofoed,        r    King,      Duoa  of  Bcjrgdxdy,  Orleans, 

DuKK  OF  ExBTER,  UDcle   to  the       and  Bourbon. 

King.  The  Constable  of  France.  4 

DvKC  OF  York,  coucin  to  the  King.  Ramburbs  and  GttAVDPRk,  French  ^ 

ifiARLB  or  Sausbuby,  WbbtkobB'       Lords. 

LAND,  and  Warwick.  Governor  of  Harfleur. 

>Archbi8Hop  of  Canterbury.  Montjoy,  a  French  Herald. 

BwHop  of  Ely.  AmTVassadors  to  the  King  of  Eng- 
Earl  OF  Cambridob.^  land. 

Lord  Scroop.    •-  Isabel,  Queen  of  France. 

Sir  Thomas  Grey.*^  Katharine,  daughter  to  Charles 
Sir  Thomas  ERPiMOHAHi  Gover;       and  Liabel. 

Fluellen,  Macvorrib.  Jamy,  Alice,  a  lady  attending  on  her. 

officers  in  King  Henry's  army.  Hostess  of  a  tavern  in  Eastcheap. 
Bates,  Court,  Williams,  soldiers       formerly  MiRtress  Quickly,  aud 

in  the  mme.  now  married  to  Pistol. 

Pistol,  Nym,  Babdolph.  Lords,  Ladies,  Officers,  Soldiers, 
Boy.  CitiEens,  Messengers,  and  At- 

A  Herald.  tendants.    Cliorus . 

Scene:  England;  qfUrwards  France, 

PROLOGUE. 

Enter  Chorus. 

ChoT,  O  for  a  Muse  of  fire,  that  would  ascend 
Tiie  brightest  heaven  of  invention, 
A  kingdom  for  a  stage,  priuces  to  act 
And  mouarclis  to  beliold  the  swelling  scene! 
Then  should  the  warlike  Harry,  like  himself* 
Assume  the  port  of  Mara;  and  at  his  heels. 
Leasli'd  in  like  hounds,  should  famine,  sword  and  fire 
Crouch  for  employment.     But  pardon,  gentles  all. 
The  flat  unraisod  spirits  that  have  dared 
On  this  unworthy  scafiold  to  bring  forth.  10 

(281) 
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So  great  an  object:  can  this  cockpit  hold 

The  vasty  fields  of  France?  cr  may  wc  cram 

Within  this  wooden  O  the  very  casques 

That  did  affright  the  air  at  Agincourt? 

O,  pardon  I  since  a  crooked  figure  may 

Attest  in  little  place  a  million; 

And  let  us,  ciphers  to  Uiis  great  accoropt. 

On  your  imaginary  forces  work. 

Suppose  within  the  girdle  of  these  walls 

Are  now  confined  two  mighty  monarchies,  20 

Whose  high  upreared  and  abutting  fronts 

The  perilous  narrow  ocean  parts  asunder: 

Piece  out  our  imperfections  with  your  thoughts; 

Into  a  thousand  parts  divide  one  man, 

And  make  imaginary  puissance; 

Think,  when  we  talfc  of  horses,  that  you  see  them 

Printing  their  proud  hoofs  i'  the  receiving  earth ; 

For  'tis  your  thoughts  that  now  must  deck  our  kings, 

Carrjr  them  here  and  there;  jumping  o'er  times, 

Turning  tlie  accomplishment  of  many  years  80 

Into  an  hour-glass:  for  the  which  supply. 

Admit  me  Chorus  to  this  history ; 

Who  prologue-like  your  humble  patience  pray, 

Gently  to  hear,  kinaiy  to  judge,  our  play.  [Exit, 

ACT  I. 

ScENB  I.    London,    An  ante-chamber  in  the  King's  palace 

Enter  the  Archbishop  of  Canterbury,  and  t/ie  Bishop  of 

Ely. 

Cant,  My  lord,  I'll  tell  you;  tliat  self  bill  is  urged. 
Which  in  the  eleventh  year  of  the  last  kinc'd  reign 
Was  like,  and  had  indeed  against  us  pass'd. 
But  that  the  scambling  and  unquiet  time 
Did  push  it  out  of  farther  question. 

My,  But  how.  my  lord,  shall  we  resist  it  now? 

Cant,  It  must  be  thought  on.     If  it  pass  against  us, 
We  lose  the  better  half  of  our  possession: 
For  all  the  temporal  lands  which  men  devout 
By  testament  have  given  to  the  church  10 

Would  they  strip  from  us;  being  valued  thus: 
As  much  as  would  maintain,  to  the  king's  honour. 
Full  fifteen  carls  and  fifteen  hundred  knights. 
Six  thousand  and  two  hundred  good  esquires; 
And,  to  relief  of  lazars  and  weak  age, 
Of  indigent  faint  eouU  past  corporal  toil, 
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A  hundred  almshouses  ri^ht  well  supplied; 

And  to  the  coffers  of  the Iting  beside, 

A  tliousaud  pounds  by  the  year:  thus  mns  the  bill. 

Ely.  This  would  drink  deep. 

Cant,  Twould  drink  the  cup  and  all.    20 

Ely.  But  what  prevention? 

Cant.  The  king  is  full  of  grace  and  fair  regard. 

Ety.  And  a  true  lover  of  the  holy  church.  " 

Cant,  The  courses  of  his  ^outh  promised  it  not. 
The  breath  no  sooner  left  his  father's  body, 
But  that  his  wildness,  mortified  in  him, 
Seem'd  to  die  too;  yea,  at  that  very  moment 
Consideration,  like  an  angel,  came 
And  whipped  the  offending  Adam  out  of  him, 
« Leaving  his  body  as  a  paradise,  80 

To  envelop  and  contain  celestial  spirits. 
Never  was  such  a  sudden  scholar  made ; 
Never  came  reformation  in  a  flood, 
With  such  a  headv  currancc,  scouring  faults; 
Nor  never  Hydra-headed  wilfulness 
So  soon  did  lose  his  seat  and  all  at  onco 
As  in  this  king. 

My.  We  are  blessed  in  the  change. 

Caitt.  Hear  him  but  reason  in  divinity, 
And  all-admiring  with  an  inward  wish 
You  would  desire  the  king  were  made  a  prelate:  40 

Hear  him  debate  of  commonwealth  affairs, 
You  would  say  it  hath  been  all  in  all  his  study: 
List  his  discourse  of  war,  and  you  shall  hear 
A  fearful  battle  render'd  vou  in  music: 
Turn  him  to  any  cause  of  policy, 
The  Gk>rdian  knot  of  it  he  will  unloose. 
Familiar  as  his  garter:  that,  when  he  speaks. 
The  air,  a  charter'd  libertine,  is  still, 
And  the  mute  wonder  lurketh  in  men's  ears. 
To  steal  his  sweet  and  honey *d  sentences;  50 

8o  that  the  art  and  practic  part  of  life 
Must  1)6  the  mistress  to  this  theoric: 
Which  is  a  wonder  how  his  grace  shonld'glean  it, 
8ince  his  addiction  was  to  courses  vain, 
His  companies  unlettered,  rude  and  shallow. 
His  hours  filfd  up  with  riots,  banquets,  sports. 
And  never  noted  in  him  any  study, 
Any  retirement,  any  sequestration 
From  open  haunts  and  popularity. 

Ely.  The  strawberry  grows  underneath  the  nettle       60 
And  wholesome  berries  thrive  and  ripen  best 
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Neighboured  by  fruit  of  baser  quality: 
And  so  the  prince  obscured  his  contemplation 
Under  the  veil  of  wildness;  which,  no  doubt. 
Grew  like  the  summer  grass,  fastest  by  night, 
Unseen,  yet  crescive  in  his  faculty. 

Cant  It  must  be  so;  for  miracles  are  ceased; 
And  therefore  we  must  needs  admit  the  means 
How  things  are  perfected. 

My.  But,  my  good  lord. 

How  now  for  mitigation  of  this  bill  70 

Urged  b}'  tiie  commons?    Doth  his  majesty 
Incline  to  it,  or  no? 

CanU  He  seems  indifferent. 

Or  rather  swaying  more  upon  our  part 
Than  cherishing  the  exhibiters  against  us; 
For  I  have  made  nn  offer  to  his  majesty, 
Upon  our  spiritual  convocation 
And  in  regard  of  causes  now  in  hand. 
Which  I  have  open'd  to  his  grace  at  large, 
As  touching  France,  to  give  a  gi'oater  sum 
Than  ever  at  one  time  the  clergy  yet  80 

Did  to  his  predecessors  part  withal. 

Ely.  How  did  this  oner  seem  received,  my  lord? 

Cant.  With  good  acceptance  of  his  majesty ; 
Save  that  there  was  not  time  enough  to  hear. 
As  I  perceived  his  grace  would  fain  have  done, 
The  scvcrals  and  unhidden  passages 
Of  his  trae  titles  to  some  certain  dukedoms 
And  generally  to  the  crown  and  seat  of  France 
Derived  from  Edward,  his  creat-grandfather. 

Elyi  What  was  the  impediment  that  broke  this  off?     00 

Cant.  The  French  ambassador  upon  that  instant 
Craved  audience;  and  the  hour,  I  think,  is  come 
To  give  him  hearing:  is  it  four  o'clock? 

Ely.  It  is. 

Cant.  Then  go  we  in,  to  know  his  embassy; 
Which  I  could  with  a  ready  guess  declare, 
Before  the  Frenchman  speak  a  word  of  it. 

Ely.  I'll  wait  upon  you,  and  I  long  to  hear  it.    [Exeunk 

Scene  II.     The  same.     The  Preeenee  chamber. 

Enter  King  Hekbt,   Gloucbbter,  Bedford,  Exsteb, 
Wabwick,  Westmobelakd,  and  Attendants. 

K.  Sen.  Where  is  my  gracious  Lord  of  Canterbury? 
Ege.  Not  here  in  presence. 
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K.  Hen.  Send  for  him,  good  uncle. 

Wed.  Slmll  \rc  call  in  the  ambassador,  my  liege? 

K.  Hen.  Not  yet,  my  cousin:  \vc  would  be  resolved. 
Before  we  hear  him,  of  some  things  of  weight 
That  tusk  our  thoughts,  concerning  us  and  France. 

Enter  tht  Abcubxshop  of  Cantkkbury,  and  die  Bishop  op 

Ely. 

Cant.  God  aiid  his  angels  ^uard  your  sacred  throne 
And  make  you  long  become  it ! 

K.  Hen.  Sure,  we  thank  you. 

My  learned  lord,  we  pmy  you  to  proceed 
And  justly  and  religiously  unfold  10 

Why  the  law  Salique  that  they  have  in  France 
Oc  should,  or  should  not,  bar  us  in  our  claim: 
And  God  forbid,  my  dear  and  faithful  lord, 
That  you  should  fashion,  wrest,  or  bow  your  reading, 
Or  nicely  charge  your  understanding  soul 
With  opening  titles  miscrcatc,  whose  right 
Suits  not  in  native  colours  with  the  trutli ; 
For  God  doth  know  how  many  now  in  health 
Shall  drop  their  blood  in  approbation 
Of  what  your  reverence  shall  incite  us  to.  SO 

Therefore  take  heed  how  you  impawn  our  person. 
How  you  awake  our  sleeping  sword  of  war: 
We  charge  you,  in  the  name  of  God,  take  heed; 
For  never  two  such  kingdoms  did  contend 
Without  much  fall  of  blood;  whose  guiltless  drops 
Are  every  one  a  woe,  a  sore  complaint 
'Gainst  him  whose  wrong  gives  edge  unto  the  swords 
That  make  such  waste  in  brief  mortality. 
Under  this  conjuration  speak,  my  lord; 
For  we  will  hear,  note  and  believe  in  heart  80 

That  what  you  speak  is  in  your  conscience  wasb'd 
As  pure  as  sin  with  baptism. 

Cant.  Then  hear  me,  gracious  sovereign,  and  you  peers, 
Tliat  owe  yourselves,  your  lives  and  services 
To  this  imperial  throne.     There  is  no  bar 
To  make  against  your  highness*  claim  to  France 
But  this,  which  they  produce  from  Pharamond, 
**  In  terram  Saltcam  mulieres  ne  snccedant;" 
*'  No  woman  shall  succeed  in  Salique  land;" 
Which  Saliqne  land  the  French  unjustly  gloze  40 

To  be  the  realm  of  France  and  Pharamond 
The  founder  of  this  law  and  female  bar. 
Yet  their  own  authors  faithfully  aflii'm 
That  the  land  Salique  is  in  Geniiany, 
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Between  the  floods  of  Sala  and  of  Elbe; 

Where  Charles  the  Great,  having  subdued  the  Saxons, 

There  left  behind  and  settled  certain  French; 

Who,  holding  in  disdain  the  German  women 

For  some  dishonest  manners/of  their  life, 

Establish'd  then  this  law;  to  wit.  no  female  50 

Should  be  inheritrix  in  Salique  laud: 

Which  Salique,  as  I  said,  'twixt  Elbe  and  Sala, 

Is  at  this  day  in  Germany  call'd  Meisen, 

Then  doth  it  well  appear  the  Saliqiie  law 

Was  not  devised  for  the  realm  of  France ; 

Nor  did  the  Fren61i  possess  the  Salique  land 

Until  four  hundred  one  and  twenty  years 

After  defunction  of  King  Pharamond, 

Idly  supposed  the  founder  of  this  law ; 

Who  died  within  the  year  of  our  redemption 

Four  hundred  and  twenty-six;  and  Charles  the  Great     CO 

Subdued  the  Saxons,  and  did  seat  the  French 

Beyond  the  river  Sala,  in  the  year 

Eight  hundred  five.    Besides,  their  writere  say, 

King  Pepin,  which  deposed  Childeric, 

Did,  as  heir  general,  being  descended 

Of  Blithild,  which  was  daughter  to  King  Clothair, 

Hake  claim  and  title  to  the  crown  of  France, 

Hu^h  Capet  also,  who  usurped  the  crown 

Of  Charles  the  duke  of  Lorraine,  sole  heir  male  70 

Of  the  true  line  and  stock  of  Charles  tiie  Great, 

To  find  his  title  with  some  shows  of  trutlj, 

Though,  in  pure  truth,  it  was  corrupt  and  naughty 

Convey'd  himself  as  heir  to  the  Lady  Lingarc, 

Daughter  to  Charlemain,  who  was  the  son 

To  Lewis  the  emperor,  and  Lewis  the  son 

Of  Charles  the  Great.    Also  King  Lewis  the  Tenth, 

Who  was  sole  heir  to  the  usurper  Capet, 

Could  not  keep  quiet  in  his  conscience, 

Weariujf  the  crown  of  France,  till  satisfied  80 

That  fair  Queen  Isabel,  his  grandmother, 

Was  lineal  of  the  Lady  Ermen^re, 

Daughter  to  Charles  the  foresaid  duke  of  Lorraine: 

Bv  the  which  marriage  the  line  of  Charles  the  Great 

Was  re-united  to  the  crown  of  France. 

So  that,  as  clear  as  is  the  summer*s  sun, 

King  Pepin*s  title  and  Hugh  Capet's  claim, 

King  Lewis  his  satisfaction,  all  appear 

To  hold  in  right  and  title  of  the  female: 

So  do  the  kings  of  France  unto  this  day;  90 

Howbeit  they  would  hold  up  this  Salique  law 
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To  bar  your  highness  claiming  from  tho  female, 
And  rather  choose  to  hide  them  in  a  net 
Than  amply  to  imbar  their  crooked  titles 
Usurp'd  from  you  and  your  progenitors. 

K.  Hen,  May  I  with  right  and  conscience  make  this 
claim? 

Cant,  The  sin  upon  my  head,  dread  sovereign! 
For  in  the  book  of  Numbers  is  it  writ, 
When  the  man  dies,  let  the  iniicritancc 
Descend  unto  the  daughter.     Gracious  lord,  100 

Stand  for  your  own ;  unwind  your  bloody  flag; 
Look  back  into  your  mighty  ancestors: 
Go,  my  dread  lord,  to  your  great-grandsirc's  tomb. 
From  whom  you  claim ;  invoke  his  warlike  spirit. 
And  your  great-uncle*s,  Edward  the  Black  Prince, 
Who  on  the  French  ground  play'd  n  tragedy. 
Making  defeat  on  the  full  power  of  France, 
Whiles  his  most  mighty  father  on  a  hill 
Stood  smiling  to  behold  his  lion's  whelp 
Forage  in  blood  of  French  nobility.  110 

O  noble  English,  that  could  entertain 
With  half  their  forces  the  full  pride  of  France 
And  let  another  half  stand  laughing  by, 
All  out  of  work  and  cold  for  action  1 

Ely.  Awake  remembrance  of  these  valiant  dead 
And  with  your  puissant  arm  renew  their  feats: 
You  are  their  heir;  you  sit  upon  their  throne; 
The  blood  and  courage  that  renowned  them 
Runs  in  your  veins;  and  my  thrice-puissant  liege 
Is  in  the  very  May-morn  of  his  youth,  120 

Ripe  for  exploits  and  mighty  enterprises. 

Bxe.  Your  brother  kings  and  monarchs  of  the  earth 
Do  all  expect  that  you  should  rouse  yourself. 
As  did  the  former  lions  of  your  blood. 

We*t.  They  know  your  grace  hath  cause  and  means  and 
might; 
So  hath  your  highness;  never  king  of  England 
Had  nobles  richer  and  more  loyal  subjects, 
Whose  hearts  have  left  their  bodies  here  in  England 
And  lie  pavilion'd  in  the  fields  of  France. 

Cant.  O,  let  their  bodies  follow,  my  dear  liege,  180 

With  blood  and  sword  and  fire  to  win  your  right; 
In  aid  whereof  we  of  the  spiritualty 
Will  raise  your  higlmess  such  a  mighty  sum 
As  never  did  the  clergy  at  one  time 
Bring  in  to  any  of  your  ancestors. 

JST.  Hen,  Wc  must  not  only  arm  to  invade  the  French, 
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But  lay  down  our  proportions  to  defend 
Against  the  Scot,  wlio  will  make  road  upon  us 
With  all  advantages. 

Cant  They  of  those  marches,  gracious  sovereign,       140 
Shall  be  a  wall  sufficient  to  defend 
Our  inland  from  the  pilfering  borderers. 

K,  Hen.  We  do  not  mean  the  coursing  snatchers  only, 
But  fear  the  main  intendment  of  the  Scot, 
Who  hath  been  still  a  giddy  neighbour  to  us; 
For  you  sliall  read  that  my  great-CTandfather 
Never  went  with  liis  forces  into  France 
But  that  the  Scot  on  his  unfurnished  kingdom 
Came  pouring,  like  the  tide  into  a  breach, 
With  ample  and  brim  fulness  of  his  force,  150 

Galling  the  gleaned  land  with  hot  assays, 
Girding  with  grievous  siege  castle  and  towns; 
That  England,  being  empty  of  defence, 
Hath  shook  and  trembled  at  the  ill  neighbourhood. 

Cant,  She  hath  been  then  more  fe&rd  than  harm'd,  my 
liege; 
For  hear  her  but  exampled  by  herself: 
When  all  her  chivalry  hath  bsen  in  France 
And  she  a  mourning  widow  of  her  nobles, 
She  hath  herself  not  only  well  defended 
But  taken  and  impounded  as  a  stray  160 

The  King  of  Scots;  whom  she  did  send  to  France, 
To  fill  Kmg  Edward's  fame  with  prisoner  kings 
And  make  her  chronicle  as  rich  with  praise 
As  is  the  ooze  and  bottom  of  the  sea 
With  sunken  wreck  and  sumlcss  treasuries. 

West  But  there's  a  saying  very  old  and  true, 
"  If  that  you  will  France  win, 
Tlien  with  Scotland  first  begin:" 
For  once  the  eagle  England  being  in  prey, 
To  her  unguarded  nest  the  weasel  Scot  170 

Comes  sneaking  and  so  sucks  her  princely  eggs, 
Pla3'ing  the  mouse  in  absence  of  the  cat, 
To  tear  and  havoc  more  than  she  can  cat. 

Kc<!.  It  follows  then  the  cat  must  stay  at  home: 
Yet  that  is  but  a  cnisli'd  necessity. 
Since  we  have  locks  to  safeguara  necessaries, 
An<l  pretty  traps  to  catch  the  petty  thieves. 
While  that  the  armed  hand  doth  fight  abroad, 
The  advised  head  defends  itself  at  lioine; 
For  government,  though  high  and  low  and  lower,  180 

Put  into  parts,  doth  keep  in  one  consent, 
Congreeing  in  a  full  and  natural  close, 
Lik«  music  < 
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Cant,        Therefore  doth  heaven  divide 
The  8tate  of  man  in  divers  functions, . 
Setting  endeavour  in  continual  motion; 
To  wliich  is  fixed,  as  an  aim  or  butt. 
Obedience:  for  so  work  the  honey-bees. 
Creatures  that  by  a  rule  in  nature  teach 
The  act  of  order  to  a  peopled  kingdom. 
They  have  a  king  and  officers  of  sorts;  100 

Where  some,  like  magistrates,  correct  at  home. 
Others,  like  merchants,  venture  trade  abroad, 
Others,  like  soldiers,  armed  in  their  stings, 
Make  boot  upon  the  summer's  velvet  buds. 
Which  pillage  they  with  merry  march  bring  home 
To  the  tent  royal  of  their  emperor: 
Who,  busied  in  his  majestj,  surveys 
The  singing  masons  building  roofs  of  gold. 
The  civil  citizens  kneading  up  the  honey. 
The  poor  mechanic  porters  crowding  in  200 

Their  heavy  burdens  at  his  narrow  gate. 
The  sad-eyed  justice,  with  his  surly  hum. 
Delivering  o'er  to  executors  pale 
The  lazy  yawning  drone.     I  this  infer. 
That  many  things,  havlne  full  reference 
To  one  consent,  may  work  contrariously: 
As  many  arrows,  loosed  several  ways. 
Come  to  one  mark;  as  many  ways  meet  in  one  town; 
.\js  many  fresh  streams  meet  in  one  salt  sea; 
As  many  lines  close  in  the  dial's  centre ;  210 

So  many  a  thousand  actions,  once  afoot. 
End  in  one  purpose,  and  be  all  well  borne 
Without  defeat     Therefore  to  France,  my  liege. 
Divide  your  happy  England  intoiour; 
Whereof  take  you  one  quarter  into  France, 
And  you  withal  shall  make  all  Gallia  shake. 
If  we,  with  thrice  such  powers  left  at  home, 
Cannot  defend  our  own  doors  from  the  dog. 
Let  us  be  worried  and  our  nation  lose 
The  name  of  hardiness  and  policy.  220 

K,  Hen.  Call  in  tlio  messengers  sent  'from  Ihc  Dauphin. 

[Exeunt  some  Attendants, 
Now  are  we  well  resolved ;  and,  by  God's  help. 
And  yours,  the  noble  sinews  of  our  power, 
France  being  ours,  we'll  bend  it  to  our  awe. 
Or  break  it  all  to  pieces:  or  there  we'll  sit, 
Huling  in  large  and  ample  empcr^ 
0*er  France  and  all  her  almost  kmgly  dukedoms. 
Or  lay  these  bones  in  an  unworthy  urn, 

RHAK  II.— 10 
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Tombloss,  with  no  remembrance  over  Ihcm: 

Either  our  history  shall  with  full  mouth  330 

Speak  freely  of  our  acts,  or  else  our  grave, 

Like  Turkish  mute,  shall  have  a  tongueless  mouth. 

Not  worsliipp'd  with  a  waxen  epitaph. 

Enter  Ambassadors  of  France. 

Now  are  wo  well  prepared  to  know  the  pleasure 
Of  our  fair  cousin  Dauphin ;  for  we  hear 
Your  greeting  is  from  him,  not  from  the  kine. 

Pint  Amb.  May't  please  your  maleaty  to  give  us  leave 
Freely  to  render  what  we  have  in  charge; 
Or  shall  we  sparingly  show  you  far  oft 
The  Dauphin's  meaning  and  our  embassy?  240 

K.  Hen.  We  arc  no  tyrant,  but  a  Christian  king; 
Unto  whose  grace  our  passion  is  as  subject 
As  are  our  wretches  fetter'd  in  our  prisons: 
Therefore  with  frank  and  with  uncurbed  plainness 
Tell  us  the  Dauphin's  mind. 

FirH  Amb.  Thus,  then,  in  few. 

Your  highness,  lately  sending  into  Fiiance, 
Did  claim  some  certain  dukedoms,  in  the  right 
Of  your  great  predecessor,  King  Edward  the  Third. 
In  answer  of  which  claim,  the  prince  our  master 
Siiys  that  you  savour  too  much  of  your  yonth,  250 

And  bids  vou  be  advised  there's  nought  in  France 
That  can  be  with  a  nimble  galliard  won; 
You  cannot  revel  into  dukedoms  there. 
He  therefore  sends  you,  meeter  for  your  spirit. 
This  tun  of  treasure ;  and,  In  lieu  of  this, 
Desircs  you  let  the  dukedoms  that  you  claim 
Hear  no  more  of  you.     This  the  Dauphin  speaks. 

K.  Hen.  What  treasure,  uncle? 

Exe.  Tennis-balls,  my  liege. 

K.  Hen.  We  are  glad  the  Dauphin  is  so  pleasant  with  u? ; 
His  present  and  your  pains  we  thank  you  for:  230 

When  we  have  match  d  our  rackets  to  these  balls. 
We  will,  in  France,  by  God's  grace,  play  a  set 
Shall  strike  his  father's  crown  into  the  hazard. 
Tell  him  he  hath  made  a  match  with  such  a  wrangler 
That  all  the  courts  of  France  will  be  disturbed 
With  chaces.     And  we  understand  him  well. 
How  he  comes  o'er  us  with  our  wilder  days. 
Not  measuring  what  use  we  made  of  them. 
We  never  valued  this  poor  seat  of  England; 
And  therefore,  living  hence,  did  give  ourself  270 

To  barbarous  license;  as  'tis  ever  common 
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That  men  are  merriest  when  they  arc  from  home. 

But  tell  the  Dauphin  I  will  keep  my  state, 

Be  like  a  king  and  show  my  sail  of  greatness 

When  I  do  rouse  me  in  my  throne  of  France: 

For  that  I  have  laid  by  mv  majesty 

And  plodded  like  a  man  for  workms-days, 

But  I  will  rise  there  with  so  full  a  glory 

That  I  will  dazzle  all  the  eyes  of  France, 

Y6a,  strike  the  Dauphin  bhnd  to  look  on  us.  280 

And  tell  the  peasant  prince  this  mock  of  his 

Hath  tum'd  his  balls  to  gun-stones;  and  his  soul 

Shall  stand  sore  charged  for  the  wasteful  vengeance 

That  shall  fly  with  them:  for  many  a  thousand  widows 

Shall  this  his  mock  mock  out  of  their  dear  husbands; 

Mock  mothers  from  their  sons,  mock  castles  down; 

And  some  are  yet  ungotten  and  unborn 

That  shall  have  cause  to  curse  the  Dauphin's  scorn. 

But  this  lies  all  within  the  will  of  God, 

To  whom  I  do  appeal ;  and  in  whose  name  290 

Tell  you  the  Dauphin  I  am  coming  on, 

To  venge  me  as  I  may  and  to  put  forth 

My  rightful  hand  in  a  weU-hallow*d  cause. 

So  get  you  hence  in  peace;  and  tell  the  Dauphin 

His  jest  will  savour  but  of  shallow  wit, 

When  thousands  weep  more  than  did  laugh  at  it. 

Convey  them  with  safe  conduct    Fare  you  well. 

[EaeuTU  AmboiMdort. 

Exe.  This  was  a  merry  message. 

K,  Hen.  We  hope  to  make  the  sender  blush  at  it. 
Therefore,  my  lord  s,  omit  no  happy  hour  800 

That  may  give  furtherance  to  our  expedition; 
For  we  have  now  no  thought  in  us  but  France, 
Save  those  to  God,  that  run  before  our  businessL 
Therefore  let  our  proportions  for  these  wars 
Be  soon  collected  and  all  thin^^s  thought  upon 
That  may  with  reasonable  swiftness  add 
More  feathers  to  our  wings;  for,  God  before. 
We'll  chide  this  Dauphin  at  his  father's  door. 
Therefore  let  every  man  now  task  his  thought, 
That  this  fair  action  may  on  foot  be  brought  810 

[Exeunt.    Flourith. 
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ACT  IL 
PROLOGUE. 

Enter  Chorus. 

^     C/ior.  Now  all  the  youth  of  England  are  on  fire. 

And  silken  dalliance  m  the  wardrobe  lies: 

Now  thrive  the  armourers,  and  honour's  thought 

Reigns  solely  in  the  breast  of  every  man: 

They  sell  the  pasture  now  to  buy  the  horse. 

Following  the  mirror  of  all  Christian  kings. 

With  winged  heels,  as  English  Mercuries. 

For  now  sits  Expectation  in  the  air, 

And  hides  a  sword  from  hilts  unto  the  point 

With  crowns  imperial,  crowns  and  coronets^  10 

Promised  to  Harry  and  his  followers. 

The  French,  advised  by  good  intelligence 

Of  this  most  dreadful  preparation. 

Shake  in  their  fear  ana  with  pale  policy 

Seek  to  divert  the  English  purposes. 

O  England!  model  to  thy  inward  greatness, 

Like  little  l)ody  with  a  mighty  heart. 

What  mightst  thou  do,  that  honour  would  thee  do. 

Were  all  thy  children  kind  and  natural! 

But  see  thy  fault!    France  hath  in  thee  found  out  20 

A  nost  of  hollow  bosoms,  which  he  fills 

AVith  treacherous  crowns;  and  three  corrupted  men. 

One.  Richard  Earl  of  Cambridge,  and  the  second, 
'  Henry  Lord  Scroop  of  Masham,  and  the  third. 

Sir  Thomas  Grey,  knight,  of  Northumberland, 

Have,  for  the  gilt  of  France, — O  guilt  indeed  I--— 

Confirmed  conspiracy  with  fearful  France; 

And  by  their  hands  this  grace  of  kings  must  die. 

If  hell  and  treason  hold  their  promises. 

Ere  he  take  ship  for  France,  and  in  Southampton.  CO 

Linger  your  patience  on;  fand  we'll  digest 

The  abuse  of  distance;  force  a  play: 

The  sum  is  paid;  the  traitors  ore  agreed; 

The  king  is  set  from  London;  and  the  scene 

Is  now  transported,  gentles,  to  Southampton; 

There  is  the  playhouse  now,  there  must  you  sit: 

And  thence  to  France  shall  we  convey  you  safe. 

And  bring  you  back,  charming  the  narrow  seas 

To  give  you  gentle  pass;  for,  if  we  may, 

Well  not  offend  one  stomach  with  our  play.  40 
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But,  till  the  king  come  forth,  and  not  till  then, 

Unto  Southampton  do  we  shift  our  scene.  [Exit 

ScEKE  I.    London,    A  street 
Enter  Corporal  Nth  and  Lieutenant  Bardolph. 

Bard.  Well  met,  Corporal  Nym. 

Hj/m.  Good  morrow,  Lieutenant  Bardolph. 

Bard,  What,  are  Ancient  Pistol  and  you  friends  yet? 

Kym.  For  my  part,  I  care  not:  I  say  little;  but  when 
time  shall  serve,  there  shall  be  smiles;  but  that  shall  be  as 
it  may.  I  dare  not  fight;  but  I  will  wink  and  hold  out 
mine  iron:  it  is  a  simple  one;  but  what  though?  it  will 
toast  cheese,  and  it  will  endure  cold  as  another  man's  sword 
will:  and  there's  an  end.  11 

Bard.  I  will  bestow  a  breakfast  to  make  you  friends; 
and  we'll  be  all  three  sworn  brothers  to  France:  let  it  lie 
80,  good  Corporal  Nym. 

JVym.  Faith,  I  will  live  so  long  as  I  may,  that's ^tho  cer- 
tain of  it;  and  when  I  cannot  live  any  longer,  I  will  do  oA 
I  may:  that  is  my  rest,  that  is  the  rendezvous  of  it. 

Bard.  It  is  certain,  corporal,  that  he  is  married  to  Nell 
Quickly:  and  certainly  she  did  you  wrong;  for  you  were 
troth-plight  to  her.  21 

iV^m.  I  cannot  tell:  things  must  be  as  they  may:  men 
may  sleep,  and  they  may  have  their  throats  about  them  at 
that  time;  and  some  day  knives  have  edges.  It  must  be  as 
it  may:  though  patience  be  a  tired  mare,  yet  she  will  plod. 
There  must  he  conclusions.    Well,  I  cannot  tell. 

Enter  Pistol  and  Hostess. 

Bard.  Here  comes  Ancient  Pistol  and  his  wife:  good 
corporal,  be  patient  here.     How  now,  mine  host  Pistol !  80 

Pist  Base  tike,  call'st  thou  me  host? 
Now,  by  this  hand,  I  swear,  I  scorn  the  term; 
Nor  shall  my  Nell  keep  lodgers. 

Host  No,  by  my  troth,  not  long;  for  we  cannot  lodge 
and  board  a  dozen  or  fourteen  gentlewomen  that  live  hon- 
estly by  the  prick  of  their  needles,  but  it  will  be  thought 
we  keep  a  bawdy  house  straight.  [Nym  and  Pistol  draw.] 
O  well  a  day,  Lady,  if  he  be  not  drawn  now!  we  shall  secj 
wilful  adultery  and  murder  committed.  40 

Bard.  Good  lieutenant!  good  corporal!  offer  nothing 
here. 

Nym.  Pish! 

PUt.  Pish  for  thee,  Iceland  dog!  thou  prick-ear'd  cur  of 
Iceland  1 
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Host  Good  Corporal  Nym,  show  tliy  valor,  and  put  up 
your  sword. 

JV^w.  Will  you  shog  off?    I  would  have  you  solus. 

Put.  "  Solus,"  egregious  dog?    O  viper  vile  I 
The  "  solus  "  in  thy  most  mervailous  face;  50 

The  "solus"  in  thy  teeth,  and  in  thy  throat, 
And  in  thy  hateful  lungs,  yea,  in  thy  maw,  perdy. 
And,  which  is  worse,  within  thy  nasty  mouth! 
I  do  retort  the  "solus  "  in  thy  howels; 
For  I  can  take,  and  Pistol's  cock  is  up. 
And  flashing  fire  will  follow. 

Nym,  I  am  not  Barbason;  you  cannot  conjure  me.  I 
have  an  humour  to  knock  vou  indifferently  well.  If  ^'ou 
grow  foul  with  me,  Pistol,  I  will  scour  you  with  my  rapier, 
as  I  may,  in  fair  terms:  if  you  would  walk  off,  I  would 
prick  your  guts  a  little,  in  good  terms,  as  I  may:  and  that's 
the  humour  of  it. 

Pl^t.  O  braggart  vile  and  damned  furious  wight  I 
The  grave  doUi  gape,  and  doting  death  is  near; 
Therefore  exhale. 

Bard,  Hear  me,  hear  mc  what  I  say:  he  that  strikes  tlie 
first  stroke,  I'll  run  him  up  to  the  hilts,  as  I  am  a  soldier. 

[Dratof* 

Pint.  An  oath  of  mickle  might;  and  fury  shall  abate.   70 
Give  me  thy  fist,  thy  fore- foot  to  me  give: 
Thy  spirits  are  most  tall. 

Ni/m,  I  will  cut  thy  throat,  one  time  or  other,  in  fair 
terms:  that  is  the  humour  of  it. 

Pist.  "  Couple  a  gorge!" 
That  is  the  word.    I  thee  defy  again. 

0  hound  of  Crete,  think'st  thou  my  spouse  to  get? 
No;  to  the  spital  go, 

And  from  the  powdering  tub  of  infamy 

Fetch  forth  the  lazar  kite  of  Cressid's  kind,  80 

Doll  Tearsheet  she  by  name,  and  her  espouse: 

1  have,  and  I  will  hold,  the  quondam  Quickly 
For  the  only  she;  and — pauca,  tliere's  enough. 
Goto. 

Enter  the  Boy. 

Boy,  Mine  host  Pistol,  you  must  come  to  my  master,  and 

you,  hostess:  he  is  very  sick,  and  would  to  bed.    Good 

bardolph,  put  thy  face  between  his  sheets,  and  do  the 

office  of  a  warming-pan.    Faith,  he's  very  ill. 

Bard,  Away,  you  rogue!  90 

Jloit,  By  my  troth,  he'll  yield  the  crow  a  pudding  one 
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of  these  days.     The  king  has  killed  his  heart.    Qood  hus- 
band, come  home  presently.  [Exeunt  Mottesa  and  Boy, 

Bard.  Come,  shall  I  make  you  two  friends?  We  must 
to  France  together:  why  the  devil  should  we  keep  knives 
to  cut  one  another's  throats? 

Pist.  Let  floods  o'erswell,  and  fiends  for  food  howl  on! 

Ni/m.  You'll  pay  me  the  eight  shillings  I  won  of  you  at 
betting? 

Pist.  Base  is  the  slave  that  pays.  100 

JV^m.  That  now  I  will  have :  that's  the  liumour  of  it. 

Fist.  As  manhood  shall  compound:  push  home. 

[T/u!Sf  draw. 

Bard.  By  this  sword,  he  that  makes  the  first  thrust,  I'll 
kill  him;  by  this  sword,  I  will., 

Pist.  Sword  is  an   oath,  and  oaths  must  have  their 
course. 

Bard,  Corporal  Nym,  an  thou  wilt  be  friends,  be  friends: 
an  thou  wilt  not,  why,  then,  be  enemies  with  me  too. 
Prithee,  put  up. 

JVym.  tshall  have  my  eight  shillings  I  won  of  you  at 
betting?  Ill 

Pist.  A  noble  shalt  thou  have,  and  present  pay; 
And  liquor  likewise  will  I  give  to  thee. 
And  friendship  shall  combine,  and  brotherhood: 
I'll  live  by  Nym,  and  Nym  shall  live  by  me; 
Is  not  this  just?  for  I  shall  sutler  be 
Unto  the  camp,  and  profits  will  accrue. 
Give  me  thy  hand. 

iV^m.  I  shall  have  my  noble? 

Pist.  In  cash  most  justly  paid.  130 

Ifum,  Well,  then,  that's  the  humour  oft 

Be-enter  Hostess. 

Host,  As  ever  you  came  of  women,  come  in  quickly  to 
Sir  John.  Ah,  poor  heart!  he  is  so  shaked  of  a  burning 
quotidian  tertian,  that  it  is  most  lamentable  to  behold, 
bweet  men,  come  to  him. 

Nym.  The  kiuj^  hath  run  bad  humours  on  the  knight; 
that's  the  even  of  it 

Pist.  Nym,  thou  hast  spoke  the  right; 
His  heart  is  fnicted  and  corroborate.  130 

Nym.  The  king  is  a  good  king:  but  it  must  be  as  it  may; 
he  passes  some  humours  and  careers. 

Pist,  Let  us  condole  the  knight;  for,  lambkins,  we  will 
live. 
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Scene  IL    Southampton.    A  council  chamber. 
Enter  Exeter,  Bedford,  and  Westmoreland. 

Bed,  Tore  God,  his  grace  is  bold,  to  trust  these  traitors. 

Mee,  They  shall  be  apprehended  by  and  by. 

West.  How  smooth  aha  even  they  do  bear  themselves! 
As  if  allegiance  in  their  bosoms  sat. 
Crowned  with  faith  and  constant  loyalty.  ' 

Bed.  The  king  hath  note  of  all  that  they  intend, 
By  interception  which  they  dream  not  of. 

Bxe.  Nav,  but  the  man  that  was  his  bedfellow, 
Whom  he  hath  duU'd  and  cloy'd  with  gracious  favours, 
That  he  should,  for  a  foreign  purse,  so  jell  10 

His  sovereign's  life  to  death  and  treachery. 

Trumpets  sound.     Enter  King    Henry,   Scroop,   Cam- 
bridge, Grey,  and  Attendants. 

K.  Hen,  Now  sits  the  wind  fair,  and  we  will  aboard. 
My  Lord  of  Cambridge,  and  my  kind  Lord  of  Mnsham, 
And  vou,  my  gentle  knight,  give  me  your  thoughts: 
Think  you  not  that  the  powers  we  bear  with  us 
Will  cut  their  passage  through  the  force  of  France, 
Doing  the  execution  and  the  act 
For  which  we  have  in  head  assembled  them? 

Scroop.  No  doubt,  my  liege,  if  each  man  do  his  best. 

K,  Hen.  I  doubt  not  that;  since  we  arc  well  persuaded 
We  carry  not  a  heart  with  us  from  hence  21 

That  grows  not  in  a  fair  consent  with  ours, 
Nor  leave  not  one  behind  that  doth  not  wish 
Success  and  conquest  to  attend  on  us. 

Cam,  Never  was  monarch  better  feared  and  loved 
Than  is  your  majesty:  there's  not,  I  think,  a  subject 
That  sits  in  heart-gricf  and  uneasiness 
Under  the  sweet  shade  of  your  government. 

Grey.  True:  those  that  were  your  father's  enemies 
Have  steep'd  their  galls  in  honey  and  do  serve  you         80 
With  hearts  create  of  duty  and  of  zeal. 

K.  Hen.  We  therefore  have  great  cause  of  thankfulness; 
And  shall  forget  the  office  of  our  hand, 
Sooner  than  quittance  of  desert  and  merit 
According  to  the  weight  and  worthiness. 

Scroop.  So  service  shall  with  steeled  sinews  toil,  I 

And  labour  shall  refresh  itself  with  hope,  1 

To  do  your  grace  incessant  services.  I 

K  Hen.  We  judge  no  less.    Uncle  of  Exeter, 
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Enlarge  the  man  committed  yesterday,  40 

Tliat  raird  against  our  person :  we  consider 
It  was  excess  of  wine  that  set  him  on: 
And  on  his  mora  advice  we  pardon  him. 

Scroop.  Tliat's  mercy,  but  too  much  security : 
Let  him  be  punish'd,  sovereign,  lest  example 
Breed,  by  his  sufEerauce,  more  of  such  a  kind. 

K,  Hen.  O,  let  us  yet  be  merciful. 

Cam.  So  may  your  highness,  and  yet  punish  too. 

Orey.  Sir, 
You  show  great  mercy,  if  you  ^ive  him  life^  50 

After  the  taste  of  much  correction. 

K.  Hen,  Alas,  your  too  much  lore  and  care  of  mo 
Are  heavy  orisons  'gainst  this  poor  wTetch  I 
If  little  faults,  proceeding  on  distemper, 
Shall  not  be  wink'd  at,  how  shall  we  stretch  our  eye 
When  capital  crimes,  chew'd,  swallow'd,  and  digested, 
Appear  before  us?    We'll  yet  enlarge  that  man. 
Though  Cambridge,  Scroop  and  Grey,  in  their  dear  care 
And  tender  preservation  of  our  person, 
Would  have  him   punish'd.    And  now  to  our  French 
causes:  00 

Who  are  the  late  commissioners? 

Cam.  I  one,  my  lord: 
Your  highness  bade  me  ask  for  it  to-day. 

Scroop.  So  did  you  me,  my  liege. 

€hrey.  And  I,  my  royal  sovereign. 

K.  Hen.  Then,  Richard  Earl  of  Cambridge,  there  is 
yours; 
There  yours,  Lord  Scroop  of  Masham;  and,  sir  knight, 
Grey  of  Northumberland,  this  same  is  yours: 
Read  them ;  and  know,  I  know  your  worthiness. 
My  Lord  of  Westmoreland,  and  uncle  Exeter,  70 

We  will  aboard  to  night     Why,  how  now,  gentlemen ! 
What  see  you  in  those  papers  that  you  lose 
So  much  complexion?    Look  yc,  how  they  change  I 
Their  cheeks  are  paper.     Why,  what  read  you  there, 
That  hath  so  cowarded  and  chased  your  blood 
Out  of  appearance.  ? 

Cam.  I  do  confess  my  fault; 

And  do  submit  me  to  your  highness'  mercy. 

I^J^    \  To  which  we  aU  appeal. 

K.  Men.  The  mercy  that  was  quick  in  us  but  late. 
By  your  own  counsel  is  suppress'd  and  kill'd :  80 

You  must  not  dare,  for  shame,  to  talk  of  mercy; 
For  your  own  reasons  turn  into  your  bosoms^ 
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As  dogs  upon  their  masters,  worrying  you. 

See  you,  my  princes  and  my  noble  peers. 

These  English  monsterti    My  Lord  of  Cambridge  here, 

You  know  how  apt  our  love  was  to  accord 

To  furnish  him  with  all  appertinents 

Belonging  to  his  honour;  and  this  man 

Hath,  for  a  few  light  crowns,  lightly  conspired, 

And  sworn  unto  the  practices  of  Fi*ance,  0(J 

To  kill  us  here  in  Hampton :  to  the  which 

This  knight,  no  less  for  bounty  bound  to  us 

Than  Cambridge  is,  hath  likewise  sworn.    But,  O, 

What  shall  I  say  to  thee.  Lord  Scroop?  thou  cruel, 

Ingrateful,  savage  and  Inhuman  creature! 

Thou  that  didst  Dear  the  key  of  all  my  counsels. 

That  knew'st  the  very  bottom  of  my  soul. 

That  almost  mightst  have  coin'd  me  into  gold, 

Wouldst  thou  have  practiced  on  me  for  thy  use. 

May  it  be  possible,  that  foreign  hire  100 

Could  out  of  thee  extract  one  spark  of  evil 

That  might  annoy  my  finger?  'lis  so  strange. 

That,  though  the  truth  of  it  stands  off  as  gross 

As  black  and  white,  my  eye  will  scarcely  sec  it. 

Treason  and  murder  ever  Kept  together, 

As  two  yoke-devils  sworn  to  either*s  purpose. 

Working  so  grossly  in  a  natural  cause, 

That  admiration  did  not  whoop  at  tliem: 

But  thou,  'gainst  all  proportion,  didst  bring  in 

Wonder  to  wait  on  treason  and  on  murder:  110 

And  whatsoever  cunning  fiend  it  was 

That  wrought  upon  thee  so  preposterously 

Hath  got  the  voice  in  hell  for  excellence: 

All  other  devils  that  suggest  by  treasons 

Do  botch  and  bungle  up  damnation 

With  patches,  colours,  and  with  forms  being  fetch'd 

From  glistering  semblances  of  piety ; 

But  he  that  temper'd  thee  bade  thee  stand  up. 

Gave  thee  no  Instance  why  thou  shouldst  do  treason, 

Unless  to  dub  thee  with  the  name  of  traitor.  120 

If  that  same  demon  that  hath  gull'd  thee  thus 

Should  with  his  lion  gait  walk  the  whole  world, 

He  might  return  to  vasty  Tartar  back, 

And  tell  the  legions  "I  can  never  win 

A  soul  so  easy  as  that  Englishman's." 

O,  how  hast  thou  with  jealousy  infected 

The  sweetness  of  aflSance!    Show  men  dutiful? 

Why,  so  didst  thou:  seem  they  grave  and  learned? 

Why,  80  didst  thou:  com«  they  of  noble  family? 


scEKE  II.]  KING  IIENRY  V.  309 

Why,  80  didst  thou:  seem  they  religious?  130 

Wliy,  so  didst  thou:  or  are  they  spare  in  diet, 

Free  from  gross  passion  or  of  mirth  or  aneer, 

Constant  in  spirit,  not  swerving  with  the  blood, 

Garnish'd  ana  deck'd  in  modest  complement. 

Not  working  with  the  eye  without  the  ear. 

And  but  in  purged  judgement  trusting  neither? 

Buch  and  so  finelv  bolted  didst  thou  seem: 

And  thus  thy  fall  hath  left  a  kind  of  blot. 

To  mark  the  full-fraught  man  and  best  indued 

With  some  suspicion.    I  will  weep  for  thee;  140 

For  this  revolt  of  thine,  methinks,  is  like 

Another  fall  of  man.    Their  faults  are  open: 

Arrest  them  to  the  answer  of  the  law ; 

And  God  acquit  them  of  their  practices! 

Exe.  I  arrest  tliee  of  high  treason,  by  the  name  of  Rich- 
ard Earl  of  Cambridge. 

I  arrest  thee  of  high  treason,  by  the  name  of  Henry 
Lord  Scroop  of  Masham. 

I  arrest  thee  of  high  treason,  by  the  name  of  Thomas 
Grey,  knight,  of  Northumberland.  150 

Scroop.  Our  purposes  Gk)d  justly  hath  discovcr'd; 
And  I  repent  my  fault  more  than  my  death; 
Which  I  beseech  your  highness  to  forgive. 
Although  my  body  pay  the  price  of  it. 

Cam.  For  me,  the  gold  of  France  did  not  seduce; 
AUiiough  I  did  admit  it  as  a  motive 
The  sooner  to  effect  what  I  intended : 
But  God  be  thanked  for  prevention; 
Which  I  in  sufferance  heartily  will  rejoice, 
Beseeching  God  and  ^ou  to  pardon  me.  160 

Chrey.  Never  did  faithful  subject  more  rejoice 
At  the  discovery  of  most  dangerous  treason 
Than  I  do  at  this  hour  Jov  o*er  myself, 
Prevented  from  a  damned  enterprise : 
My  fault,  but  not  my  body,  pardon,  sovereign. 

JT.  Hen,  God  quit  you  in  his  mercy!    Hear  your  sen- 
tence. 
You  have  conspired  against  our  royal  person, 
Joined  with  an  enemy  proclaim'd  and  from  his  coffers 
Received  the  golden  earnest  of  our  deatli ; 
Whereiu  you  would  have  sold  your  king  to  slaughter,  170 
His  princes  and  his  ])cer8  to  servitude. 
His  subjects  to  oppression  and  coDlempt 
And  his  whole  kmgdom  into  desolation. 
Touching  our  person  seek  we  no  revenge; 
But  we  our  kingdom's  safety  must  so  tender. 
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Whose  ruin  you  have  sought,  that  to  her  laws 

Wc  do  deliver  you.     Get  you  therefore  heDce, 

Poor  miserable  wretches,  to ^our death: 

The  taste  whereof,  God  of  his  mercy  give 

You  patience  to  endure,  and  true  repentance  180 

Of  all  your  dear  offences!    Bear  them  hence. 

[Exeunt  Cambridge,  Scroop  and  Orey,  guarded. 
Now,  lords,  lor  France ;  the  enterprise  whereof 
Shall  be  to  you,  as  us,  like  fi^loriuus. 
We  doubt  not  of  a  fair  and  lucky  war, 
Since  God  so  graciously  hath  brought  to  light 
This  dangerous  treason  lurking  in  our  way 
To  hinder  our  beginnings.    We  doubt  not  now 
But  every  rub  is  smoothed  on  our  way. 
Then  forth,  dear  countrymen :  let  us  deliver 
Our  puissance  into  the  hand  of  God,  190 

Putting  it  straight  in  expedition. 
Cheerly  to  sea;  the  si^ns  of  war  advance: 
No  king  of  England,  if  not  king  of  France.  [Kteuni. 

Scene  III.    London.    Before  a  tavern. 
Enter  Pistol,  Hostess,  Nym,  Bahdolph,  and  Boy. 

Host.  Prithee,  honey-sweet  husband,  let  mc  bring  Ihco 
to  Staines. 

Plet.  No;  for  my  manly  heart  doth  ycnrn. 
Bardolph,  be  blithe:  Nym,  rouse  thy  vaunting  veins: 
Boy,  bristle  thy  courage  up;  for  Falstaff  he  is  dead. 
And  we  must  yearn  therefore. 

Bard.  Would  I  were  with  him,  wheresome*er  he  is, 
cither  in  heaven  or  in  hell! 

Host,  Nuy,  sure,  he's  not  in  hell:  he's  in  Arthur's  bosom, 
if  ever  man  went  to  Arthur's  bosom.  A'  made  a  liner  end 
and  went  away  an  it  had  been  any  christom  child ;  a'  parted 
even  just  between  twelve  and  one,  even  at  the  turning  o* 
the  tide:  for  after  I  saw  him  fumble  with  the  sheets  and 
play  with  flowers  and  smile  upon  his  fingers'  ends,  I  knew 
there  was  but  one  way ;  for  his  nose  was  as  sharp  as  a  pen. 
and  a'  babbled  of  green  fields.  ' '  How  now.  Sir  John !" 
quoth  I:  *'  what,  man!  be  o'  good  cheer."  So  a*  cried  out 
*'God,  God,  God!"  three  or  four  times.  Now  I,  to  com- 
fort him,  bid  him  a'  should  not  think  of  God;  I  hoped 
there  was  no  need  to  trouble  himself  with  any  such 
thoughts  yet.  So  a'  bade  me  lay/nore  clothes  on  his  feet: 
I  put  my  hand  into  the  bed  and  felt  them,  and  they  were 
as  cold  as  any  stone;  then  I  felt  to  his  knees,  and  they 
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were  as  cold  as  any  stone,  and  so  upward  and  upward,  and 
all  was  as  cold  as  any  stone. 

Nym.  They  say  he  cried  out  of  sack. 

Hofi,  Ay,  that  a'  did.  30 

Bard,  And  of  women. 

Ilo^t.  Nay.  that  a'  did  not. 

Boy.  Yes,  that  a'  did ;  and  said  they  were  devils  incar- 
nate. 

Ho9t.  A*  could  never  abide  carnation;  'twas  a  colour  ho 
never  liked. 

Boy.  A.*  said  once,  the  devil  would  have  him  about 
women. 

Host.  A'  did  in  some  sort,  indeed,  handle  women :  but 
then  he  was  rheumatic,  and  talked  of  the  whore  of  Baby- 
lon. 41 

Boy,  Do  you  not  remember,  a'  saw  a  flea  stick  upon 
Bardolph's  nose,  and  a'  said  it  was  a  black  soul  burning  in 
hell-fire? 

Bard.  Well,  the  fuel  is  gone  that  maintained  that  fire: 
that*s  all  the  riches  I  got  in  his  service. 

JVym.  Shall  we  shog?  the  king  will  be  gone  from  South- 
ampton. 

Put.  Come,  let's  away.     My  love,  give  me  thy  lips. 
Look  to  my  chattels  and  my  movables:  50 

Let  senses  rule;  the  word  is  "  Pitch  and  Pay:" 
Trust  none: 

For  oaths  are  straws,  men's  faiths  are  wafer-cakes, 
And  hold-fast  is  the  only  dog,  my  duck: 
Therefore,  Caveto  be  thy  counsellor. 
Go,  clear  thy  crystals.     Yoke-fellows  in  arms. 
Let  us  to  France;  like  horse-leeches,  my  boys, 
To  suck,  to  suck,  the  very  blood  to  suck  I 

Boy.  And  that's  but  unwholesome  food,  they  say.        60 

Pi$t.  Touch  her  soft  mouth,  and  march. 

Bard.  Farewell,  hostess.  [Kmingher. 

liym.  I  cannot  kiss,  that  is  the  humour  of  it;  but, 
adieu. 

Pi9t.  Let  housewifery  appear:  keep  close,  I  thee  com- 
mand. 

Host.  Farewell;  adieu.  [Exeunt. 
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Scene  IV.    France,    Thfi  Kjjsg'b palace. 

Flourish,  Enter  the  French  King,  the  Dauphin,  Vie 
Dukes  of  Berei  and  Bketagne,  tlie  Constable,  and 
others, 

Fr.  King.  Thus  comes  the  English  with  full  power  upon 
us; 
And  more  than  carefully  it  us  concerns 
To  answer  royally  in  our  defences. 
Therefore  the  Dukes  of  Berri  and  of  Bretagne, 
Of  Brabant  and  of  Orleans,  shall  make  forth, 
A.nd  you.  Prince  Dauphin,  with  all  swift  dispatch. 
To  line  and  new  repair  our  towns  of  war 
With  men  of  courage  and  with  means  defendant; 
For  England  his  approaches  makes  as  fierce 
As  waters  to  the  sucking  of  a  gulf.  10 

It  fits  us  then  to  l)e  as  provident 
As  fear  may  teach  us  out  of  late  examples 
Left  by  the  fatal  and  neglected  English 
Upon  our  fields. 

Dau,  My  most  redoubted  father. 

It  is  most  meet  we  arm  us  'gainst  the  foe; 
For  peace  itself  should  not  so  dull  a  kingdom, 
Though  war  nor  no  known  quarrel  were  in  qiiestioD, 
But  that  defences,  musters,  prep(M*ations, 
Should  be  maintain'd,  assembled  and  collected. 
As  were  a  war  in  expectation.  20 

Therefore,  I  say  'lis  meet  we  all  go  forth 
To  view  the  sick  and  feeble  parts  of  France : 
And  let  us  do  it  with  no  show  of  fenr; 
No,  with  no  more  than  if  we  heard  that  England 
Were  busied  with  a  Whitsun  moiTis-dance: 
For,  my  good  liege,  she  is  so  idly  kiug'd, 
Her  sceptre  so  fantastically  borne 
By  a  vam,  giddy,  shallow,  humorous  j'outh, 
Tiiat  fear  attends  her  not. 

Ca7i.  O  peace.  Prince  Dauphin! 

You  are  too  much  mistaken  in  this  king:  80 

Question  your  grace  the  late  ambassadors. 
With  what  great  state  he  heard  their  embasi^, 
IIow  well  supplied  with  noble  counsellors. 
How  modest  in  exception,  and  withal 
How  terrible  in  constant  resolution, 
And  you  shall  find  his  vanities  forespent 
Were  but  the  outside  of  tho  Roman  Brutus, 
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Covering  discretion  with  a  coat  of  folly; 

As  gardeners  do  with  ordure  liidc  those  roots 

That  shall  first  spring  and  be  most  delicate.  40 

Daa.  Well,  'tis  not  so,  my  lord  high  constable; 
But  though  we  think  it  so,  it  is  no  matter: 
In  cases  of  defence  *ti8  best  to  weigh 
The  enemy  more  mighty  than  he  seems: 
So  the  proi)ortions  of  defence  are  fill'd; 
Which  of  a  weak  and  niggardly  projection 
Doth,  like  a  miser,  spoil  his  coat  with  scanting 
A  little  cloth. 

Fr.  King.    Think  we  King  Harry  strong; 
And,  princes,  look  you  strongly  arm  to  meet  him. 
The  kindred  of  him  hath  been  flesh*d  upon  us;  60 

And  he  is  bred  out  of  that  bloody  strain 
That  haunted  us  in  our  familiar  paths: 
Witness  our  too  much  memorable  shame 
When  Crcssy  battle  fatally  was  struck, 
And  all  our  princes  captived  by  the  hand 
Of  that  black  name,  £dward.  Black  Prince  of  Wales; 
Whiles  that  his  mountain  sire,  on  mountain  standing. 
Up  in  the  air,  crown'd  with  the  golden  sun, 
Saw  his  heroical  seed,  and  smiled  to  see  him, 
Mangle  the  work  of  nature  and  deface  60 

The  patterns  that  by  God  and  by  French  fathers 
Had  twenty  years  been  made.     This  is  a  stem 
Of  that  victorious  stock;  an^  let  us  fear 
The  native  mightiness  and  fate  of  him. 

ErvUr  a  Messenger. 

Me».  Ambassadors  from  Harry  King  of  England 
Do  crave  admittance  to  your  majesty. 

Fr.  King.  We'll  give  them  present  audience.    Go,  and 
bring  them.  [Exeunt  mesmnger  and  certain  Lorde, 

Tou  see  this  chase  is  hotly  followed,  friends. 

Dau.  Turn  head,  and  stop  pursuit;  for  coward  dogs 
Most  spend  their  mouths  when  what  X\\ey  seem  to  threaten 
Runs  far  before  them.     Good  my  sovereign,  71 

Take  up  the  English  short,  and  let  them  know 
Of  what  a  monarchy  you  arc  the  head: 
Self-love,  my  liege,  is  not  so  vile  a  sin 
As  self -neglecting. 

Be-enter  Lords,  toith  Exeter  and  train, 

Fr.  King.  From  our  brother  England? 

Bze.  From  him ;  and  thus  he  greets  your  majesty. 
He  wills  }  ou,  in  the  name  of  G(xi  Almighty, 
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That  you  divest  yourself,  and  lay  apart 

The  liorrow'd  glories  that  by  gift  of  heaveii, 

By  law  of  nature  and  of  nations,  'loug  80 

To  him  and  to  his  heirs;  namely,  the  crown 

And  ail  wide-stretched  honours  that  pertain 

By  custom  and  the  ordinance  of  times 

Unto  the  crown  of  France.    That  you  may  know 

'Tis  no  sinister  nor  no  awkward  claim, 

Pick'd  from  the  worm-holes  of  long-vanish'd  days. 

Nor  from  tlie  dust  of  old  oblivion  raked. 

He  sends  you  this  most  memorable  line. 

In  every  branch  truly  demonstrative; 

Willing  you  overlook  this  pedigree :  90 

And  when  you  find  him  evenly  derived 

From  his  most  famed  of  famous  ancestors, 

Edward  the  Third,  he  bids  you  then  resign 

Tour  crown  and  kingdom,  indirectly  held 

From  him  the  native  and  true  challenger. 

Fr.  Kitig.  Or  else  what  follows? 

Exe.  Bloody  constraint;  for  if  you  hide  the  crown 
Even  in  your  hearts,  there  will  he  rake  for  it: 
Therefore  in  fierce  tempest  is  he  coming, 
In  thunder  and  in  earthquake,  like  a  Jove,  100 

That,  if  requiring  fail,  he  will  compel; 
And  bids  you,  in  the  bowels  of  the  Lord, 
Deliver  up  the  crown,  and  to  take  mercy 
On  the  poor  souls  for  whom  tlys  hungry  war 
Opens  his  vast^  jaws;  and  on  your  head 
Turning  the  widows'  tears,  the  orphans'  cries. 
The  dead  men's  blood,  the  pining  maidens'  groans, 
For  husbands,  fathers  and  betroUied  lovers. 
That  shall  be  swallow'd  in  this  controversy. 
Tliis  is  his  claim,  his  threatening  and  my  message;        110 
Unless  the  Dauphin  be  in  presence  here, 
To  whom  expressly  I  brio^  greeting  too. 

Fr.  King,  For  us,  we  will  consider  of  this  further: 
To-morrow  shall  you  bear  our  full  intent 
Bock  to  our  brother  England. 

Dau.  For  the  Dauphin, 

I  stand  here  for  him:  what  to  him  from  England? 

Exe.  Scorn  and  defiance;  slight  regard,  contempt. 
And  any  thing  that  may  not  misbecome 
The  mighty  sender,  doth  he  prize  vou  at. 
Tlius  sa^s  my  kins;  an  if  your  father's  highness  120 

Do  not,  in  grant  of  all  demands  at  large, 
Sweeten  the  bitter  mock  you  sent  his  majesty, 
He'll  call  you  to  so  hot  an  answer  of  it, 
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That  caves  and  woraby  vaultages  of  France 
Shall  chicle  your  trespass  and  return  your  mock 
In  second  accent  of  his  ordnance. 

Ddu,  Say,  if  my  father  render  fair  return, 
It  is  against  my  will;  for  I  desire 
Nothing  but  odds  with  England:  to  that  end, 
As  matching  to  his  youth  and  vanity,  *     180 

I  did  present  him  with  the  Paris  balls. 

Exe,  He'll  make  your  Paris  Louvre  shake  for  it, 
Were  it  the  mistress-court  of  mighty  Europe: 
And,  be  assured,  you'll  find  a  difference, 
As  we  his  subjects  have  in  wonder  found, 
Between  the  promise  of  his  greener  days 
And  these  he  masters  now :  now  he  weighs  time 
Even  to  the  utmost  grain:  that  you  shall  read 
In  your  own  losses,  if  he  stay  in  France. 

Pr.  King,  To-morrow  shall  you  know  our  mind  at  full. 

Bxe.  Dispatch  ua  with  all  speed,  lest  that  our  king     141 
Come  here  himself  to  question  our  delay; 
For  he  is  footed  in  this  land  already. 

Fr.  King.  You  shall  be  soon  dispatch'd  with  fair  con- 
ditions: 
A  night  is  but  small  breath  and  little  pause 
To  answer  matters  of  this  consequence. 

{FlourUK    Exeunt 

ACT  III. 

PROLOGUE. 

Enter  Chorus. 

Chor,  Thus  with  imagined  wing  our  swift  scene  flies 
In  motion  of  no  less  celerity 
Than  that  of  thought.     Suppose  that  you  have  seen 
The  well-appointed  king  at  Hampton  pier 
Embark  his  royalty ;  and  his  brave  fleet 
With  silken  streamers  the  young  Phoebus  fanning: 
Play  with  your  fancies,  and  in  them  behold 
Upon  the  hempen  tackle  ship-boys  climbing; 
Hear  the  shrill  whistle  which  doth  order  give 
To  sounds  confused ;  behold  the  threaden  sails,  10 

Borne  with  the  invisible  aqd  creeping  wind. 
Draw  the  huge  bottoms  throusrh  the  furrow*d  sea» 
Breasting  the  lofty  surge:  O,  do  but  think 
You  stand  upon  the  rivage  and  behold 
A  city  on  the  inconstant  billows  dancing; 
Tot  so  appears  this  fleet  majestical, 
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Holding  due  course  to  Harfleur.    Follow,  follow : 

Grapple  your  miuds  to  sternaec  of  this  navy, 

And  leav^  your  England,  as  dead  midnight  still. 

Guarded  with  grandslres,  babies  and  old  women,  20 

Either  past  or  not  an'ived  to  pith  and  puissance; 

For  who  is  he,  whose  chin  is  but  enrich'd 

With  one  appearing  hair,  that  will  not  follow 

These  cuira  and  choice-drawn  cavaliers  to  France? 

Woilc,  work  your  thoughts,  and  therein  see  a  siege; 

Behold  the  ordnance  on  their  carriages, 

AYith  fatal  mouths  gaping  on  girded  HarHeur. 

Suppose  the  ambassador  from  the  French  comes  back; 

Tells  Harry  that  the  king  doth  offer  him 

Katharine  his  daughter,  and  with  her,  to  dowry,  80 

Some  petty  and  unprofitable  dukekoms. 

The  oner  likes  not:  and  the  nimble  gunner 

With  liustock  now  the  devilish  cannon  touches, 

[Alarum,  and  chambers  go  off. 
And  down  goes  all  before  them.     Still  be  kind, 
And  eke  out  our  performance  with  your  mind.  [Eieii. 

ScBNE  I.    Franu,    Before  Harfleur. 

Alarum.    Enter  King  Henut,  Exeter,  Bedford,  Glou- 
cester, and  Soldiers,  mlh  sealing4addei-8. 

K.  Hen.  Once  more  unto  the  breach,  dear  friends,  once 
more; 
Or  close  the  wall  up  with  our  English  dead. 
In  peace  there's  nothing  so  becomes  a  man 
As  modest  stillness  and  humility: 
But  when  the  blast  of  war  blows  in  our  ears, 
Then  imitate  the  action  of  the  tiger; 
Stiffen  the  sinews,  summon  up  the  blood. 
Disguise  fair  nature  with  hard-favour *d  rage; 
Then  lend  the  eye  a  terrible  aspect; 
Let  it  pry  through  the  portage  of  the  head  10 

Like  the  brass  cannon ;  let  the  brow  overwhelm  it 
As  fearfully  as  doth  a  galled  rock 
O'erhang  and  jutty  his  confounded  base, 
Swiird  with  the  wild  and  wasteful  ocean. 
Now  set  the  teeth  and  stretch  the  nostril  wide. 
Hold  hard  the  breath  and  bend  up  every  spirit 
To  his  full  height.     On,  on,  you  noblest  English, 
Whose  blood  is  fet  from  fathers  of  war-proof  I 
Fathers  that,  like  so  many  Alexanders, 
Have  in  these  parts  from  morn  till  even  fought  20 
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And  sheathed  their  swords  for  lack  of  argument: 

Dishonour  not  your  mothers;  now  attest 

That  those  whom  you  caiFd  fathers  did  heget  you. 

Be  copy  now  to  men  of  grosser  blood. 

And  teach  them  how  to  war.     And  you,  good  yeomen. 

Whose  limbs  were  made  in  England,  show  us  here 

The  mettle  of  your  pasture ;  let  us  swear 

That  you  are  worth  your  breeding;  which  I  doubt  not; 

For  there  is  none  of  you  so  mean  and  base, 

That  hath  not  noble  lustre  in  your  eyes.  80 

I  see  )rou  stand  like  greyhounds  in  the  slips, 

Straining  upon  the  start.     The  game's  afoot: 

Follow  your  spirit,  and  upon  this  charge 

Cry  *'  God  for  Hany,  England,  and  Samt  George!" 

{Exeunt.    Alarum,  and  chambers  go  off, 

BcEKB  II.     The  same. 

Enter  Ntm,  Basdolfh,  Pibtol,  and  Bo3% 

Bard.  On,  on,  on,  on,  on !  to  the  breach,  to  the  breach ! 
Nym.  Pray  thee,  corporal,  stay:  the  knocks  are  too  hot; 
and,  for  mine  own  part,  I  have  not  a  case  of  lives:  the 
humour  of  it  is  too  hot,  that  is  the  yerv  plain-song  of  it. 

put.  The  pi ain-song  is  most  just ;  for  nu  mours  do  abound : 
Knocks  go  and  come;  God's  yassals  drop  and  die; 

And  sword  and  shield, 
In  bloody  field,  10 

Doth  win  immortal  fame. 
Boy.  Would  I  were  in  an  alehouse  in  London  I   I  would 
give  all  my  fame  for  a  pot  of  ale  and  safety. 
put.  And  I: 

If  wishes  would  prevail  with  me, 
My  purpose  should  not  fail  with  me. 
But  thither  would  I  hie. 
Bay.  As  duly,  but  not  as  truly, 

Ais  bird  doth  sing  on  bough.  20 

Enter  Fltjellen. 

Flu.  Up  to  the  breach,  you  dogs!  avaunt,  you  culllons! 

[Driving  (hem  forward. 

put.  Be  merciful,  great  duke,  to  men  of  mould. 
Abate  thy  rage,  abate  thy  manly  rage. 
Abate  thy  rage,  great  duke! 
Good  bawcock,  bate  thy  rage;  use  lenity,  sweet  chuck! 

N^ym.  These  be  gooa  humours!  your  honour  wins  bad 
humours.  [Exeunt  all  but  Bay. 
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Bay.  As  young  as  I  am,  I  have  observed  these  three 
swashers.  I  am  boy  to  them  all  three:  but  all  they  three, 
though  they  would  serve  me,  could  not  be  man  to  mc;  for 
indeed  three  such  antics  do  not  amount  to  a  man.  For 
Bardolph,  he  is  white-livered  and  red-faced;  by  the  means 
whereof  a*  faces  it  out.  but  fights  not.  For  Pistol,  he  hath 
a  killing  tongue  and  a  quiet  sword;  by  the  means  whereof 
a'  breaks  words,  and  keeps  whole  weapons.  For  Nym,  he 
hath  heard  that  men  of  few  words  arc  the  best  men :  and 
therefore  he  scorns  to  say  his  prayers,  lest  a'  should  be ' 
thought  a  coward:  but  his  few  bad  words  arc  matched 
with  as  few  good  deeds;  for  a'  never  broke  any  man's  head 
but  his  own,  and  that  was  against  a  post  uhcn  he  was 
drunk.  They  will  steal  any  thing,  and  call  it  purchase. 
Bardolph  stole  a  lute>case,  bore  it  twelve  leagues,  and  sold 
it  for  three  half-pence.  Nym  and  Bardolph  arc  bwom 
brothers  in  filching,  and  in  Calais  they  stole  a  firc-&hovcl: 
I  knew  by  that  piece  of  service  the  men  would  caiTv  coals. 
They  would  have  me  as  familiar  with  men's  pockets  as 
their  gloves  or  their  handkerchers:  which  makes  much 
against  my  manhood,  if  I  should  take  from  another's 
pocket  to  put  into  mine;  for  it  is  plain  pocketing  up  of 
wrongs.  1  must  leave  them,  and  seek  some  better  service: 
their  villany  goes  against  my  weak  stomach,  and  therefore 
I  must  cast  it  up.  [ExU. 

Ec-entei*  Flcellek,  GowEufoUamng, 

Oow,  Captain  Fluellen,  you  must  come  presently  to  the 
mines;  the  Duke  of  Gloucester  would  speak  with  you.    60 

Mu.  To  the  mines!  tell  you  the  duke,  it  is  not  so  good 
to  come  to  the  mines;  for,  look  you,  the  mines  is  not 
according  to  the  disciplines  of  the  war:  the  concavities  of 
it  is  not  sufficient;  for,  look  you,  th'  athversary,  you  may 
discuss  unto  the  duke,  look  you,  is  digt  himself  four  yard 
under  the  countermines:  by  Chcshu,  1  tliink  a'  will  plow 
up  all,  if  there  is  not  better  directions. 

Oow.  The  Duke  of  Gloucester,  to  whom  the  order  of  the 
sie^e  is  given,  is  altogether  directed  by  an  Irishman,  a  very  , 
valiant  c^cntleman,  i'  faith. 

Flu,  It  is  Captain  Macmorris,  is  it  not? 

OotP.  I  think  it  be. 

Flu.  By  Cheshu.  he  is  an  ass,  as  in  the  world:  I  will 
verify  as  much  in  his  beard:  he  hns  no  more  directions  in 
the  true  disciplines  of  the  wars,  look  you,  of  the  Roman 
disciplines,  than  is  a  puppy-dog. 

Enter  Macmorris  a  fid  Capt;iin  J  amy. 
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Oow.  Here  a*  comes;  and  the  Scots  captain.  Captain 
Jamy,  with  him.  80 

Flu.  Captain  Jamy  is  a  marvellous  falorous  gentleman, 
that  is  certain;  and  of  great  expedition  and  knowledge  in 
th'  aunchient  wars,  upon  my  particular  knowledge  of  his 
directions:  by  Cheshu,  he  will  maiDtain  his  argument  as 
well  as  any  military  man  in  the  world,  in  the  disciplines  of 
the  pristine  wars  of  tlie  Romans. 

Jaihy,  I  say  gud-day,  Captain  Fluellcn. 

Flu.  God-cfcn  to  your  worship,  good  Captain  James.    90 

Oow.  How  now,  Captain  Macmorris!  have  you  quit  the 
mines?  have  the  pioncrs  given  o'er? 

Mae.  By  Chrish,  la!  tish  ill  done:  the  work  ish  give 
over,  the  trompet  sound  the  retreat.  By  my  hand,  I  swear, 
and  my  father*s  soul,  the  work  ish  ill  done;  it  ish  give 
over:  I  would  have  blowed  ud  the  town,  so  Chrish  save 
me,  la  I  in  an  hour:  O,  tish  ill  uone,  tish  ill  done;  by  my 
hand,  tish  ill  done!  w 

Flu.  Captain  Macmorris,  I  beseech  yon  now,  will  you 
voutsafe  mc,  look  you,  a  few  disputations  with  you,  as 
partly  touching  or  concerning  the  disciplines  of  the  war, 
the  noman  wa^,  in  the  way  of  argument,  look  you,  and 
friendly  communication;  partly  to  satisfy  my  opinion,  and 
partly  for  the  satisfaction,  look  you,  of  my  mind,  as  touch- 
ing the  direction  of  the  military  discipline;  that  is  the 
pomt. 

Jamy.  It  sail  be  vary  gud.  gud  feith,  gud  captains  bath: 
and  I  sail  quit  you  with  gud  leve,  as  I  may  pick  occasion; 
that  sail  I,  marry.  Ill 

Ma>c.  It  is  no  time  to  discourse,  so  Chrish  save  me :  the 
day  is  hot,  and  the  weather,  and  the  wars,  and  the  kin^, 
and  the  dukes:  it  is  no  time  to  discourse.  Tlie  town  is 
beseeched.  and  the  trumpet  call  us  to  the  breach;  and  we 
talk,  and,  be  Chrish,  do  nothioe:  'tis  shame  for  us  all:  so 
God  sa*  me,  'tis  shame  to  stand  still;  it  is  shame,  by  my 
hand:  and  there  is  throats  to  be  cut.  and  works  to  be  done; 
and  there  ish  nothing  done,  so  Chrish  sa'  mc.  In!  121 

Jamy.  By  the  mess,  ere  theise  eyes  of  mine  take  them- 
selves to  slomber,  ay'll  de  gud  service,  or  ay'll  lig  i'  the 
grand  for  it;  ay,  or  go  to  death;  and  ay'll  pay  't  as  valor- 
ously  as  I  may,  that  sail  I  suerly  do,  that  is  tlie  brcff  and 
the  long.  Marry,  I  wad  full  fain  hear  some  question 
'tween  you  tway. 

Flu.  Captain  Macmorris,  I  think,  look  you,  under  your 
correction,  there  is  not  many  of  your  nation —  131 

}£ae.  Of  my  nation!    What  ish  my  nation?    Ish  a  vil- 
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lain,  and  a  bastard,  and  a  knave,  and  a  rascal.  What  ish 
my  nation?    Wlio  talks  of  my  nation? 

Flu,  Look  vou,  if  you  take  tlie  matter  otherwise  than  is 
meant,  Cnptain  Macmorris,  pcrad venture  I  shall  tliink  you 
do  not  use  me  with  that  affability  as  in  discretion  you 
ought  to  use  me,  look  you;  being  as  good  a  man  as  your- 
self, both  in  the  disciplines  of  war,  and  in  the  dcrivution 
of  my  birth,  and  in  other  particularities. 

Mac.  I  do  not  know  you  so  good  a  man  as  myself:  so 
Chrish  save  me,  I  will  cut  off  your  head. 

Oow,  Gentlemen  both,  you  will  mistake  each  other. 

Jamy.  A!  that's  a  foul  fault.  [A  parley  sounded. 

Ooto.  The  town  sounds  a  parley.  149 

^w.  Captain  Macmorris,  when  there  is  more  better  op- 
portunity to  be  required,  look  you,  I  will  be  so  boljd  as  to 
tell  you  I  know  the  disciplines  of  war;  and  there  is  an 
end.  [Exeunt. 

ScEKE  III.     Hie  same.    Before  tJic  gates. 

The  Governor  and  sotne  Citizens  on  the  tPaUe;  the  Englith 
forces  below,     Eni^r  Rmo  Henrt  and  his  train. 

K.  Hen.  How  yet  resolves  the  governor  of  the  town? 
This  is  the  latest  parle  we  will  admit: 
Therefore  to  our  best  mercy  give  yourselves; 
Or  like  to  men  proud  of  destruction 
Defy  us  to  our  worst:  for,  as  I  am  a  soldier, 
A  name  that  in  my  thoughts  becomes  me  best, 
If  I  begin  the  btttterv  once  again, 
I  will  not  leave  the  half-achieVed  Harflcur 
Till  in  her  ashes  she  lie  buried. 

The  gates  of  mercy  shall  be  all  shut  up,  10 

And  the  flesh 'd  sofdier,  rough  and  hani  of  heart, 
In  liberty  of  bloody  hand  shall  range 
With  conscience  wide  as  hell,  mowing  like  grass 
Your  fresh-fair  virgins  and  your  flowering  infants. 
What  is  it  then  to  me,  if  impious  war, 
Array *d  in  flames  like  to  the  prince  of  flends. 
Do,  with  his  smirch'd  complexion,  all  fell  feats 
£nlink*d  to  waste  and  desolation? 
What  is*t  to  me,  when  you  yourselves  are  cause, 
If  your  pure  maidens  fall  into  the  hand  20 

Of  hot  and  forcing  violation? 
What  rein  can  hold  licentious  wickedness 
When  down  the  hill  he  holds  his  fierce  career? 
AVe  may  as  bootless  spend  our  vain  command 
Upon  the  enraged  soldiers  in  their  spoil 
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As  send  precepts  to  the  leviatlian 

To  come  :ishore.    Therefore,  you  men  of  Harfleur, 

Take  pity  of  your  town  and  or  your  people, 

Whiles  yet  my  soldiers  are  in  my  command; 

Whiles  yet  the  cool  and  temperate  wind  of  grace  80 

Overblows  the  filthy  and  contagious  clouds 

Of  heady  murder,  spoil  and  viTlany. 

If  not,  why,  in  a  moment  look  to  see 

The  blind  and  bloody  soldier  with  foul  hand 

Defile^e  locks  of  your  shrill-shrieking  daughters; 

Your  fathers  taken  by  the  silver  beards. 

And  their  most  reverend  heads  dash'd  to  the  walls, 

Your  naked  infants  spitted  upon  pikes. 

Whiles  the  mad  mothers  with  their  howls  confused 

Do  break  the  clouds,  as  did  the  wives  of  Jewry  40 

At  Herod*s  bloody-hunting  slaughtermen. 

What  say  ]^ou?  will  you  yield,  and  this  avoid. 

Or,  guiltv  in  defence,  be  thus  destroyed? 

Oat.  Our  expectation  hath  this  day  an  end: 
The  Dauphin,  whom  of  succours  we  entreated, 
Returns  us  that  his  powers  are  yet  not  ready 
To  raise  so  great  a  siege.    Therefore,  great  king. 
We  yield  our  town  and  lives  to  thy  soft  mercy. 
Enter  our  ^ates;  dispose  of  us  and  ours; 
For  we  no  longer  are  defensible.  60 

K,  Hen,  Open  your  sates.    Gome,  uncle  Exeter, 
Go  vou  and  enter  Harfleur:  there  remain, 
And  fortify  it  stronglv  'gainst  the  French: 
Use  mercy  to  them  all.     For  us,  dear  uncle. 
The  winter  coming  on  and  sickness  mowing 
Upon  our  soldiers,  we  will  retire  to  Calais. 
To-night  in  Harfleur  we  will  be  your  guest; 
To-morrow  for  the  march  are  we  addrest. 

[FUmrkl^,     The  King  and  Ms  train  enter  the  town, 

BcENB  ly.     The  Frekch  Kmo*8  palace. 
Enter  Katharine  and  Alice. 

Kath.  Alice,  tu  as  £t6  en  Angletcrre,  ct  tu  paries  bien  le 
lanmpe. 

Alice,  Un  pen,  madame. 

Kaih,  Je  te  prie,  m'enseignez;  il  faut  que  j*apprenne  ft 
parler.     Comment  appelez-vous  la  main  en  Anglois? 

Alice,  La  main?  elle  est  appelee  de  hand. 

Kath.  Dehand.    £t  les  doigts?  * 

Alice,  Les  doigts?  ma  foi,  j'oublie  les  doigts;  mais  ]e  me 
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8ouviendrai.  Les  doigts?  je  pcnse  qu*lls  sont  appcles  dc 
fin^res;  oui,  de  fingrcs.  11 

ICath,  La  main,  de  hand;  les  doigts,  de  flngi*es.  Je  pensc 
que  jc  suis  le  bon  ecolier;  i'ut  gague  deux  mots  d'Anglois 
vltement.     Comment  appelcz-vous  les  ongles? 

Alice.  Les  ongles?  nous  les  appelons  de  nails. 

Kath.  De  nails.  Ecoulez;  dites  moi,  si  je  parle  bien:  de 
Land,  dc  tingres,  et  dc  nails. 

Alice.  C'cst  bien  dit,  madamc ;  il  est  fort  bon  Aoglois.  20 

Kath.  Dites-moi  TAnglois  pour  le  bras. 

Alice.  De  arm,  madame. 

Kath.  £t  le  coude? 

Alice.  De  elbow. 

Kath.  Dc  elbow.  Jc  m'en  fais  la  r^p^tition  de  tons  les 
mots  que  vous  m'avez  appris  d^s  k  present. 

Alice.  II  est  trop  difficile,  madame,  comme  ie  pense. 

Kath.  £xcuscz-moi,  Alice;  ecoutez;  de  hand,  defingres, 
de  nails,  de  anna,  dc  bilbow.  81 

Alice.  De  elbow,  madame. 

Kaih.  O  Seigneur  Dicu,  jc  m'cn  oublie !  de  elbow.  Com- 
'ment  appelez-vous  le  col? 

Alice.  De  neck,  madamc. 

Kath.  Dc  nick.     Et  le  menton? 

Alice.  De  chin. 

Kaih.  De  sin.    Le  col,  dc  nick:  de  menton,  de  sin.      89 

Alice.  Oui.  Sauf  voire  honneur,  en  v6rit€,  vous  pro- 
noncez  les  mots  aussi  droit  que  les  natifs  d'Anglcterre. 

KatJi.  Je  ne  doutc  point  d'apprendre,  par  la  grace  dc 
Dieu,  et  en  peu  de  temps. 

Alice.  N'avez  vous  pas  d^jil  oublie  ce  que  je  vous  ai 
enseigne? 

Kath.  Non,  je  reciterai  &  vous  promptement:  de  hand, 
de  fingres,  de  mails, — 

AUce.  De  nails,  madame. 

Kath.  De  nails,  dc  arm,  dc  ilbow  50 

AUce.  Sauf  votre  honneur,  de  elbow. 

Kath.  Ainsi  dis-jc;  dc  elbow,  dc  nick,  et  de  sin.  Com- 
ment appelez-vous  le  pied  et  la  robe? 

Alice.  De  foot,  madamc ;  et  de  coun. 

Kath.  Dc  foot  et  dc  coun!  O  Seigneur  Dicu!  cc  sont 
mots  de  son  mauvais,  corruptible,  gros,  et  impodique,  et 
non  pour  les  dames  d*honneur  d'user:  je  ne  voudiiiis  pro- 
noncer  ces  mots  devant  les  seigneurs  de  France  pour  tout 
le  monde.  Foh  I  le  f oot  et  le  coun  I  Neanmoins,  je  recite- 
rai une  autre  fois  ma  le^on  ensemble:  de  hand,  fingres,  de 
nails,  de  arm,  dc  elbow,  de  nick,  de  tin,  de  foot,  de  coun. 
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Alice,  Excellent,  madame! 

ICath,  C'est  assez  pour  une  fois:  allons-nous  &  diner. 

[Exeunt, 

Scene  V.     Tliesame, 

Enter  the  Kma  of  France,  the  Dauphin,  the  Duke  of 
Bourbon,  the  Constable  of  France,  and  ot/iers. 

Fr.  King.  'Tis  certain  he  hath  passed  the  river  Somme. 

Con.  And  if  he  be  not  fought  withal,  my  lord, 
Let  us  not  live  in  France;  let  us  quit  all 
And  give  our  vineyards  to  a  barbarous  people. 

Dan,  O  Dieu  vivant!  shall  a  few  spniys  of  us, 
The  emptying  of  our  father's  luxury. 
Our  scions,  put  in  wild  and  savage  stock, 
Spirt  up  so  suddenly  into  the  clouds, 
And  overlook  their  grafters? 

Boar,  Normans,  but  bastard  Normans,  Norman  bastards! 
Mort  de  ma  viet  if  thev  march  along  11 

Unfoiiglit  withal,  but  I  will  sell  my  dukedom. 
To  buy  a  slobbery  and  a  dirty  farm 
In  that  nook-shotten  isle  of  Albion. 

Con.  Dlou  de  bataillesi  where  have  they  this  mettle? 
Is  not  their  climate  fogsry,  raw  and  dull, 
On  whom,  as  in  despite',  the  sun  looks  pale. 
Killing  their  fruit  with  frowns?    Can  sodden  water, 
A  drench  for  sur-rein'd  jades,  their  barley-broth, 
Decoct  their  cold  blood  to  such  valiant  heat?  SO 

And  shall  our  quick  blood,  spirited  with  wine, 
Seem  frosty  ?    O,  for  honour  of  our  land. 
Let  us  not  hang  like  roping  icicles 
Upon  our  houses'  thatch,  whiles  a  more  frosty  people 
Sweat  drops  of  gallant  youth  in  our  rich  fields  I 
Poor  we  may  call  them  in  their  native  lords. 

Dau,  By  faith  and  honour, 
Oui:  madams  mock  at  us,  and  plainly  say 
Our  mettle  is  bred  out  and  they  will  give 
Their  bodies  to  the  lust  of  English  youth  80 

To  new-store  France  with  bastard  warriors. 

Bour,  They  bid  us  to  the  English  dancing-schools, 
And  teach  lavoltas  high  and  swift  corantos; 
SayinK  our  grace  is  only  in  our  heels,  # 

And  that  we  are  most  lofty  runaways. 

Fr.  King,  Where  is  Mont  joy  the  herald?  speed  him  hence : 
Let  him  greet  England  with  our  sharp  defiance. 
Up,  princes!  and,  with  spirit  of  honour  edged 
More  sharper  than  your  swords,  hie  to  the  field: 
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Charles  Delabreth,  high  coDstable  of  France;  40 

You  Dukes  of  Orleans,  Bourbon,  and  of  Berri, 

Alen^on,  Brabant,  Bar,  and  Burgundy; 

Jaques  Chatillon,  Rambures,  Yaudcniont, 

Beaumont,  Grandpre,  Roussi,  and  Fauconbcrg, 

Foix,  Lestrale,  Bouciqualt,  and  Charolois; 

High  dukes,  great  princes,  barons,  lords,  and  knights, 

For  your  great  seats  now  quit  you  of  great  shames. 

Bar  Harry  England,  that  sweeps  through  our  land 

With  pennons  painted  in  the  blood  of  Harfleur; 

Rush  on  his  host,  as  doth  the  melted  snow  60 

Upon  the  valleys,  whose  low  vassal  seat 

The  Alps  doth  spit  and  void  his  rheum  upon : 

Go  down  upon  him,  you  have  power  enough. 

And  in  a  captive  chariot  into  Rouen 

Bring  him  our  prisoner. 

Con,  This  l^ecotnes  the  great 

Sorry  am  I  his  numbers  are  so  few, 
His  soldiers  sick  and  famish'd  in  their  march, 
For  I  am  sure,  w^hen  he  shall  see  our  army, 
He'll  drop  his  heart  into  tiie  sink  of  fear 
And  for  achievement  offer  us  his  ransom.  60 

Fr,  King,  Therefore,  lord  constable,  haste  on  Montjoy, 
And  let  him  say  to  England  that  we  send 
To  know  what  willing  ransom  he  will  give. 
Prince  Dauphin,  you  shall  stay  with  us  in  Rouen. 

Dau,  Not  so,  I  do  beseech  your  majesty. 

Fr.  King.  Be  patient,  for  you  shall  remain  with  us. 
Now  forth,  lord  constable  and  princes  all. 
And  quickly  bring  us  word  of  England's  fall.        [Exeunt, 


Scene  YI.     TTie  Engluh  camp  in  Ficardy, 
Enter  Gower  and  Fluellen,  meeting, 

Oow.  How  now.  Captain  Fluellen!  come  you  from  the 
bridflfc? 

Flu.  I  assure  you,  there  is  very  excellent  services  com- 
mitted at  the  bridge. 

Gow,  Is  the  Duke  of  Exeter  safe? 

Flu,  The  duke  of  Exeter  is  as  magnanimous  as  Agamem- 
non; anid  a  man  that  I  love  and  honour  with  mv  soul,  and 
my  heart,  and  my  duty,  and  my  life,  and  my  living,  and 
my  uttermost  power:  he  is  not — (Jod  be  praised  and  blessed ! 
— any  hurt  in  the  world ;  but  keeps  tlie  bridge  most  vallanlly, 
with  excellent  discipline.  There  is  an  aunchient  lieutenant 
there  at  the  pridge,  I  think  in  my  very  conscience  he  is  as 
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valiant  a  man  as  Mark  Antony ;  and  he  is  a  man  of  no  estima- 
tion in  the  world ;  but  I  did  see  him  do  as  gallant  service. 
'  Gow.  What  do  yon  call  him? 

Flu.  He  is  called  Auuchient  Pistol. 

QovD,  I  know  him  not.  20 

Enter  Pistol. 

Flu.  Here  is  the  man. 

Pisi.  Captain,  I  thee  beseech  to  do  me  favours* 
The  Duke  of  Exeter  doth  love  thee  well. 

Flu,  Ay,  I  praise  Ood ;  and  I  have  merited  some  love  at 
liis  hands. 

Pist.  Bardolpb,  a  soldier,  firm  and  sound  of  heart, 
And  of  buxom  valour,  hath,  by  cruel  fate, 
And  giddy  Fortune's  furious  fickle  wheel. 
That  goddess  blind,  80 

That  stands  upon  the  rolling  restless  stone — 

Flu.  By  your  patience,  Aunchient  Pistol.  Fortune  is 
painted  blind,  with  a  muffler  afore  her  eyes,  to  signify  to 
you,  that  Fortune  is  blind;  and  she  is  pamted  also  with  a 
wheel,  to  signify  to  you,  which  is  the  moral  of  it,  that  she 
is  turning,  and  inconstant,  and  mutability,  and  variation; 
and  her  foot,  look  you,  is  fixed  upon  a  spherical  stone, 
which  rolls,  and  rolls,  and  rolls:  in  good  truth,  the  poet 
makes  a  most  excellent  description  of  it:  Fortune  is  an 
excellent  moral.  40 

put.  Fortune  is  Bardolph's  foe,  and  frowns  on  him: 
For  he  hath  stolen  a  pax,  and  hanged  must  a*  be: 
A  damned  death ! 

Let  gallows  gape  for  dog;  let  man  go  free 
And  let  not  hemp  his  windpipe  suffocate: 
But  Exeter  hath  given  the  doom  of  death 
For  pax  of  little  price. 

Tiierefore,  go  speak:  the  duke  will  hear  thy  voice; 
And  let  not  Bardolph*8  vital  thread  be  cut 
With  edge  of  penny  cord  and  vile  reproach:  50 

8peak,  captain,  for  his  life,  and  I  will  thee  requite. 

Flu,  Aunchient  Pistol,  I  do  partly  understand  your 
meaning. 

Pint.  Why  then,  rejoice  therefore. 

Flu.  Certainly,  aunchient,  it  is  not  a  thing  to  rejoice  at: 
for  if,  look  you,  he  were  my  brother,  I  would  4(^sire  the 
duke  to  use  his  good  pleasure,  and  put  him  to  execution; 
for  discipline  ought  to  bo  used. 

PisL  Die  and  be  damn'd!  and  figo  for  thy  frienddiip!  60 

Flu.  It  is  well. 

PlMt,  The  fig  of  Spain!  iExU. 
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I^u,  Very  good. 

Gow.  Wby,  this  is  nn  arrant  counterfeit  rascal ;  I  rememr 
bcr  liim  now;  a  bawd,  a  cutpurse. 

Flu.  I'll  asure  you,  a'  uttered  as  brave  words  at  tlic 
bridge  as  you  shall  see  in  a  summer's  day.  But  it  is  very 
'well;  what  he  has  spoke  to  me,  that  is  well,  I  warrant  you. 
when  time  is  serve.  G9 

Goto.  Why.  'tis  a  gull,  a  fool,  a  rogue,  that  now  and  then 
goes  to  the  wars,  to  grace  himself  at  his  return  into  Lon- 
don under  the  form  of  a  soldier  And  such  fellows  arc 
perfect  in  the  great  commanders'  names:  and  they  will  learn 
you  by  rote  where  services  were  done;  at  such  and  such  a 
sconce,  at  such  a  breach,  at  such  a  convoy;  who  came  off 
bravely,  who  was  shot, who  disgraced,  what  terms  the  enemy 
stood  on ;  and  this  they  con  perfectly  in  the  phrase  of  war, 
which  they  trick  up  with  new-tuned  oaths:  and  what  a  beard 
of  the  general's  cut  and  a  horrid  suit  of  the  camp  will  do 
among  foaming  bottles  and  ale- washed  wits,  is  wonderful 
to  be  thought  on.  But  you  must  learn  to  know  such  slan- 
ders of  the  age,  or  else  you  mav  be  marvellously  mistook. 

Flu.  I  tell  you  what,  Captain  Gower;  I  do  perceive  he 
is  not  the  man  that  he  would  gladly  make  show  to  the  world 
he  is:  if  I  find  a  hole  in  his  coat,  1  will  tell  him  mv  mind. 
[Drum  heard.]  Hark  you,  the  king  is  coming,  and  I  must 
speak  with  him  from  the  pridge.  91 

Drum  and  colours.    Enter  Kino  Henry,  Gloccksteii, 

and  Soldiers. 

God  pless  your  majest^r ! 

K.  lien.  How  now,  Fluellen,  camestthou  from  the  bridge? 

Flu.  Ay,  so  please  your  majesty.  The  Duke  of  Exeter 
has  very  nillantly  maintained  the  pridge:  th&Frenc^h  is 
gone  on,  Took  you :  and  there  is  gallant  and  most  prave 
passages;  marry,  th*  athversary  was  have  possession  of  the 
pridge;  but  he  is  enforced  to  retire,  and  the  Duke  of  Kxc- 
ter  is  master  of  the  pridge:  I  can  tell  your  majesty,  the 
duke  is  a  prave  man.  101 

K.  Hen.  What  men  have  you  lost,  Fluellen? 

Flu.  The  perdition  of  th'  athversary  hath  been  very  great, 
reasonable  great:  marry,  for  my  part,  I  think  the  duke  hnth 
lost  never  a  man,  but  one  that  is  like  to  be  executed  for 
robbing  a  church,  one  Bardolph,  if  your  majesty  know  the 
man:  his  face  is  all  bubukles,  and  whelks,  and  knobs,  and 
flames  o'  fire:  and  his  lips  blows  at  his  nose,  and  it  is  like 
a  coal  of  fire,  sometimes  plue  and  sometimes  red ;  but  his 
nose  is  executed,  and  his  fire's  out. 

JT.  Hen.  We  would  have  all  such  offenders  so  cut  off: 
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and  wc  give  express  charge,  that  in  our  mnrches  through 
the  country,  there  bo  nothing  compelled  from  the  villnges, 
nothing  t;ikcu  hut  paid  for,  none  of  the  French  upbraided 
or  abused  iu  disdainful  language;  for  when  lenity  and 
cruelty  play  for  a  kingdom,  the  gentler  gamester  is  tlie 
soonest  winner.  *  120 

Tucket    Enter  Montjoy. 

3ront.  You  know  me  by  my  habit. 

JT.  Hen,  Well  then  I  know  thee:  what  shall  I  know  of 
thee? 

Mont.  My  master's  mind. 

K.  Hen.  Unfold  it. 

Mont.  Thus  says  my  king:  Say  thou  to  Harry  of  Eng*- 
land :  Though  we  seemed  dead,  we  did  but  sleep:  advantage 
is  a  better  soldier  than  rashness.  Tell  him  we  could  have 
rebuked  him  at  Harfleur,  but  that  we  thouglit  not  good  to 
bruise  an  injury  till  it  were  full  ripe:  now  we  speak  upon 
our  cue,  and  our  voice  is  imperial:  England  shall  repent 
his  folly,  see  his  weakness,  and  admire  our  sufferance. 
Bid  him  therefore  consider  of  his  ransom ;  which  must  pro« 
portion  the  losses  we  Iiavc  borne,  the  subjects  we  have  lost, 
the  disgrace  we  have  digested ;  which  in  weight  to  re-answer, 
ills  pettiness  would  bow  under.  For  our  losses,  his  excheq- 
uer is  too  poor;  for  the  effusion  of  our  blood,  the  muster 
of  his  kingdom  too  faint  a  number;  and  for  our  disgrace, 
his  own  person,  kneeling  at  our  feet,  but  a  weak  and  worth- 
less satisfaction.  To  this  add  defiance:  and  tell  him,  for 
conclusion,  he  hath  l)etrayed  his  followers,  whose  condem- 
nation is  pronounced.  So  far  my  king  and  master;  so 
much  my  office. 

K.  Hen.  What  is  thy  name?    I  know  thy  quality. 

Mont.  Moutjoy. 

K.  Hen.  Thou  dost  thy  offlce  fairly.    Turn  thee  back, 
And  tell  thy  king  I  do  not  seek  him  now; 
But  could  be  willing  to  march  on  to  Calais  150 

Without  impeachment:  for,  to  say  the  sooth. 
Though  'tis  no  wisdom  to  confess  so  much 
Unto  an  enemy  of  craft  and  vantage, 
My  people  Are  with  sickness  much  enfeebled, 
My  numbers  lessened,  and  tliose  few  I  have 
Almost  no  better  than  so  many  French ; 
Who  when  they  were  in  health,  I  tell  thee,  herald, 
I  thought  upon  one  pair  of  English  legs 
Did  march  three  Frenchmen.  "Yet,  forgive  mc,  God, 
That  I  do  brae  thus  I    This  your  air  of  France  160 

Hath  blown  that  vice  in  me ;  I  must  repent. 
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Go  tlicrefofe,  tell  thy  master  here  I  am; 

My  ransom  is  this  frail  and  worthless  trunk. 

My  army  but  a  weak  and  sickly  guard ; 

Yet,  God  before,  tell  him  we  will  come  on. 

Though  France  himself  and  such  another  neighbour 

8tand  in  our  way.     Thcre*^  for  thy  labour,  >lontjoy. 

Go,  bid  thy  master  well  advise  himself: 

If  we  may  pass,  we  will-  if  we  l>e  hinder'd. 

We  shall  your  tawny  ground  with  your  red  blood  170 

Discolour:  and  so,  Mont  joy,  fare  you  well. 

The  sum  of  all  our  answer  is  but  this: 

We  would  not  seek  a  battle,  as  we  arc; 

Nor,  as  we  are,  we  say  we  will  not  shun  it: 

So  tell  your  master. 

Mont,  I  shall  deliver  so.     Thanks  to  your  highness. 

[Exit 

GUni.  I  hope  they  will  not  come  upon  us  now. 

K.  Hen,  We  are  in  God's  hand,  brother,  not  in  theirs. 
March  to  the  bridge;  it  now  draws  towards  night: 
Beyond  the  river  we'll  encamp  ourselves,  180 

And  on  to-morrow  bid  them  march  aw^ay.  [Exeunt. 

Scene  VII.     T/ie  French  camp,  near  AgineourL 

Enter  Vie  Constable  op  France,  the  Lord  Rambures,  Or- 
leans, Dauphin.  uiOi  otJiera. 

Con.  Tut!  I  have  the  best  armour  of  the  world.  Would 
it  were  day! 

Orl,  You  have  an  excellent  armour;  but  let  my  horse 
have  his  due. 

Con.  It  is  the  best  horse  of  Europe. 

Orl.  Will  it  never  be  morning? 

Dau.  My  Lord  of  Orleans,  and  my  lord  high  tionstablc, 
you  talk  oi  horse  and  armour? 

Orl.  You  are  as  well  provided  of  both  as  any  prince  in 
the  world.  10 

Dau.  What  a  long  night  is  this!  I  will  not  change  my 
horse  with  any  that  treads  but  on  four  pasterns,  ^a,  Ini ! 
he  Iwunds  from  the  enrth,  as  if  his  entrails  were  hairs:  le 
cheval  volant,  the  Pegasus,  cliez  les  narines  de  feu!  When 
I  bestride  him,  I  soar,  I  am  a  hawk:  he  trots  the  air;  the 
earth  sings  when  he  touches  it;  the  basest  liorn  of  his  hoof 
is  more  musical  tban  the  pipe  of  Hermes. 

Orl.  Hc*8  of  the  colour  of  the  nutmeg.  20 

Dau.  And  of  the  heat  of  the  gineer.  It  is  a  beast  for 
Perseus:  he  is  pure  air  and  fire;  and  the  dull  elements  of 
earth  and  water  never  appear  in  him,  but  only  in  patient 
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stillness  while  his  rider  mounts  him:  he  is  indeed  ahorse; 
and  all  other  Jades  you  ma)r  call  beasts. 

Con.  Indeed,  my  lord,  it  is  a  most  absolute  and  excellent 
horse. 

Dau.  It  is  the  prince  of  palfreys;  his  neigh  is  like  the 
bidding  of  a  monarch  and  his  countenance  enforces  hom- 
age. 80 

Orl,  No  more,  cousin. 

Dau.  Nay,  the  man  hath  no  wit  that  cannot,  from  the 
rising  of  the  lark  to  the  lodging  of  the  lamb,  vary  deserved 
praise  on  my  palfrey;  it  is  a  theme  as  fluent  as  the  sea: 
turn  the  sands  into  eloquent  tongues,  and  my  horse  is  ar- 
gument for  them  all:  'tis  a  subject  for  a  sovereign  to  rea- 
son on,  and  for  a  sovereign's  sovereign  to  ride  on ;  and  for 
the  world,  familiar  to  us  and  unknown,  to  lay  apart  their 
jMirticular  functions  and  wonder  at  him.  1  once  writ  a 
sonnet  in  his  praise  and  began  thus:  "Wonder  of  na- 
ture,"— 

Orl.  I  have  heard  a  sonnet  begin  so  to  one's  mistress. 

Dau.  Then  did  they  imitate  that  which  I  composed  to 
my  courser,  for  ray  horse  is  mv  mistress. 

OH.  Your  mistress  bears  well. 

Dau.  Me  well ;  which  is  the  prescript  praise  and  perfec- 
tion of  a  good  and  particular  mistress. 

Con.  Nay,  for .  methought  yesterday  your  mistress 
shrewdly  shook  your  back.  * 

Dau.  So  perhaps  did  yours. 

Con.  Mine  was  not  bndled. 

Dau.  O  then  belike  she  was  old  and  gentle:  and  you  rode, 
like  a  kern  of  Ireland,  your  French  hose  off,  and  in  your 
strait  strossers. 

Con.  You  have  ffood  judgment  in  horsemanship.  50 

I)au.  Be  warned  by  me,  then :  they  that  ride  so  and  ride 
not  warily,  fall  into  *  foul  bogs.  I  had  rather  have  my 
horse  to  my  mistress. 

Con.  I  had  as  lief  have  mv  mistress  n  jnde. 

Dau.  I  tell  thee,  constable,  my  mistress  wears  his  own 
hair. 

Con.  I  could  make  as  true  a  boast  as  that,  if  I  had  a  sow 
to  my  mistress. 

Dau.  *'  Le  ehicn  est  retourne  ft  son  proprc  vomissement, 
et  la  truie  lavee  au  bourbicr:"  thou  makcst  use  of  any 
thing.  70 

Con.  Yet  do  I  not  use  my  horse  for  my  mistress,  or  any 
such  proverb  so  little  kin  to  the  purpose. 

Ram.  My  lord  constable,  the  armour  that  I  saw  in  your 
tent  to-night,  xe  those  stoi's  or  suns  upon  it? 
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Con.  Stars,  mv  lord. 

Dau,  Some  of  them  will  fall  to-morrow,  I  hope 

Con,  And  yet  my  sky  shall  not  want. 

Dau,  That  may  be,  for  you  liear  a  many  superfluously, 
and  'twere  more  honour  some  were  away  §1 

Con.  Even  as  your  horse  bears  your  praises;  who  would 
trot  as  well,  were  some  of  your  braes  dismounted. 

Dau.  Would  I  were  able  to  load  him  with  his  desert! 
Will  it  never  bo  day?  I  will  trot  to-morrow  a  mile,  and 
my  way  shall  be  paved  with  English  faces. 

Con.  I  will  not  sav  so,  for  fear  I  should  be  faced  out  of 
my  way:  but  I  would  it  were  morning;  for  I  would  fain 
be  about  the  ears  of  the  English. 

liam.  Who  will  go  to  hazard  with  me  for  twenty  pris- 
oners? 

Con.  You  must  first  go  yourself  to  hazard,  ere  you  have 
them. 

Dau.  Tis  midnight;  I'll  go  arm  myself.  [EjnL 

Orl.  The  Dauphin  longs  for  morning. 

Ram.  He  longs  to  eat  the  English. 

Con.  I  think  lie  will  eat  all  he  kills.  100 

Orl.  By  the  white  hand  of  my  lady,  he's  a  gallant  prince. 

Con.  Swear  by  her  foot,  that  she  may  tread  out  the 
oath. 

OrU  He  is  simply  the  most  active  gentleman  of  France. 

Con.  Doing  is  acti^ty;  and  he  will  still  be  doing. 

Orl.  He  never  did  harm,  that  I  heard  of. 

Con.  Nor  will  do  none  to-morrow;  he  will  keep  that 
good  name  still.  Ill 

Orl.  I  know  him  to  be  valiant. 

Con.  I  was  told  that  by  one  who  knows  him  better  than 
you. 

Orl.  What's  he? 

Con.  Marry,  he  told  me  so  himself;  and  he  said  he  cared 
not  who  knew  it. 

Orl»  He  needs  not;  it  is  no  hidden  virtue  in  him.        119 

Con.  By  my  faith,  sir,  but  it  is;  never  any  body  saw  it 
but  his  lackey:  'lis  a  hooded  valour;  and  when  it  appears, 
it  will  bate. 

Oil.  Ill  will  never  said  well.' 

Con.  I  will  cap  that  proverb  with  **  There  is  flattery  in 
friendship." 

Orl.  And  I  will  take  up  that  with  "  Give  the  devil  his 
due." 

Con.  Well  placed :  tliere  stands  your  friend  for  the  devil : 
have  at  the  very  eye  of  that  proverb  with  *' A  pox  of  the 
devil."  180 
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Ori.  You  arc  the  better  at  proyerbs,  by  how  much  "A 
fooVs  bolt  is  soon  shot." 
Con,  You  have  shot  over. 
OrL  'Tis  not  the  first  time  you  were  overshot. 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

Mess.  My  lord  high  constable,  the  English  lie  within  fif- 
teen liundred  paces  of  your  tents. 

Chn,  Who  hath  measured  the  ground? 

Jtess.  The  Lord  Grandpre. 

Con.  A  valiant  and  most  expert  gentleman.  Would  it 
were  day!  Alas,  poor  Harry  of  England!  he  longs  not  for 
the  dawning  as  we  do.  141 

Orl.  What  a  wretched  and  peevish  fellow  is  this  king  of 
England,  to  mope  with  his  fat-brained  followers  so  far  out 
of  his  knowledscel 

Con.  If  the  English  had  any  apprehension,  they  would 
run  a  way. 

Orl.  That  they  lack;  for  if  their  heads  had  any  intel- 
lectual armour,  they  could  never  wear  such  heavy  head- 
pieces. 149 

Bfim.  That  island  of  England  breeds  very  valiant  crea- 
tures; tlieir  mastiffs  are  of  unmatchable  courage. 

Orl.  Foolish  curs,  that  run  winking  into  the  mouth  of  a 
Russian  bear  and  have  their  heads  crushed  like  rotten  ap- 
ples! You  may  as  well  say,  that's  a  valiant  flea  that  daro 
eat  his  breakfast  on  the  lip  of  a  lion. 

Con.  Just,  just;  and  the  men  do  sympathize  with  the 
mastiffs  in  robustious  and  rough  coming  on,  leaving  their 
wits  with  their  wives:  and  then  give  them  great  meals  of 
beef  and  iron  and  steel,  they  will  eat  like  wolves  and  fight 
like  devils. 

Orl.  Ay,  but  these  English  are  shrewdly  out  of  beef. 

Con.  Then  shall  we  find  to-morrow  they  have  onl}'  stom- 
achs to  eat  and  none  to  fight.  Now  is  it  time  to  arm; 
come,  shall  we  about  it? 

Orl.  It  is  now  two  o'clock:  but,  let  me  see,  by  ten 
We  shall  have  each  a  hundred  Englishmen.  [Exeunt 

ACT  IV. 

PROLOGUE. 

Enter  Chorus. 

Clior.  Now  entertain  conjecture  of  a  time 
When  creeping  murmur  and  the  poring  dark 
Fills  the  wide  vessel  of  the  universe. 

6HAK.   II. — 11 
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From  camp  to  camp  through  the  foul  womb  of  night 

The  hum  of  either  army  stilly  sounds, 

That  the  fixed  seutiucls  almost  receive 

The  secret  whispers  of  each  other's  watch: 

Fire  answers  fire,  and  through  their  paly  flames 

Each  battle  sees  the  other's  umber'd  face ; 

Steed  threatens  steed,  in  liigh  and  boastful  neighs  10 

Piercing  the  night's  dull  ear,  and  from  the  tents 

The  armourers,  accomplishing  the  knights. 

With  busy  hammers  closing  rivets  up, 

Give  drcaidf ul  note  of  preparation : 

The  country  cocks  do  crow,  the  clocks  do  toll. 

And  the  third  hour  of  drowsy  morning  name. 

Proud  of  their  numbers,  and  secure  in  soW, 

The  confident  and  over-lusty  French 

Do  the  low-rated  English  play  at  dice; 

And  chide  the  cripple  tardy-baited  night  20 

Who.  like  a  foul  and  ugly  witch,  doth  limp 

So  tediously  away.     The  poor  condemned  English, 

Like  sacrifices,  by  their  watchful  fires 

Sit  patiently,  and  inly  ruminate 

The  morning's  danger,  and  their  gesture  sad 

Investing  lank-lean  cheeks  and  war-worn  coats 

Prescnteth  them  unto  the  gazing  moon 

So  many  hoirid  ghosts.    O  now,  who  will  behold 

The  royal  captain  of  this  ruin'd  Ijand 

Walking  from  watch  to  watch,  from  tent  to  tent,  80 

Let  him  cry  **  Praise  and  glorv  on  his  head!" 

For  forth  he  goes  and  visits  ail  his  host, 

Bids  them  good  morrow  with  a  modest  smile 

And  calls  them  brothers,  friends  and  countrymen 

Upon  his  royal  face  there  is  no  note 

How  dread  an  army  hath  enrounded  him ; 

Nor  doth  he  dedicate  one  jot  of  colour 

Unto  the  weary  and  all-watched  night. 

But  freshly  looks  and  over-bears  attaint 

With  cheerful  semblance  and  sweet  majesty;  40 

That  every  wretch,  pining  and  pale  before, 

Beholding  him,  plucks  comfort  from  his  looks: 

A  largess  universal  like  the  sun 

His  lilxjral  eye  doth  give  to  every  one, 

Thawing  cold  fear,  ftliat  mean  and  gentle  all. 

Behold,  as  may  un worthiness  define, 

A  little  touch  of  Harry  in  the  night. 

And  so  our  scene  must  to  the  battle  fly; 

Where — O  for  pity! — we  shall  much  disgrace 

With  four  or  five  most  vile  and  ragged  foils,  50 
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Right  ill-disposed  in  brawl  ridicalous. 

The  Dame  oi  Agincourt.    Yet  sit  and  sec, 

Minding  true  things  by  what  their  mockeries  be.        [ExiL 


Scene  L     The  EngUsh  Camp  at  Agincourt. 

Enter  King  IIenby,  Bedford,  and  Gloucesteii. 

K.  Hen,  Gloucester,  *tis  true  4hat  we  are  in  great  dan- 
ger; 
The  greater  therefore  should  our  courage  be. 
Good  morrow,  brother  Bedford.    God  Almighty! 
There  is  some  aoul  of  goodness  in  things  evil, 
Would  men  observingly  distil  it  out. 
For  our  bad  neighbour  makes  us  early  stirrers, 
Which  is  both  healthful  and  good  husbandry: 
Besides,  they  are  our  outward  consciences. 
And  preachers  to  us  all,  admonishing 
That  we  should  dress  us  fairly  for  our  end.  10 

Thus  may  we  gather  lioncv  from  the  weed. 
And  make  a  moral  of  the  devil  hiniself. 

Enter  Ekpinghak. 

Good  morrow,  old  Sir  Thomas  Erplngham: 
A  good  soft  pillow  for  that  good  white  head 
Were  better  than  a  churlish  turf  of  France. 

Erp.  Not  80,.  my  liege:  this  lodging  likes  me  better, 
Since  I  may  say  "  Now  lie  I  like  a  kmg." 

K.  Hen.  Tis  good  for  men  to  love  their  present  pains 
Upon  example;  so  the  spirit  is  cased; 
And  when  the  mind  is  quickened,  out  of  doubt,  20 

The  organs,  though  defunct  and  dead  before. 
Break  up  their  drowsy  grave  and  newly  move. 
With  casted  slough  and  fresh  legerity. 
Lend  me  thy  cloak.  Sir  Thomas.    Brothers  both. 
Commend  me  to  the  princes  in  our  camp; 
Do  ray  good  morrow  to  them,  and  anon 
Desire  them  all  to  my  pavilion. 

Olou,  We  shall,  my  liege. 

Erp.  Shall  I  attend  your  grace? 

K.  ffen.  No,  my  good  knight; 

Go  with  my  brothers  to  my  lords  of  England:  80 

I  and  my  bosom  must  debate  a  while. 
And  then  I  would  no  other  company. 

Erp,  The  Lord  in  heaven  bless  thee,  noble  Harry! 

[Exewnt  all  hit  King. 
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K.  lien,  God-a-mercy,  old  heart  I  thou  spcak^st  cheer- 
fully. 

^      Enter  Pistol. 

Pt'tt.  Quivftia? 

K.  Hen.  A  friend. 

2^i4tt.  Discuss  unto  me;  art  thou  officer? 
Or  art  thou  bjise,  com  moo  and  popular? 

K.  lien.  I  am  a  gentleman  of  a  company. 

Pint  TraiTst  tbou  the  puissant  pike?  40 

K.  Hen.  Even  so.     What  are  you? 

Pint.  As  good  a  gentleman  as  the  emperor. 

K.  Hen.  Then  you  are  a  better"  than  the  king. 

Pist.  The  king's  a  bawcock,  and  a  heart  of  gold, 
A  lad  of  life,  an  imp  of  fame;  • 

Of  parents  good,  oi  fist  most  valiant, 
I  kiss  his  dirty  shoe,  and  from  heart-string 
I  love  the  lovely  bully.     What  is  tby  name? 

K.  Hen.  Harry  le  lioy. 

Pist.    Le  Roy!   a  Cornish  name:  art  thou  of  Cornish 
Urew?  50 

K.  Hen.  No,  I  am  a  Welshman. 

Pist.  Know'st  thou  Flviellcn? 

K.  Hen.  Yes. 

Pist.  Tell  him,  I'll  knOck  his  leek  about  his  pate 
Upon  SaiiU  Davy's  day. 

A".  He7i.  Do  not  wear  your  dagger  in  your  cap  that  day, 
lest  he  knock  that  about  yours. 

Pint.  Art  thou  his  friend? 

K.  Hen.  And  his  kinsman  too. . 

Piiit.  Tlie  figo  for  thee,  then !  60 

K.  Hen.  I  th»uik  vou:  God  be  with  you  I 

Pist.  My  name  is 'Pistol  call'd.  [Ecrit. 

K.  Hen.  It  sorts  well  with  your  fierceness. 

Enter  Flcellen  and  Gowkh. 

Goic.  Captain  Fluellen! 
^  Flu.  So!  in  the  name  of  Jesu  Chiist,  speak  lower.  It  is 
the  greatest  admiration  in  the  universal  world,  when  the 
true  and  aunchient  prerogatifes  and  laws  of  tlie  wars  is  not 
kept:  if  you  would  take  tlie  pains  but  to  examine  the. wars 
of  Poinpoy  the  Great,  vou  shall  find,  I  warrant  you,  that 
there  is  no  tiddle  taduie  nor  pibbic  pabble  in  Pompey's 
camp;  I  warr:uit  you,  you  shall  find  the  ceremonies  of  the 
wars,  and  the  cares  of  it,  and  the  forms  of  it,  and  the 
sobriety  of  it,  and  the  modesty  of  it,  to  be  otherwise. 

Gow.  Why,  the  enemy  is  loud;  you  hear  him  all  night. 

Hu.  If  the  enemy  is  an  ass  and  a  fool  and  a  prating  cox- 
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comb,  Is  it  meet,  think  you,  that  wo  should  also,  look  you, 
be  an  ass  and  a  fool  and  a  ])rating  coxcomb?  in  your  own 
conscience,  now? 

Oow.  I  will  speak  lower. 

Flu.  I  pray  you  and  beseech  vou  that  you  will. 

[Exeunt  Oower  and  FfwSen, 

K.  Hen.  Though  it  appear  a  little  out  of  fashion, 
There  is  much  care  and  valour  in  this  Welshman. 

Eater  tJiree  mldier^,  John  Bates,  AlsxandiSb  Court,  and 

Michael  Williams. 

Court.  Brother  John  Bates,  is  not  that  the  morning 
which  breaks  yonder? 

Batet,  I  think  it  be:  but  we  have  no  great  cause  to  de- 
sire the  approach  of  day.  ,  90 

WUl.  We  see  yonder  the  ])eginning  of 'the  day,  but  I 
think  we  shall  never  see  the  end  of  it.    Who  goes  there? 

K.  Hen.  A  friend. 

WiU.  Under  what  captain  serve  you? 

K,  Hen.  Under  Sir  Thomas  Erpingham. 

WtU.  A  good  old  commander  and  a  most  kind  gentle- 
man- I  pray  you,  what  thinks  he  of  our  estate? 

K.  Hen.  Even  as  men  wrecked  upon  a  sand,  that  look  to 
be  washed  off  the  next  tide.  101 

Bates.  He  hath  not  told  his  thought  to  the  king? 

K.  Hen.  No;  nor  it  is  not  meet  he  should.  For,  though 
I  speak  it  to  you,  I  think  the  king  is  but  a  man,  as  I  nm  - 
the  violet  smells  to  him  as  it  doth  to  me;  tlie  element 
shows  to  htm  as  it  doth  to  me;  all  his  senses  have  but 
human  conditions:  his  ceremonies  laid  by,  in  his  naked- 
ness he  appears  but  a  man;  and  though  his  affections  are 
higher  mounted  than  ours,  yet,  when  tliey  stoop,  Ihcy 
stoop  with  the  like  wing.  Therefore  when  he  sees  reason 
of  fears,  as  we  do,  his  fears,  out  of  doubt,  be  of  the  same 
relish  as  ours  are:  yet,  in  reason,  no  man  should  possess 
him  witli  any  appearance  of  fear,  lest  he,  by  showing  it, 
|Should  dishearten  his  army. 

Bates.  He  may  show  what  outward  conraire  he  will ;  bnt 
I  believe,  as  cold  a  nii^ht  as  'tis,  he  could  wish  himself  in 
Thames  up  to  the  neck;  and  so  I  would  lie  were,  and  I  by 
him.  at  all  adventures,  so  we  were  quit  here. 

K,  Hen,  By  my  troth,  I  will  speak  my  conscience  of  the 
king :  I  think  he  would  not  wish  himself  any  where  but 
where  he  is. 

Baites,  Then  I  would  he  were  here  alone;  so  should  he  be 
sura  to  be  ransomed,  and  a  many  poor  men's  lives  saved. 

K.  Hen.  I  dare  say  you  love  him  not  so  ill,  to  wish  him 
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here  alone,  howsoever  vou  speak  this  to  feel  other  men's 
iniud«:  methinks  I  could  not  die  anywhere  so  contented  as 
in  the  king's  company;  his  cause  being  just  and  his  quar- 
rel honourable. 

Will.  Thai's  more  than  we  know. 

Bates.  Ay,  or  more  than  we  should  seek  after;  for  wc 
know  enough,  if  we  know  wc  are  the  king's  subjects:  if  his 
cause  be  wrong,  our  obedience  to  the  king  wipes  the  crime 
of  it  out  of  us. 

WUl.  But  if  the  cause  he  not  good,  the  king  himself  hath 
a  heavy  reckoning  to  make,  when  all  those  legs  and  arms 
and  heads,  chopped  off  in  a  battle,  shall  join  together  at 
the  latter  day  and  crj-  all  "  We  died  at  such  a  place;"  some 
swearing,  some  cr3ring  for  a  surgeon,  solne  upon  their 
wives  left  poor  behind  them,  feome  upon  the  debts  they 
owe,  some  upoft  their  children  rawJy  left.  I  am  afeard 
there  are  few  die  well  that  die  in  a  battle;  for  how  can 
they  charitably  dispose  of  any  thing,  when  blood  is  their 
argument?  !Now,  if  these  men  do  not  die  well,  it  will 
be  a  black  matter  for  the  king  that  led  them  to  it;  whom  to 
disobev  were  a^inst  all  proportion  of  subjection. 

K.  Hen.  So,  if  a  son  that  is  by  his  father  sent  about  mer- 
chandise do  sinfullv  miscarry  upon  tlie  sea,  the  imputation 
of  his  wickedness,  by  your  rule,  should  be  imposed  upon 
liis  father  that  sent  him:  or  if  a  servant,  under  his  master's 
command  transporting  a  sum  of  mone^,  be  assailed  by 
robbers  and  die  in  many  irroconciled  iniquities,  you  may 
call  the  business  of  the  master  the  author  of  the  servant's 
damnation:  but  this  is  not  so:  the  kin^  is  not  bound  to 
answer  the  particular  endings  of  his  soldiers,  the  father  of 
his  son,  nor  the  master  of  his  servant;  for  they  purpose  not 
their  death,  when  they  purpose  their  services.  Besides, 
there  is  no  king,  be  his  cause  never  so  spotless,  if  it  come 
to  the  arbitrement  of  swords,  can  try  it  out  with  all 
unspotted  soldiers:  some  perad venture  have  on  them  the 
guilt  of  premeditated  and  contrived  murder;  some,  of 
beguiling  virgins  with  the  broken  seals  of  perjuiy;  some, 
making  the  wars  their  bulwark,  that  have  before  gored  the 
gentle  bosom  of  peace  with  pillage  and  robbery.  Now,  if 
these  men  have  aefeated  the  law  and  outrun  native  punish- 
ment, though  they  can  outstrip  men,  the^  have  no  wings 
to  fly  from  God:  war  is  his  beadle,  war  is  his  vengcnncc; 
so  that  here  men  are  punished  for  before-breach  of  the 
king's  laws  in  now  the  king's  quarrel :  where  they  feared 
the  death,  they  have  borne  life  away;  ana  where 
they  would  be  safe,  they  perish :  then  if  they  die  unpro- 
vided, no  more  is  the  king  guilty  of  their  damnation  than 
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he  was  before  ^Htv  of  those  impieties  for  the  which  they 
arc  now  visited.  Every  subjects  duty  is  tlic  kind's;  but 
evciy  subject's  soul  is  his  own.  Therefore  should  every 
soldier  in  the  wars  do  as  every  sick  man  in  his  bed,  wash 
every  mote  out  of  his  conscience:  and  dying  so,  dealh  is  to 
him  advantage;  or  not  dying,  the  time  was  blessedly  lost 
wherein  such  pix*panition  was  gained:  and  in  him  that 
esoipcs,  it  were  not  sin  to  think  that,  making  God  so  f  ix^e 
an  offer.  He  let  him  outlive  that  day  to  see  His  greatness 
and  to  teach  others  liow  tliey  should  prepare. 

WiU.  'Tia  certain,  every  man  that  dies  ill,  the  ill  upon 
his  own  head,  the  king  is  not  to  answer  it.  199 

Bates.  I  do  not  desire  he  should  answer  for  me ;  and  yet 
I  determine  to  fight  lustily  for  him. 

K  Hen.  I  myself  heard  the  king  say  he  would  not  be 
ransomed. 

WiU,  Ay,  he  said  so,  to  make  us  fight  cheerfully:  but 
when  our  throats  are  cut,  he  may  be  ransomed,  and  we 
ne'er  the  wiser. 

K,  Hen,  If  I  live  to  see  it,  I  will  never  trust  his  word 
after. 

WiU,  Yon  pay  him  then.  That's  a  perilous  shot  out  of 
an  elder-gun,  that  a  poor  and  private  displeasure  can  do 
against  a  monarch!  you  may  as  well  go  alx)ut  to  turn  the 
sun  to  ice  with  fanning  in  his  face  with  a  peacock's  feather. 
You'll  never  tiiist  his  w^ord  after!  come,  'tis  a  foolish  saying. 

K,  Hen,  Your  reproof  is  something  too  round:  I  should 
be  angry  with  you,  if  the  time  were  convenient. 

WiU.  Let  it  be  a  quarrel  between  us,  if  you  live.        220 

K.  Hen.  I  embrace  it. 

WiU.  How  shall  I  know  thee  again? 

K.  Hen.  Give  me  any  gage  of  thine,  and  I  will  wear  it 
in  my  bonnet :  then,  if  ever  thou  darcst  acknowledge  it,  I 
will  make  it  my  quarrel. 

WiU.  Here's  my  glove:  give  me  another  of  thine. 

K.  Hen.  There. 
f      WiU.  This  will  I  also  wear  in  my  cap:  if  ever  thou  come 
to  me  and  say,  after  to  morrow,  '*This  is  my  glove,"  by 
tliis  hand,  I  will  take  thee  a  box  on  the  ear. 

K  Hen.  If  ever  I  live  to  see  it,  I  will  challenge  it. 

WiU   Thou  darest  as  well  be  hanged. 

K.  Hen.  Well,  I  will  do  it,  though  I  take  thee  in  the 
kinir's  company. 

Will.  Keep  thy  word:  fare  thee  well. 

BaU^e.  Be  friends,  you  English  fools,  be  friends:  we 
have  French  quarrels  enow,  if  you  could  tell  how  to 
reckon.  241 
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K.  Hen.  Indeed,  the  French  may  lay  twenty  French 
crowns  to  one,  they  will  beat  us;  for  they  bear  them  on 
their  shoulders:  but  it  is  no  English  treason  to  cut  French 
crowns,  and  to-morrow  the  king  himself  will  bo  a  clipper. 

[Exeunt  Soldiers. 
Upon  the  king!  let  us  our  lives,  our  souls, 
Our  debts,  our  careful  wives. 
Our  children  and  our  sins  lay  on  the  king! 
We  must  bear  all.     O  hard  condition,  250 

Twin-born  with  greatness,  subject  to  the  breath 
Of  every  fool,  whose  sense  no  more  can  feel 
But  his  own  wringing!  What  infinite  heart's-ease 
Must  kings  neglect,  that  private  men  enjoy! 
And  what  have  kings,  that  privates  have  not  too, 
8ave  ceremony,  save  general  ceremony? 
And  what  art  thou,  thoix  idol  ceremony  ? 
What  kind  of  god  art  thou,  that  sulTer'st  more 
Of  mortal  griefs  than  do  tliy  worshippers? 
What  are  thy  rents?  what  are  thy  comings  in?  360 

0  ceremony,  show  me  but  thy  worth! 
fWhat  is  thy  soul  of  adoration? 

Art  thou  aught  else  but  place,  dcgree,and  form. 

Creating  awe  and  fear  in  other  men? 

Wherein  thou  art  less  happy  being  fear'd 

Than  they  in  fearing. 

What  drink'st  thou  oft,  instead  of  homage  sweet. 

But  poisoned  flattery?  O,  be  sick,  great  greatness, 

And  bid  thy  ceremony  give  thee  cure! 

Think'st  thou  the  fiery  fever  will  go  out  270 

With  titles  blown  from  adulation? 

Will  it  give  place  to  flexure  and  low  bending? 

Canst  thou,  when  thou  command'st  the  beggar's  knee, 

Command  the  health  of  it?  No,  thou  proud  dream, 

That  play'st  so  subtly  with  a  king's  repose; 

1  am  a  king  that  find  thee,  and  I  know 
'Tis  not  the  balm,  the  sceptre  and  the  ball, 
The  sword,  the  mace,  the  crown  imperial, 
The  intertissued  robe  of  gold  and  pearl. 

The  farced  title  running  fore  the  king,  280 

The  throne  he  sits  on,  nor  the  tide  of  pomp 

That  beats  upon  the  high  shore  of  this  world. 

No,  not  all  these,  thrice-gorgeous  ceremony, 

Not  all  these,  laid  in  bed  majcstical, 

Can  sleep  so  soundly  as  the  wretched  slave. 

Who  with  a  body  fill'd  and  vacant  mind 

Gets  him  to  rest,  cramm'd  with  distressful  bread; 

Never  sees  horrid  night,  the  child  of  hell. 
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But,  like  a  lackey,  from  the  rise  to  set 

Sweats  in  the  eye  of  Phoebus  and  all  night  290 

Sleeps  in  Elysium ;  next  day  after  dawn. 

Doth  rise  and  help  Hyperion  to  his  horse, 

And  follows  so  the  ever-running  year, 

With  profitable  labour,  to  his  grave: 

And,  but  for  ceremony,  such  a  wretch. 

Winding  up  days  with  toil  and  nights  with  sleep, 

Had  the  fore-hand  and  vantage  of  a  king. 

The  slave,  a  member  of  the  country's  peace. 

Enjoys  it;  but  in  gross  brain  little  wots 

What  watch  the  king  keeps  to  maintain  the  peace,        800 

Whose  hours  the  peasant  best  advantages. 

ErUer  Ebfinohah. 

Erp.  My  lord,  your  nobles,  jealous  of  your  absence. 
Seek  through  your  camp  to  find  you. 

K.  Hen.  Good  old  knight. 

Collect  them  all  together  at  my  tent: 
I'll  be  before  thee. 

Erp.  I  shall  do't.  my  lord.  [Exit, 

K,  Hen,  O  God  of  battles!  steel  my  soldiers'  hearts; 
Possess  them  not  with  fear;  take  from  them  now 
The  sense  of  reckoning,  if  the  opposed  numbers 
Pluck  their  hearts  from  them.    !Not  to-day,  O  Lord, 
O,  not  to-day,  think  not  upon  the  fault  810 

My  father  made  in  compassing  the  crown! 
I  Richard's  body  have  interred  new; 
And  on  it  have  bcstow'd  more  contrite  tears 
Than  from  it  issued  forced  drops  of  blood: 
Five  hundred  poor  1  have  in  yearly  pay, 
Who  twice  a  day  their  wither  d  hands  hold  up 
Toward  heaven,  to  pardon  blood:  and  I  have  built 
Two  chantries,  where  the  sad  and  solemn  priests 
Smg  still  for  Richard's  soul.    More  will  I  ao; 
Though  all  that  I  can  do  is  nothing  worth,  820 

Since  that  my  penitence  comes  after  all. 
Imploring  pardoxL 

Enter  Gloucbstbr. 

Olou.  My  liege  I 

K  Hen.  My  brother  Gloucester's  voice?   Ay; 

I  know  thy  errand,  I  will  go  with  thee : 
The  day,  my  friends  and  all  things  stay  for  me.     [Exeunt. 
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Scene  II.     The  FWncIi  camp. 

Enter  the  Dauphen,  Orleaks,  Rambubes,  and  others. 

Orl.  The  sun  doth  gild  our  armour;  up,  my  lords! 

Dau.  Montez  ^  cheval!    My  horse  I  varlet!  laquais!  ha! 

Orl.  O  brave  spirit! 

Dau.  Via!  les  eaux  et  la  terre. 

Orl.  Rien  puis?  I'air  et  le  feu. 

Dau.  del,  cousin  Orleans. 

Enier  Constable. 

Now,  my  lord  constable! 

Con.  Hark,  how  our  steeds  for  present  service  neigh  I 
Dau.  Mount  them,  and  make  incision  in  tlieir  hides, 

That  their  hot  blood  may  spin  in  English  eyes,  10 

And  dout  them  with  supernuous  courage,  ha! 
Ram.  "What,  will  you  have  them  weep  our  horses'  blood? 

Howflhall  we,  then,  behold  their  natural  tears? 

Enter  Messenger. 

MeM.  The  English  are  embattled,  yon  French  i)eer8. 

Con.  To  horse,  you  gallant  princes!  straight  to  horse! 
Do  but  behold  yon  poor  and  starved  band. 
And  your  fair  show  shall  suck  away  their  souls. 
Leaving  them  but  the  shales  and  husks  of  men. 
There  is  not  work  enough  for  all  our  hands; 
Scarce  blood  enough  in  all  their  sickly  veins  20 

To  give  each  naked  curtle-axe  a  stain. 
That  our  French  gallants  shall  to-day  draw  out, 
And  sheath  for  lack  of  spoil:  let  us  but  blow  on  them, 
The  vapour  of  our  valour  will  overturn  them. 
'Tis  positive  'gaiust  all  exceptions,  lords, 
That  our  superfluous  lackeys  and  our  peasants, 
Who  in  unnecessary  action  swarm 
About  our  squares  of  battle,  were  enow 
To  purge  this  field  of  such  a  hilding  foe, 
Though  we  upon  this  mountain's  basis  by  80 

Took  stand  for  idle  speculation ; 
But  that  our  honours  must  not.     What's  to  say? 
A  very  little  little  let  us  do, 
And  all  is  done.     Then  let  the  trumpets  sound 
The  tucket  sonnnce  and  the  note  to  mount; 
For  our  approach  shall  so  much  dare  tl&e  field 
That  England  shall  couoh  down  in  foar  and  yi»ld. 
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Grand.  Why  do  you  stay  so  long,  my  lords  of  France? 
Yon  island  carrions,  desperate  of  their  bones, 
Ill-favourcdiv  become  the  morning  field:  40 

Their  ragged  curtains  poorly  are  let  loose, 
And  our  air  shakes  them  passing  scornfully: 
Big  Mars  seems  bankrupt  in  their  beggar'cf  host 
And  faintly  through  a  rusty  beaver  peeps: 
The  horsemen  sit  Tike  fixed  candlesticks, 
With  torch-staves  in  their  hand;  and  their  poor  jades 
Lob  down  their  heads,  dropping  the  hides  and  hipe. 
The  ^m  down-roping  from  their  pale-dead  eyes. 
And  in  their  pale  dull  mouths  the  gimmal  bit 
Lies  foul  with  chew'd  grass,  still  and  motionless;  50 

And  their  executors,  the  knavish  crows, 
Fly  o'er  them,  all  impatient  for  their  hour. 
Description  cannot  suit  itself  in  words 
To  demonstrate  the  life  of  such  a  battle 
In  life  so  lifeless  as  it  shows  itself. 

Con,  They  have  said  their  prayers,  and  they  stay  for 
death. 

Dau,  Shall  wc  go  and  send  them  dinners  and  fresh  suits 
And  give  their  fasting  horses  provender, 
And  after  fight  with  them? 

Con,  I  stay  but  for  my  guidon:  to  the  field!  60 

I  will  the  banner  from  a  trumpet  take. 
And  use  it  for  my  haste.     Come,  come,  away! 
The  sun  is  high,  and  we  outwear  the  day.  [Exeuv^, 

Scene  III.     The  English  camp. 

EnUr  Glottc?e8tbr.  Bedpoud,  Exeter,  Erpinoham,  with 
aU  his  host:  Salisbury  and  Westmoreland. 

GUm.  Where  is  the  kin^? 

Bed,  The  king  himself  is  rode  to  view  their  battle. 

West.  Of  fighting  men  they  Imve  full  three  score  thou- 
sand. 

'Exe,  There's  five  to  one;  besides,  they  all  are  fresh. 

Sal.  God's  arm  strike  with  us!  'tis  a  fearful  odds. 
God  be  wi'  you,  princes  all;  1*11  to  my  charge: 
If  we  no  more  meet  till  we  meet  in  heaven, 
Then,  joyfully,  my  noble  Lord  of  Bedford, 
>Iy  dear  Lord  Gloucester,  and  my  good  Lord  Exeter, 
And  my  kind  kinsman,  warriors  all,  adieu!  10 

Ikd.  Farewell,  good  Salisbury;  and  good  luck  go  with 
thee! 

Exc.  Farewell,  kind  lord;  fight  valiantly  to-day: 
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And  jet  I  do  thoe  wrong  to  mind  thee  of  it, 
For  ihou  art  framed  of  tho  firm  truth  of  valour. 

[Exa  BtOitbury. 
Bed.  He  is  as  full  of  valour  as  of  kindness; 
Princely  in  both. 

Enter  the  EiKO. 

West  O  that  we  now  had  here 

But  one  ten  thousand  of  those  men  in  England 
That  do  no  work  to-day! 

K.  Hen.  What's  he  that  wishes  so? 

My  cousin  Westmoreland?    No,  my  fair  cousin: 
If  wc  are  mark'd  to  die,  we  are  enow  20 

To  do  our  country  loss;  and  if  to  live, 
The  fewer  men,  the  greater  share  of  honour. 
God's  will!  I  pray  thee,  wish  not  one  man  more. 
By  Jove,  I  am  not  covetous  for  gold, 
^ior  care  I  who  doth  feed  upon  my  cost; 
It  yearns  me  not  if  men  my  garments  wear; 
Such  outward  things  dwell  not  in  my  desires: 
But  if  it  be  a  sin  to  covet  honour, 
I  am  the  most  offending  soul  alive. 

No,  faith,  my  coz,  wish  not  a  man  from  England:  80 

God's  peace!  1  would  not  lose  so  great  an  honour 
As  one  man  more,  methinks.  would  share  from  me 
For  the  best  hope  I  have.     O,  do  not  wish  one  more! 
Rather  proclaim  it,  Westmoreland,  through  my  host, 
Tfiat  lie  which  hath  no  stomach  to  this  light, 
Let  him  depart;  his  passport  shall  l>e  maac 
And  crowns  for  convoy  put  into  his  purse: 
We  would  not  die  in  tliat  man's  company 
That  fears  his  fellowship  to  die  with  us. 
This  day  is  called  the  feast  of  Crispian:  40 

He  that  outlives  this  day,  and  cones  safe  home, 
Will  stand  a  tip  toe  when  this  day  is  named,- 
And  rouse  him  at  the  name  of  Crispian. 
He  that  shall  live  this  dav,  and  see  old  age. 
Will  yearly  on  the  vigil  feast  his  neighbours, 
And  say  "To-morrow  is  Saint  Crispian:" 
Then  will  he  strip  his  sleeve  and  show  his  scars. 
And  say  "These  wounds  I  had  on  Crispin's  day." 
Old  men  forget;  yet  all  shall  be  forgot. 
But  he'll  remember  with  advantages  60 

What  feats  he  did  that  day :  then  shall  our  names, 
Familiar  in  his  mouth  as  household  words, 
Harry  the  king.  Bedford  and  Exeter, 
Warwick  aodTalbot,  Salisbury  and  Gloucester, 
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Be  in  their  flowing  cups  freshly  remember*cL 

This  story  shall  the  good  man  teach  his  son; 

And  Crispin  Crispian  shall  ne*er  go  by, 

From  this  day  to  the  ending  of  the  world, 

Put  we  in  it  shall  be  remembered; 

We  few,  we  happy  few,  we  band  of  brothers;  60 

For  he  to-day  tliat  sheds  his  blood  with  me 

Shall  be  my  brother;  be  he  ne'er  so  vile. 

This  day  s^all  gentle  his  condition : 

And  gentlemen  in  England  now  a-bed 

Shall  think  themselves  accursed  the^  were  not  here. 

And  hold  their  manhoods  cheap  whiles  any  speaks 

That  fought  with  us  upon  Saint  Crispin's  day. 

Be  enter  SALiSBUitT. 

Sal.  My  sovereign  lord,  bestow  3'^oursclf  with  speed: 
The  French  are  bravely  in  their  battles  set, 
And  will  with  ail  expedience  charge  on  us.  70 

K.  Hen,  All  things  are  ready,  if  our  minds  be  so. 

West,  Perish  the  man  whose  mind  is  backward  now! 

K.  Hen.  Thou  dost  not  wish  more  help  from  England, 
coz? 

West.  God*8  will!  my  liege,  would  you  and  I  alone, 
Without  more  help,  could  light  this  royal  battle! 

K.  Hen.  Why,   now  thou  hast  unwished  five  thousand 
men; 
Which  likes  me  better  than  to  wish  us  one. 
You  know  your  places:  God  be  with  you  all! 

Tucket.    Enter  Montjoy.     * 

Mont.  Once  more  I  come  to  know  of  thee.  King  Harry, 
If  for  tliy  ransom  thou  wilt  now  compound,  ^ 

Before  thy  most  assured  overthrow: 
For  certamly  thou  art  so  near  the  gulf, 
Thou  needs  must  be  engluttcd.    Besides,  in  mercy» 
The  constable  desires  thee  thou  wilt  mind 
Thy  followers  of  repentance;  that  their  souls 
May  make  a  peaceful  and  a  sweet  retire 
From  off  these  fields,  where,  wretches,  their  poor  bodies    i 
Must  lie  and  fester. 

K.  Hen.  Who  hath  sent  thee  now? 

Mont.  The  Constable  of  France. 

K.  Hen.  I  pray  thee,  bear  my  former  answer  back :       90 
Bid  them  achieve  me  and  then  sell  my  l)ones. 
Grood  God!  why  should  they  mork  poor  fellows  thus? 
The  man  that  once  did  sell  the  lion's  skin 
While  the  beast  lived,  was  killed  with  hunting  him. 
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A  many  of  our  bodies  shall  no  doubt 

Find  native  graves;  upon  the  which,  I  trast. 

Shall  witness  live  in  brass  of  this  dny's  work: 

And  those  that  leave  their  valiant  bones  in  France, 

Dying  like  men,  though  buried  in  your  dunghills, 

They  shall  be  famed;  for  there  the  sun  shall  greet  them, 

And  draw  their  honours  reeking  up  to  heaven ;  101 

Leaving  their  earthly  parts  to  choke  your  clime. 

The  smell  whereof  shall  breed  a  plague  in  France. 

Mark  then  abounding  valour  in  our  English, 

That  being  dead,  like  to  the  bullet's  grazing, 

Break  out  into  a  second  course  of  mischief. 

Killing  in  relapse  of  mortality. 

Let  me  speak  proudly:  tell  the  constable 

We  are  but  warriors  for  the  working-day; 

Our  gayness  and  our  gilt  are  all  besniirch*d  110 

With  rainy  marching  in  the  painful  field; 

There's  not  a  piece  of  feather  in  our  host — 

Good  argument,  I  hope,  we  will  not  fly — 

And  time  hath  worn  us  into  slovenrv:' 

But,  by  the  mass,  our  hearts  are  in  the  trim; 

And  my  poor  soldiers  tell  me,  yet  ere  night 

They'll  be  in  fresher  robes,  or  they  will  pluck 

The  gay  new  coats  o'er  the  French  soldiers*  heads 

And  turn  them  out  of  service.     If  they  do  this, — 

As,  if  God  please,  they  shall, — my  ransom  tlien  120 

Will  soon  be  levied.     Herald,  save  thou  thy  labour; 

Come  thou  no  more  for  ransom,  gentle  herald : 

They  sliall  laive  none,  I  swear,  but  these  my  joints; 

Which  if  they  have  as  I  will  leave  'em  them, 

Shall  yield  them  little,  tell  the  constable. 

Mont,  I  shall.  King  Hany.    And  so  fare  thee  well: 
Thou  never  shalt  hear  herald  any  mofe.  [Exit, 

K.  Hen.  I  fear  thou'lt  once  more  come  again  for  ran- 
som. 

Enter  York. 

York,  My  lord,  most  humbly  on  my  knee  I  beg 
The  leading  of  the  vaward,  130 

K.  Hen.  Take  it,   brave  York.     Now,  soldiers,   march 
away : 
And  how  Ihou  pleasest,  God,  dispose  the  day!       [Exeunt. 
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ScKNK  IV.     Tlie  JiM  of  batOe, 

Alarum.    Excursions.    Enter  Pistol,  French  Soldier,  and 

Boy. 

Plst.  Yield,  cur! 

Fr.  Sol,  Je  peuso  que  vous  dies  gentilUomme  de  bonne 
qualite. 

Pist.  Qiialitie  calmie  custure  mc!  Art  thou  a  gentle- 
man? what  is  th^  name?  discuss. 

Pr.  Sol.  O,  Seigneur  Dieu! 

Pid.  O,  Signieur  Dew  should  be  a  gentleman: 
Perpend  my  words,  O  Signieur  Dew,  and  mark; 
O  Signieur  Dew,  thou  dicrt  on  point  of  fox, 
Except,  O  signieur,  thou  do  give  to  me  10 

Egregious  ransom. 

Fr.  Sol.  O,  prenez  misericorde!  ayez  pitiede  moi! 

Pist.  Moy  shall  not  serve;  I  will  have  forty  moys; 
Or  I  will  fetch  thy  rim  out  at  thy  throat 
In  drops  of  crimson  blood. 

Fr.  Sol.  Est-il  impossible  d'echapper  la  force  de  ton 
bras? 

Pist.  Brass,  cur! 
Thou  damned  and  luxurious  mountain  goat,  20 

Offer'st  me  brass? 

Fr.  Sol.  O  pardonnez  moi ! 

Pist.  Say'st  thou  me  so?  is  that  a  ton  of  moys? 
Come  hither,  boy :  ask  me  this  slave  in  Frencii 
What  is  his  name. 

Boy.  Ecoutez:  comment  fites-vous  appele? 

Fr.  Sol.  Monsieur  le  Fer. 

Boy.  He  says  his  name  is  Master  Fer. 

Pist.  Master  Fer!  IHl  fer  him,  and  Hrk  him,  and  ferret 
him:  discuss  the  same  iu  French  unto  him.  30 

Boy.  1  do  not  know  the  French  for  fer,  and  ferret,  and 
flrk. 

Pist.  Bid  him  prepare;  for  I  will  cut  his  throat. 

Fi\  Sol.  Que  dit-il,  monsieur? 

Boy.  II  me  commande  de  vous  dire  que  vous  faites  vous 
prdt;  car  ce  soidat  ici  est  dispose  tout  ft  cette  hcure  de 
couper  votre  gorge. 

Pist.  Owy,  cuppele  gorge,  permafoy. 
Peasant,  unless  thou  give  me  crowns,  brave  crowns;       40 
Or  mangled  shalt  thou  be  by  this  my  sword. 

Fr.  Sol.  O,  ]e  vous  suppfie,  pour  Tamour  de  Dieu,  mo 
pardonner!  Je  suisgentilhomme  de  bonne  maison:  gardcz 
ma  vie,  et  je  tous  donnerai  deux  cents  ^cus. 
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Pist.  What  are  his  words? 

Boy,  He  prays  you  to  save  his  life:  he  is  a  gentleman  of 
a  good  house;  and  for  his  ransom  he  will  give  you  two 
hundred  crowns. 

Pint,  Tell  him  my  fury  shall  abate,  and  I  60 

The  crowns  will  take. 

Fr,  Sol.  Petit  monsieur,  quedit-il? 

Boy.  Encore  qu'il  est  contre  son  jurement  de  pardonncr 
aucua  prisonnier,  neanmoins,  pour  les  ecus  que  vons  I'avez 
promis,  11  est  content  de  vous  doMier  la  liberty,  le  fran- 
chisement. 

Fr.  Sol.  Sur  raes  genoux  jc  vous  donne  mille  remerci- 
mens;  et  je  m^estime  heureux  que  je  suis  tombe  entre  les 
mains  d'un  chevalier,  je  pense,  le  plus  brave,  vaillnnt,'et 
tr^s  distingue  seigneur  d*Anglcterre.  60 

put.  Expound  unto  mc,  boy. 

Boy.  He  gives  you,  upon  his  knees,  a  thousand  thanks; 
and  he  esteems  himself  happy  that  he  hath  fallen  into  the 
hands  of  one,  as  he  thinks,  the  most  brave,  valorous,  and 
thrice-worthy  signieur  of  England. 

Pist.  As  1  suck  blood,  1  will  some  mercy  show.  Follow 
me!  69 

lioy.  Suivez-vous  le  grand  capitaine.  [Exe%int  Pistol, 
and  French  Soldier.'\  I  did  never  know  so  full  a  voice 
issue  fi*Dm  so  empty  a  heart:  but  the  saying  is  tnie,  "  The 
empty  vessel  makes  the  greatest  sound.*'  Bardolph  and 
Nym  had  ten  times  more  valour  than  this  roaring  devil  i* 
the  old  play,  that  every  one  may  pare  his  nails  with  a 
wooden  dagger:  and  they  afe  both  hanged;  and  so  would 
this  be,  if  he  durst  steal  any  thing  adventurously.  I  must 
stay  with  the  lackeys,  with  the  luggage  of  our  camp:  the 
French  might  have  a  good  prey  of'us.  If  he  knew  of  it;  for 
there  is  none  to  guard  it  but  boys.  [S^. 

ScENB  V.    Another  part  cf  the  field. 
Enter  Constable,  Orleans,  Boubbon,  Dauphin,   and 

RAMBUBS& 

Con.  O  diablel 

Orl.  O  seigneur!  le  jour  est  perdu,  tout  est  perdu! 

Dau.  Mort  de  ma  vie!  all  is  confounded,  all  I 
Reproach  and  everlasting  shame 
Sits  mocking  in  our  plumes.    O  mechante  fortune  1 
Do  not  run  away.  [A  s?iort  alarum. 

Con.  Why,  all  our  ranks  are  broke. 

Ikiti.  O  perdurable  shame !  let's  stab  ourselves. 
Be  these  the  wretches  that  we  play'd  at  dice  for? 
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Orl.  Is  this  the  king  wc  sent  to  for  his  rnnsom? 

Bour.  Shame  and  eternnl  shame,  nothing  but  shamed  10 
Let  us  die  in  iionoiir:  once  more  back  agaiii; 
And  lie  llijxl  will  not  follow  Bourbon  now, 
Let  him  go  hence,  and  with  his  cap  in  hand. 
Like  a  base  pander,  hold  the  chamber-door 
Whilst  by  a  slave,  no  gentler  than  my  dog, 
His  faircst  daughter  is  contaminated. 

Con.  Disorder,  that  hath  spoil'd  lis,  friend  ns  now! 
Let  us  on  heaps  go  offer  up  our  lives. 

Orl.  AVe  are  enow  yet  living  in  the  field 
To  smother  up  the  English  in  our  throngs,  20 

If  any  order  might  be  thought  upon. 

B*)ftr.  The  devil  take  order  now!  I'll  to  the  throng: 
Lot  life  be  short;  else  shame  will  be  too  long.         [Exeunt. 

•  Scene  YI.    Another  part  of  the  field. 

AlaruiM.    Enter  EiNa  Henrt  and  fcteee,  Exeteb,  and 

othere, 

K.  Hen,  Well  have  we  done,    thrice  valiflnt  country- 
men: 
But  all's  not  done;  yet  keep  the  French  the  field. 

Eixe.  The  Duke  of  York  commends  him  to  your  majesty. 

K.  Hen.  Lives  he,  good  uncle?  thrice  within  this  hour 
I  saw  him  down;  thrice  up  again,  and  fighting; 
From  helmet  to  the  spur  all  blood  he  was. 

Site,  In  which  array,  brave  soldier,  doth  he  lie. 
Larding  the  plain ;  and  by  his  bloody  side, 
Yoke-fellow  to  his  honour-owing  wounds, 
The  noble  Earl  of  Suffolk  also  lies.  10 

Suffolk  first  died :  and  York,  all  haggled  over. 
Comes  to  him,  where  in  gore  he  lay  insteep'd, 
And  takes  him  bv  the  beard ;  kisses  the  gashes 
That  bloodily  did  yawn  upon  his  face; 
And  cries  aloud  "Tarry,  aear  cousin  Suffolk! 
My  soul  shall  thine  keep  company  to  heaven ; 
Tarry,  sweet  soul,  for  mine,  then  fly  abreast, 
As  in  this  glorious  and  well-foughten  field 
We  kept  together  in  our  chivalry !" 
Upon  these  words  I  came  and  cheer*d  him  up:  90 

He  smiled  me  in  the  face,  rough t  me  his  hand. 
And,  with  a  feeble  gripe,  says  *'  Dear  my  lord, 
Ck>mmend  my  service  to  my  sovereign." 
So  did  he  turn  and  over  Suffolk's  neck 
He  threw  his  wounded  arm  and  kiss'd  his  lips; 
•And  aa  espoused  to  death,  with  blood  he  seaVd 
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A  testament  of  noble-ending  love. 

The  pretty  and  sweet  manner  of  it  forced 

Those  waters  from  me  which  I  would  have  stopped ;        CO 

But  I  had  not  so  much  of  man  in  me, 

And  all  my  mother  came  into  mine  C3'es 

And  gave  me  up  to  tears. 

K.  Hen.  I  blame  you  not; 

For,  hearing  this,  I  must  perforce  compound 
With  mistful  eyes,  or  they  will  issue  too.  [Alarum, 

But,  hark!  what  new  alarum  is  this  same?  ' 

The  French  have  reinforced  their  scatter'd  men: 
Then  every  soldier  kill  his  prisoners: 
Give  the  word  through.  [Exeunt 

ScEKE  VII.    Another  part  of  the  field. 
Enter  Fluellen  and  Gower. 

JP1.U.  Kill  the  poys  and  the  luggage!  'lis  expressly  against 
the  law  of  arms :  *tis  as  arranf  a  piece  of  knavery,  mark 
you  now,  as  can  be  offer*t;  in  your  conscience,  now,  is  it 
not? 

GoiD.  Tis  certain  there's  not  a  boy  left  alive;  and  the 
cowardly  rascals  that  ran  from  the  buttle  ha'  done  this 
slaughter:  besides,  thev  have  burned  and  carried  awny  all 
that  was  in  the  kings  tent;  wherefore  the  kin^,  most 
worthily,  hath  caused  every  soldier  to  cut  his  prisoner's 
throat.    O,  'tis  a  gallant  king!  11 

Flu.  Ay,  he  was  porn  at  Monmouth,  Captain  Gower. 
What  call  you  the  town's  name  where  Alexander  the  Pig 
was  bom ! 

Qow,  Alexander  the  Great. 

Flu.  Why,  I  pray  you,  is  not  pig  great?  the  pig,  or  the 
great,  or  the  mighty,  or  the  huge,  or  the  magnanimous,  arc 
all  one  reckonings,  save  the  phrase  is  a  little  variations.  10 

Oo\P.  I  think  Alexander  the  Great  was  born  in  Macedon: 
his  father  was  called  Philip  of  Macedon.  as  I  take  it? 

Flu.  I  think  it  is  in  Macedon  where  Alexander  is  porn. 
I  tell  you,  captain,  if  you  look  in  the  maps  of  the  'orld,  I 
warrant  you  sail  find,  m  the  comparisons  between  Macedon 
and  Monmouth,  that  the  situations,  look  you,  is  both  alike. 
There  is  a  river  in  Macedon ;  and  there  is  also  moreover  a 
river  at  Monmouth:  it  is  called  Wye  at  Monmouth:  but  it 
is  out  of  m}'  prains  what  is  the  name  of  the  other  river; 
but  'tis  all  one,  'tis  alike  as  my  fingers  is  to  my  fingers,  and 
there  is  salmons  in  both.  If  you  mark  Alexander's  life 
well,  Harry  of  Monmouth's  life  is  come  after  it  indifferent 
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well;  for  there  is  figures  in  all  things.  Alexander.  God 
•  knows,  and  you  know,  in  liis  rnges,  and  his  furies,  and  liis 
wraths,  and  his  cholers,  and  his  moods,  and  his  displeas- 
ures, and  his  indignations,  and  alno  being  a  little  intoxi- 
cates in  liis  prains,  did.  in  liis  ales  and  his  angers,  look  you, 
kill  his  best  friend,  Cleitus.  41 

Qow,  Our  king  is  not  like  him  in  that:  he  never  killed 
any  of  his  friends. 

Flu.  It  is  not  well  done,  mark  you  now,  to  take  the  talcs 
out  of  my  mouth,  ere  it  is  made  and  finished.  I  speak  but 
in  the  figures  and  comparisons  of  it:  as  Alexander  killed 
his  friend  Cleitus^  being  in  his  ales  and  liis  cups;  so  also 
Harry  Monmouth,  being  in  his  rieht  wits  and  good  judge- 
ments, turned  away  the  fat  kni^it  with  the  great  belly- 
doublet:  he  was  full  of  jests,  and  gipes,  and  knaveries, 
and  mocks;  I  have  forgot  his  name. 

Qow.  Sir  John  FalstafF. 

Flu,  That  is  he ;  Til  tell  you  there  is  good  men  porn  at 
Monmouth. 

Oow.  Here  comes  his  majesty. 

Alarum,     Enter  Emo  Henry,  and  forces;   Warwick, 

GLOT7CE8TER,  EXRTER,  O/ld  oVier$. 

K.  Hen,  I  was  not  angry  since  I  came  to  Franco 
Until  this  instant.    Take  a  trumpet,  herald ;  « 

Ride  thou  unto  the  horsemen  on  yon  hill :  60 

If  the^  will  fight  with  us,  bid  them  come  down, 
Or  void  the  field;  they  do  offend  our  sight: 
If  they'll  do  neither,  we  will  come  to  them, 
And  make  them  skirr  away,  as  swift  as  stones 
Enforced  from  the  old  Assyrian  slings: 
Besides,  well  cut  the  throats  of  those  we  have. 
And  not  a  man  of  them  that  we  shall  take 
Shall  taste  our  mercy.     Go  and  tell  them  so. 

Enter  Montjoy. 

Exe.  Here  comes  the  herald  of  the  French,  my  liege. 

Olo,  His  eves  are  humbler  than  they  used  to  be.  70 

K,  Hen,  llow  now!   what  means  this,  herald?  know'st 
thou  not 
That  1  have  fined  these  bones  of  mine  for  ransom? 
Oonicst  thou  again  for  ransom? 

Mont.  No,  great  kmg: 

I  come  to  thee  for  charitable  liccnst, 
That  we  may  wander  o'er  this  bloody  field 
To  look  our  dead,  and  then  to  bury  them ; 
To  sort  our  nobles  from  our  common  men. 
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For  many  of  our  princes — woe  the  while! — 

Lie  drown'd  aud  soak'd  in  mercenary  blood; 

So  do  our  vulgar  drench  their  peasant  hmbs  80 

In  blood  of  princes;  and  their  wounded  steeds 

Fret  fetlock  deep  in  gore  and  with  wild  rage 

Ycrk  out  their  armed  heels  at  their  dead  mastem, 

Killing  ihem  twice.    O,  give  us  leave,  great  king. 

To  view  the  field  in  safety  and  dispose 

Of  their  dead  bodies! 

K,  Hen.  I  tell  thee  truly,  herald, 

I  know  not  if  the  day  be  ours  or  no; 
For  yet  a  nmny  of  your  iiorsemeu  peer . 
And  gallop  o'er  the  field. 

Mont.  The  day  is  yours. 

K.  Hen.  Praised  be  God,  and  not  our  strength,  for  it*  00 
What  is  this  castle  call'd  that  stands  hard  by? 

Mont.  They  call  it  Agiooourt. 

K.  Hen.  Then  call  we  this  the  field  of  Ag^ncourt, 
Fought  on  the  day  of  Crispin  Crispianus. 

Ftu.  Your  grandfather  of  famous  memoty,  an't  plense 
your  majesty,  and  your  great-uncle  Edward  the  jPlack 
Frince  of  Wales,  as  1  have  read  in  the  chronicles,  fought  a 
most  prave  pattle  here  in  France. 

K.  Hen.  They  did.  Fluellen.  100 

^  Flti.  Your  majesty  says  very  true:  if  3'our  majesties  is 
remcmliercd  of  it,  the  Welshmen  did  cood  service  in  a  gar- 
den where  leeks  did  grow,  wearing  leeks  in  their  Mon- 
mouth caps;  which,  your  majesty  know,  to  this  hour  is  an 
honourable  badge  of  the  service;  and  I  do  believe  your 
majesty  takes  no  scorn  to  wear  the  leek  upon  Saint  Tavy*8 
day. 

K.  Hen.  I  weai  it  for  a  memorable  honour; 
For  I  am  Welsh,  you  know,  good  count rjinan. 

Flu.  All  the  water  in  Wye  cannot  wash  your  majesty's 
Welsh  plood  out  of  your  pody,  I  can  tell  ^'ou  that:  God 
pless  it  and  preserve  it,  as  long  as  it  pleases  his  grace,  and 
Lis  majesty  too! 

K.  lien.  Thanks,  good  my  countryman. 

Flv.  By  Jeshu,  I  am  your  majesty's  counti-jTnan,  I  care 
not  who  know  it;  I  wilf  confess  it  to  all  the  *orld:  I  need 
not  to  be  ashamed  of  your  majesty,  praised  be  God,  so  long 
as  your  majesty  is  an  honest  man^  120 

K.  Hen.  God  keep  me  so!    Our  heralds  go  with  him: 
Bring  me  just  notice  of  the  numbers  dead 
On  both  our  parts.     Call  yonder  fellow  hither. 

[Points  to  WiUiams.    Kteiint  Herald*  with  Montjoy, 

Ere,  Soldier,  you  must  come  to  the  king. 
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K.  Hen.  Soldier,  why  wearest  thou  tliat  glove  in  thy 
cai>? 

WUl.  An't  please  your  majesty,  'lis  the  gage  of  one  that 
I  should  fight  withni,  if  he  be  allvc^ 

K.  Hen.  An  Englishman?  129 

WiU,  An't  please  your  majesty,  a  rascal  that  swaggered 
with  me  last  night;  who,  if  alive  and  ever  dare  to  chal- 
lenge this  glovcT  I  have  sworn  to  take  him  a  box  o'  th'  car: 
or  if  I  can  see  my  glove  in  his  cap,  which  he  swore,  as  he 
was  a  soldier,  he  would  wear  if  alive,  I  will  strike  it  out 
soundlv. 

K.  Oen,  What  think  you.  Captain  Fluellen?  is  it  fit  this 
soldier  keep  his  oath? 

Flu,  He  is  a  craven  and  a  villain  else,  an't  please  your 
majestv,  in  my  conscience.  140 

A.  Hen.  It  nmy  be  his  enemy  is  a  gentleman  of  great 
sort,  quite  from  tlie  answer  of  his  degree. 

Flu,  Though  he  be  08  good  a  gentleman  as  the  devil  is, 
as  Lucifer  and  Belzebub  himself,  it  is  necessaiy,  look  your 
grace,  that  he  keep  his  vow  and  his  'Oath :  if  he  be  per- 
jured, see  you  now,  his  reputation  is  as  arrant  a  villain  and 
a  Jacksauce,  as  ever  his  black  shoe  trod  upon  God's  ground 
and  his  earth,  in  my  conscience,  la!  150 

K,  Hen,  Then  keep  thy  vow,  sirrah,  when  thou  mectest 
the  fellow. 

WiU,  So  I  will,  my  liege,  as  I  live. 

K.  Hen,  Who  servest  thou  under? 

WiU,  Under  Captain  Gower,  my  liege. 

Mu.  Gower  is  a  good  captain,  and  is  good  knowledge 
and  literatured  in  the  wars. 

K.  Hen,  Call  him  hither  to  me,  soldier. 

Wm.  I  will,  my  liege.  [Exit, 

K.  Hen,  Here,  Fluellen;  wear  thou  this  favour  for  me 
and  stick  it  in  thy  cap;  when  Alen9on  and  myself  were 
down  tos^ther,  I  plucked  this  glove  from  his  helm:  if  any 
man  challenge  this,*  he  is  a  friend  to  Alen9on,  and  an  ene- 
my to  our  person;  if  thou  encounter  any  such,  apprehend 
him,  an  thou  dost  mc  love. 

Flu,  Your  grace  doo's  me  as  great  honours  as  can  be 
desired  in  the  hearts  of  his  subjects:  I  would  fain  see  the 
man,  that  has  but  two  legs,  that  shall  find  himself 
aggriefed  at  this  glove;  that  is  all;  but  I  would  fain  see  it 
once,  an  please  God  of  his  grace  that  I  might  see. 

K.  Hen,  Knowest  thou  Gower? 

Flu,  He  is  my  dear  friend,  an  please  you. 

K,  Em,  Pray  thee,  go  seek  him,  and  bring  him  to  my 
tent 
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Flu.  I  will  fetch  bim.  •  [Exit. 

K.  Hen,  My  Lord  of  Warwick,  and  my  brother  Glouces- 
ter, 
Follow  Fluellen  closcl/at  the  heels: 
The  glove  wliich  1  have  given  him  for  a  favour  180 

May  haply  purchase  him  a  box  o'  th'  ear; 
It  is  the  soldier's;  I  bv  bargain  should 
Wear  it  myself.     Follow,  good  cousin  Warwick: 
If  that  the  soldier  strike  him,  as  I  judge 
By  his  blunt  bearing  he  will  keep  his  word, 
Some  sudden  mischief  may  arise  of  it; 
For  I  do  know  Fluellen  valiant 
And,  touched  with  choler,  liot  as  gunpowder, 
And  quickly  will  return  an  injury: 

Follow,  and  see  there  be  no  harm  between  them.  190 

Go  you  with  me,  uncle  of  Exeter.  [Exeunt, 

Scene  VIII.    Before  KiNa  Henry's  paviUon, 

Enter  Qower  and  Wiluams. 

WiU.  I  warrant  it  is  to  knight  you,  captain. 

Enter  Fluellen. 

Flu.  God's  will  and  his  pleasure,  captain,  I  beseech  you 
now,  come  apace  to  the  king:  there  is  more  good  toward 
you  peradventure  than  is  in  your  knowledge  to  dream  of. 

Wul.  Sir,  know  you  this  glove? 

Flu.  Know  the  glove!    I  know  the  glove  is  a  glove. 

Will.  I  know  this;  and  thus  I  challenge  it. 

[Strikes  him. 

Flu.  'Sblood!  an  arrant  traitor  as  any  is  in  the  universal 
world,  or  in  France,  or  in  England!  11 

Oow.  How  now,  sirl  you  villain! 

WiU.  Do  you  think  Pll  be  forsworn? 

Flu.  Stand  away.  Captain  Gower;  I  will  give  treason 
his  payment  into  plows,  I  warrant  you'. 

WiU.  I  am  no  traitor. 

Flu.  That's  a  lie  in  thy  throat.  I  charge  you  in  his 
majesty's  name,  appreliend  him:  he's  a  friend  of  the  Duke 
Alen9on's.  19 

Enter  Warwick  and  Gloucester. 

War.  How  now,  how  now!  what's  the  matter?     ' 
Flu.  My  Lord  of  Warwick,  here  is — praised  be  God  for 
it! — a  most  contagious  treason  come  to  light,  look  you,  as 
you  shall  desire  in  a  summer's  day.    Here  is  his  majesty. 

Enter  Kino  Henry  and  Exeter. 
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K.  Hen.  riow  now  I  wliat*8  the  matter? 

Flu.  My  liegc,  here  is  a  villain  and  n  traitor,  that,  look 
your  grace,  has  struck  the  glove  which  your  majesty  is  take 
out  of  the  helmet  of  Alen9on. 

Will.  My  liege,  this  was  my  glove;  here  is  the  fellow  of 
It;  and  he  that  1  gave  it  to  in  change  promised  to  wear  it 
In  his  cap:  I  promised  to. strike  him,  if  he  did:  I  met  this 
man  w^ith  my  glove  in  his  cap,  and  I  have  been  as  good  as 
my  word. 

Flu.  Your  majesty  hear  now,  saving  your  majesty's 
manhood,  what  an  arrant,  rascally,  beggarly,  lousy  knave 
it  is:  I  hope  your  majesty  is  pear  me  testimony  and  wit- 
ness, and  will  avouchment,  that  this  is  the  glove  of  Alen- 
9on,  that  your  majesty  is  give  me;  in  your  conscience, 
now?  ^ 

K,  Hen.  Give  me  thy  glove,  soldier;  look,  here  is  the 
fellow  of  it. 

'Twas  I,  indeed,  thou  promised*8t  to  strike; 
And  thou  hast  given  me  most  bitter  terms. 

Fin.  An  please  your  majesty,  let  his  neck  answer  for  it, 
if  there  is  any  martial  law  in  the  world. 

K.  lien.  Ilow  canst  thou  make  me  satisfaction? 

Will.  All  offences,  my  lord,  come  from  the  heart:  never 
came  any  from  mine  that  might  offend  you  majesty.       61 

K.  Hen.  It  was  ourself  thou  didst  abuse. 

WUl.  Your  majesty  came  not  like  yourself,  you  appeared 
to  me  but  as  a  common  man;  witness  the  night,  your  gar- 
ments, your  lowliness;  and  what  your  highness  suffered 
under  that  shape,  I  beseech  you'  take  it  for  your  own  fault 
and  not  mine ;  for  had  you  been  as  I  took  you  for,  I  made 
no  offence;  therefore,  I  beseech  your  highness,  pardon  me. 

K.  Hen.  Here,  uncle  Exeter,  fill  this  glove  with  crowns. 
And  give  it  to  this  fellow.     Keep  it,  fellow ; 
And  w£ar  it  for  an  honour  in  thy  cap- 
Till  I  do  ciiallenge  it.     Give  him  the  crowns: 
And,  captain,  you  must  needs  be  friends  with  him. 

Flu.  By  this  day  and  this  light,  the  fellow  has  mettle 
enough  in  his  belly.  Hold,  there  is  twelve  pence  for  you; 
and  1  pray  you  to  serve  Got,  and  keep  you  out  of  prawls. 
and  prabbles,  and  quarrels,  and  dissensions,  and,  I  warrant 
you,  it  is  the  better  for  you.  71 

Wm.  I  will  none  of  your  money. 

Flu.  It  is  with  a  good  will;  I  can  tell  you,  it  will  serve 
you  to  mend  your  shoes:  come,  wherefore  should  you  be 
80  pashful?  your  shoes  is  not  so  good:  'tis  a  good  silling,  I 
warrant  you,  or  I  will  change  it. 

Enter  an  English  Herald. 
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• 
K.  Hen.  Now,  herald,  are  the  dead  number'd? 
Her.  Here  is  the  number  of  the  shiughtcr'd  French.     79 
K.  Ileii.  What  prisoners  of  good  sort  are  taken,  uncle? 
Exe.  Charles  Duke  of  Orleans,  nephew  to  the  king; 

Jchn  Duke  of  Bourbon,  and  Lord  IJoncqualt; 

Of  other  lords  and  barons,  knights  and  squires, 

Full  fifteen  hundred,  besides  common  men. 
K  Hen.  Tins  note  doth  tell  me  of  ten  thousand  French 

That  in  the  field  lie  slain:  of  princes,  in  this  number. 

And  nobles  bearing  banners,  there  lie  dead 

One  hundred  twenty  six :  added  to  these, 

Of  knights,  esquires,  and  gallant  gentlemen,  89 

Eight  thousand  and  four  hundred;  of  the  which. 

Five  hundred  were  but  yesterday  dubb'd  knights: 

Bo  that,  in  these  ten  thousand  they  have  lost, 

There  arc  but  sixteen  hundred  mercenaries; 

The  rest  arc  princes,  barons,  lords,  knights,  squires, 

And  genllomcn  of  blood  and  quality. 

The  names  of  those  their  nobles  that  lie  dead: 

Charles  Delabretli,  high  constable  of  France; 

Jacques  of  Chatillon,  admiral  of  France; 

The  master  of  the  crossbows,  Lord  Rumbures; 

Great  Master  of  France,  the  brave  Sir  Guichard  Dolphin, 

John  Duke  of  Alencon,  Anthony  Duke  of  Brabant, 

The  brother  to  the  Duke  of  Burgundy, 

And  Edward  Duke  of  Bar;  of  lusty  earls, 

Grandpre  and  Roussi,  Fauconberg  and  Foix, 

Beaumont  and  Marie,  Vaudemont  and  Lcstrale. 

Here  was  a  royal  fellowship  of  death! 

Where  is  the  number  of  our  English  dead? 

[Hera^  ftkoies  him  another  paper. 

Edward  the  Duke  of  York,  the  Earl  of  Suffolk, 

Sir  Richard  Kelly,  David  Gam,  esquire: 

None  else  of  name;  'and  of  all  other  men  110 

But  five  and  twenty.     O  God,  thy  arm  was  here; 

And  not  to  us,  but  to  thy  arm  alone, 

Ascribe  we  all!    When,  without  stratagem. 

But  in  plain  sliock  and  even  play  of  battle. 

Was  ever  known  so  great  and  little  loss 

On  one  part  and  on  the  other?    Take  it,  God, 

For  it  is  none  but  thine! 
Exe.  'Tis  wonderful!  f 

K.  Hen.  Come,  go  we  in  procession  to  the  village, 

And  be  it  death  proclaimed  through  our  host 

Ta  boast  of  this  or  take  that  praise  from  God  120 

Which  is  his  only. 
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Flu.  Is  it  nt)t  lawful,  an  please  your  majesty,  to  tell  how 
many  is  killed? 

K.  Tien.  Yes,  captain ;  but  with  this  acknowlodgmcnt, 
That  God  fought  for  us. 

l^lfi.  Yes,  my  conscience,  he  did  us  great  good. 

K.  Heti.  Do  we  all  holy  rites: 
Let  there  be  sung  "  Non  nobis"  and  "  Tc  Deum;" 
The  dead  with  charity  enclosed  in  clav: 
And  then  to  Calais;  and  to  England  then;  IdO 

Where  ne*er  from  France  arrived  more  happy  men. 

[Exeunt, 

ACT  V. 
PROLOGUE. 

JEnter  Chorus. 

Ghor.  Vouchsafe  to  those  that  have  not  read  the  story. 
That  I  may  prompt  them:  and  of  such  as  have, 
I  humbly  pray  tliem  to  admit  the  excuse 
Of  time,  of  numbers  and  due  course  of  things. 
Which  cannot  in  theur  huge  and  proper  life 
Be  here  presented,     ^ow  we  bear  the  king 
Toward  Calais:  grant  him  there;  there  seen. 
Heave  him  away  upon  your  winced  thoughts 
Athwart  the  sea.     Behold,  the  English  beach 
Pales  in  the  flood  with  men,  with  wives  and  boys,  10 

Whose  shouts  and  claps  out  voice  the  deep-mouth*d  se^ 
Which  like  a  mighty  whiffler  'fore  the  king 
Seems  to  prepare  his  way :  so  let  him  land, 
And  solemnly  see  him  set  on  to  London. 
So  swift  a  pace  hath  thought  that  even  now 
You  may  imagine  him  upon  Blackheath; 
Where  that  his  lords  desire  him  to  have  home 
His  bruised  helmet  and  his  bended  sword 
Before  him  through  the  city:  he  forbids  it. 
Being  free  from  vainness  and  self  glorious  pride;  20 

Giving  full  trophy,  signal  and  ostent 
Quite  from  himself  to  God.    But  now  l)ehold, 
In  the  quick  forge  and  working-house  of  thought^ 
How  London  doth  pour  out  her  citizens! 
The  m^or  and  all  his  brethren  in  best  sort. 
Like  to  the  senators  of  the  antique  Rome, 
With  the  plebeians  swarming  at  their  heels. 
Go  forth  and  fetch  their  conquering  Casar  in: 
As,  by  a  lower  but  loving  likelihoo3. 
Were  now  the  general  of  our  gracious  empress,  80 
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As  in  good  time  he  may,  from  Ireland  coming. 

Bringing  rebellion  broached  on  his  sword, 

How  many  would  tlie  peaceful  city  quit, 

To  welcome  him!  mucli  more,  and  much  more  cause, 

Did  they  this  Harry.     Now  in  London  place  him; 

As  yet  the  lamentation  of  the  French 

Invites  the  King  of  England's  stay  at  home; 

The  emperor's  coming  in  behalf  of  France, 

To  order  peace  between  them ;  and  omit 

All  the  occurrences,  whatever  chanced,  40 

Till  Harry's  back-return  again  to  France: 

There  must  >ve  bring  him;  and  myself  have  play'd 

The  interim,  by  remembering  you  His  past. 

Then  brook  abridgment,  and  your  eyes  advance, 

After  your  thoughts,  straight  back  again  to  France..  [UtiL 

SCENB  I.     France.     The  English  camp. 
Enter  Fluellek  and  Gower. 

€hw.  Now,  that's  right;  but  why  wear  you  your  leek  to- 
day?   Saint  Dave's  day  is  past.         ^ 

!FIu.  There  is  occasions  and  causes  why  and  wlierefore 
in  all  things:  I  will  tell  you,  asse  my  friend,  Captain 
Gower:  the  rascally,  scald,  beggarly,  lousy,  pragging 
knave,  Pistol,  which  you  and  yourself  and  all  the  world 
know  to  be  no  pettcr  than  a  fellow,  look  you  now,  of  no 
merits,  he  is  come  to  me  and  prings  me  pread  and  salt  yes- 
terday, look  you,  and  bid  me  eat  my  leek :  it  was  in  a  place 
where  I  could  not  breed  no  contention  with  him ;  but  I 
will  be  so  bold  as  to  wear  it  in  my  cap  till  I  see  him  once 
again,  and  then  I  will  tell  him  a  little  piece  of  my  desires. 

Enter  Pistol. 

Gow,  Wliy,  here  he  comes,  swelling  like  a  turkey-cock. 

Flu,  'Tis  no  matter  for  his  swellings  nor  his  turkey-cock. 
God  plessyou,  Aunchient  Pistol!  you  scurvy,  lousy  knave, 
God  plessyou! 

Fist,  Hal  art  thou  bedlam?  dost  thou  thirst,  base  Tro- 
jan, 20 
To  have  me  fold  up  Parca's  fatal  web? 
Hence!  I  am  qualmish  at  the  smell  of  leek. 

Fly,  I  peseech  you  heartily,  scurvy,  lousy  knave,'  at  mv 
desires,  and  my  requests!  and  my  petitions,  to  cat,  look 
you,  this  leek :  because,  look  you,  you  do  not  love  it,  nor 
your  affections  and  your  appetites  and  your  disgestions 
doo's  not  agree  with  it,  I  would  desire  you  to  eat  it. 

Fiat.  Not  for  Cadwallader  and  all  his  goats. 
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Flu»  There  is  one  goat  for  you.  [&nkes  him,]  Will 
you  be  so  good,  scauld  knave,  as  eat  it?  31 

Fist,  Base  Trojan,  thou  shalt  die. 

Flu.  You  say  very  true,  scauld  knave,  when  God's  will 
is:  I  will  desire  you  to  live  in  the  mean  time,  and  cat  your 
victuals:  come,  there  is  sauce  for  it.  [Strikes  him,]  You 
called  me  yestei*day  mountain-squire;  out  I  will  make  you 
to-day  a  squire  of  low  degree.  I  pray  you,  fall  to:  if  you 
can  mock  a  leek,  you  can  eat  a  leek« 
'  Oow.  Enough,  captain :  ^rou  have  astonished  him.       41 

F7ii.  I  say,  I  will  make  him  eat  some  part  of  my  leek,  or 
I  will  peat  his  pate  four  days.  Bite,  I  pray  you :  it  is  good 
foryour  green  wound  and  your  ploody  coxcomb. 

Fist.  >fustlbite? 

Flu.  Yes,  certainly,  and  out  of  doubt  and  out  of  ques- 
tion too,  and  ambiguities. 

Fist.  By  this  leek,  I  will  most  horribly  revenge:  I  eat 
and  eat,  I  swear — 

Flu.  Eat,  I  pray  you;  will  youhave  some  move  sauce  to 
your  leek?  there  is  not  enough  leek  to  swear  by. 

Fist.  Quiet  thy  cudgel ;  thou  dost  sec  I  cat. 

Flu.  Much  good  to  you,  scauld  knave,  heartily.     Nay, 

Eray  you,  throw  none  away;  the  skin  is  good  for  your 
roken  coxcomb.  When  you  take  occasions  to  see  leeks 
hereafter,  I  pray  you,  mock  at  'em ;  that  is  all. 

Fist.  Good.  60 

Flu.  Ay.  leeks  is  good :  hold  you,  there  fe  a  groat  to  heal 
your  pate.  • 

Fist.  Me  a  groat! 

JPtu.  Yes,  verily  and  in  truth,  you  shall  take  it;  or  I 
have  another  leek  in  my  pocket,  which  you  shall  eat. 

Fist.  I  take  thy  groat  in  earnest  of  revenge. 

Flu.  If  I  owe  you  any  thing,  I  will  pay  you  in  cudgels: 
you  shall  be  a  woodmonger,  and  buy  nothing  of  me  but 
cudgels.  God  b*  wi'  you,  and  keep  you,  and  heal  your 
pate.  [Ejrit.    71 

FisL  All  hell  shall  stir  for  this. 

Gow.  Go,  go;  you  are  a  counterfeit  cowardly  knave. 
Will  you  mock  at  an  ancient  tradition,  Ixjguu  upon  an 
honourable  respect,  and  worn  as  a  memorable  troph}'  of 
predeceased  valour  and  dare  not  avouch  in  yonr  deeds  any 
of  your  words?  I  have  seen  you  gleeking  and  galling  at 
Ithia  gentleman  twice  or  thrice.  You  thought,  because  he 
could  not  speak  English  in  the  native  garb,  he  could  not 
therefore  handle  an  English  cudgel :  you  find  it  otherwise; 
and  henceforth  let  a  Welsh  correction  teach  you  a  good 
English  condition.    Fare  ye  well.  (BxU. 
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Put  Doth  Fortnne  play  the  huswife  with  me  now? 
News  have  I.  that  my  Nell  is  dead  i'  the  spital 
Of  malady  of  Fmncc; 
And  there  my  rendezvous  is  quite  cut  off. 
Old  I  do  wax;  and  from  my  weary  limbs 
Honour  is  cudgelled.     Well,  bawd  I'll  turn,  00 

And  something  lean  to  cutpurse  of  quick  hand. 
To  England  will  I  steal,  and  there  Til  steal: 
And  patches  will  I  get  unto  these  cudgell'd  scars^ 
And  swear  1  got  them  in  the  Gallia  wars.  [Exit. 

Scene  II.    France,     A  royal  palace. 

Enter,  at  one  door.  King  Henrt,  Exeter,  Bedfokd, 
Gloucester,  Warwick,  Westmoreland,  and  other 
Lords;  at  another,  the  French  Kinq,  Oueen  Isabel, 
the  Princess  Katharine,  Alice  and  other  Ladies;  the 
Duke  of  Burgundy,  atud  hie  train. 

K.  Hen.  Peace  to  this  meeting,  wherefore  we  are  met! 
Unto  our  brother  France,  and  to  our  sifter, 
Health  and  fair  time  of  day;  joy  and  good  wishes 
To  our  most  fair  and  princely  cousin  Katharine; 
And,  as  a  branch  and  mem1)er  of  this  royalty, 
By  whom  this  great  assembly  is  contrived. 
We  do  salute  you,  Duke  of  Burgundy; 
And  princes  French,  and  peers,  health  to  you  all! 

Fr.  King,  Right  joyous  arc  we  to  behold  your  face, 
Most  worthy  brother  England;  fairly  met:  10 

So  are  you,  prince  English,  every  one. 

Q,  Isa,  So  happy  be  the  issue,  brother  England, 
Of  this  good  day  and  of  this  gracious  meeting, 
As  we  are  now  glad  to  behold  your  eyes; 
Your  eyes,  which  hitherto  have  borne  in  them 
Against  the  French,  that  met  them  in  their  bent, 
The  fatal  balls  of  murdering  basilisks: 
The  venom  of  such  looks,  we  fairly  hope. 
Have  lost  their  quality,  and  that  this  day 
Shall  cliange  all  griefs  and  quarrels  into  love.  20 

K,  Hen.  To  cry  amen  to  that,  thus  we  appear. 

Q.  lea.  You  English  princes  all,  1  do  salute  you.  % 

liur.  3fy  duty  to  you  both,  on  equal  love, 
Great  Kings  of  France  and  England !  That  I  have  laboured, 
With  all  my  wits,  my  pains  and  strong  endeavours,  ' 

To  bring  your  most  imperial  majesties 
Unto  this  bar  and  royal  interview. 
Your  mightiness  on  both  parts  best  can  witness. 
Since  then  my  office  hath  so  far  prevailed 
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That,  face  to  face  and  royal  eye  to  eye,  80 

You  have  coogreeted,  let  it  not  disgrace  me. 

If  I  demand,  before  this  royal  view, 

Wliat  rub  or  what  impediment'  there  is, 

Why  that  the  nailed,  poor  and  mangled  Peace, 

Dear  nurse  of  arts,  plenties  and  Joyful  births. 

Should  not  in  this  best  garden  of  the  world 

Our  fertile  France,  put  up  her  lovely  visage? 

Alas,  she  hath  from  France  too  long  been  chased,  ' 

And  all  her  husbandry  doth  lie  on  heaps, 

Corrupting  in  its  own  fertility.  40 

Her  vine,  the  merry  cheerer  of  the  heart, 

Unpruned  dies;  her  hedges  even  pleach'd. 

Like  prisoners  wildly  overgrown  with  hair. 

Put  forth  disorder'd  twies;  her  fallow  leas 

Tlie  darnel,  hemlock  and  rank  fumitory 

Doth  root  upon,  while  that  the  coulter  rusts 

That  should  deracinate  such  savagery; 

The  even  mead,  that  erst  brought  sweetly  forth 

The  freckled  cowslip,  burnet  and  green  clover. 

Wanting  the  scvthe.  all  uucorrectedj  rank,  60 

Conceives  by  idleness  and  nothing  teems 

But  hateful  docks,  rough  thistles,  kecksies,  burs. 

Losing  both  beauty  aud  utility. 

And  as  our  vineyards,  fallows,  meads  and  hedges. 

Defective  in  their  natures,  grow  to  wildness, 

£ven  so  our  houses  and  ourselves  and  children 

Have  lost,  or  do  not  learn  for  want  of  time. 

The  sciences  that  should  become  our  country; 

But  grow  like  savages, — as  soldiers  will 

That  nothing  do  but^editate  on  blood, —  60 

To  swearing  and  stern  looks,  diffused  attire 

And  every  thing  that  seems  unnatural. 

Which  to  reduce  into  our  former  favour 

You  are  assembled:  and  my  speech  entreats 

That  I  may  know  the  let,  why  gentle  Peace 

Should  not  expel  these  inconveniences 

And  bless  us  with  her  former  qualities. 

K.  Hen.  If,  Duke  of  Burgundy,  you  would  the  peace 
Whose  want  gives  growth  to  the  imperfections 
Which  you  have  cited,  you  must  buy  that  peace  70 

With  full  accord  to  all  our  just  demands; 
Whose  tenours  and  particular  effects 
You  have  enschcduled  briefly  in  your  hands, 

Bur.  The  king  hath  heard  them;  to  the  which  as  yet 
There  is  no  answer  made. 

K  Hen.  Well  then  the  peace. 
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Which  you  before  so  urged,  lies  in  las  answer. 
Fr.  King.  I  have  but  with  a  cursorary  eye 
O'erglauced  the  articles:  plcaseth  your  grace 
To  appoint  some  of  your  council  presently 
To  sit  with  us  once  more,  with  better  heed  80 

To  re-survey  them,  we  will  suddenly 
Pass  our  accept  and  peremptory  answer. 

K.  Hen.  Brother,  we  sliall.    Go,  uncle  Exeter, 
And  brother  Clarence,  and  you,  brother  Gloucester, 
Warwick  and  Huntingdon,  go  witii  the  king; 
And  take  with  you  free  power  to  ratify, 
Augment,  or  alter,  as  your  wisdoms  best 
Shall  see  advantageabfe  for  our  dienity. 
Any  thing  in  or  out  of  our  demands. 
And  we'll  consign  thereto.    Will  you,  fair  sister,  90 

Go  with  the  princes,  or  stay  here  with  us? 

Q.  Isa.  Our  gracious  brother,  I  will  go  with  them: 
Haply  a  woman's  voice  may  do  some  good, 
When  articles  too  nicely  urged  be  sto<^  on. 

K.  Hen.  Yet  leave  our  cousin  Katharine  here  with  us: 
She  is  our  capital  demand,  comprised 
Within  the  fore-rank  of  our  articles. 

Q.  Isa,  She  hath  good  leave. 

[Exeunt  all  except  Henry,  Katharine,  and  Alice. 

K,  Hen.  Fair  Katharine,  and  most  fair. 

Will  you  vouchsafe  to  teach  a  soldier  terms 
Such  as  will  enter  at  a  lady's  ear  100 

And  plead  his  love-suit  to  her  gentle  heart? 

Kath.  Your  majesty  shall  mock  at  me;  I  cannot  speak 
your  England. 

K.  Hen.  O  fair  Katharine,  if  you  will  love  me  soundly 
with  your  French  heart,  I  will  be  glaa  to  hear  you  confess 
it  brokenly  with  your  English  tongue.  Do  you  like  mc, 
Kate? 

Kath.  Pardonnez-moi,  I  cannot  telUvat  is  "like  me." 

K.  Hen.  An  angel  is  like  you,  Kate,  and  you  are  like 
annnirel.  Ill 

Kat/i.  Que  dit-il?  que  ]e  suis  semblable  ft  les  an^s? 

Alice.  Qui,  vraiment,  sauf  votre  grace,  ainsi  dit-il. 

K.  Hen.  I  said  so,  dear  Katharine;  and  I  must  not  blush 
to  aflirm  it. 

Kath.  O  bon  Dieu!  les  langues  des  hommes  sont  pleincs 
de  tromperies. 

K.  Hen.  What  says  she,  fair  one?  that  the  tongues  of  men 
are  full  of  deceits?  121 

Alice.  Qui,  dat  de  tongues  of  de  mans  is  be  full  of  deceits : 
dat  is  de  princess. 
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K.  Hen.  The'princesfl  is  the  better  Englishwoman.  I' 
faith,  Kate,  my  wooing  is  fit  for  thy  understanding:  I  am 
glad  thou  canst  speak  no  better  English:  for,  if  thou 
couldst,  thou  wouldst  find  me  such  a  plain  king  that  thou 
wouldst  think  I  had  sold  my  farm  to  buy  my  crown.  I 
know  no  ways  to  mince  it  in  love,  but  direclly  to  say  **I 
love  you:'*  then  if  you  urge  me  farther  than  to  say  **do 
jrou  in  faith?"  I  wear  out  my  suit.  Give  me  your  answer: 
1'  faith  do:  and  so  clap  hands  and  a  bargain :  how  say  you, 
lady? 

Kath.  Sauf  Yotrc  honneur,  me  understand  veil. 

K.  Hen,  Marry,  if  you  would  put  me  to  verses  or  to 
dance  for  your  sake,  iCatc,  why  you  undid  me:  for  the  one. 
I  have  neither  words  nor  measure,  and  for  the  other,  I 
have  no  streneth  m  measure,  yet  a  reasonable  measure  in 
strength.  If  I  could  win  a  lady  at  leap-frog,  or  by  vault- 
ing into  my  saddle  with  my  armour  on  my  back,  under 
the  correction  of  bragging  be  it  spoken,  I  should  quickly 
leap  into  a  wife.  Or  if  I  might  buffet  for  my  love,  or 
bound  my  horse  for  her  favours,  I  could  lay  on  like  a 
butcher  and  sit  like  a  jack-an  apes,  never  off.  But  before 
God,  Kate,  I  cannot  look  greenly  nor  gasp  out  my  elo- 
quence, nor  I  have  no  cunning  in  protestation:  only  down- 
right oaths,  which  I  never  use  till  urged,  nor  never  break 
for  urging.  If  thou  canst  love  a  fellow  of  this  temper, 
Kate,  whose  face  is  not  worth  sun-burning,  that  never 
looks  in  his  glass  for  love  of  any  thing  he  sees  there,  let 
thine  eyes  be  thy  cook.  I  speak  to  thee  plain  soldier:  if 
thou  canst  love  me  for  this,  take  me;  if  not,  to  sav  to  thee 
that  I  shall  die,  is  true;  but  for  thy  love,  by  the  Lord,  no; 
yet  I  love  thee  too.  And  while  thou  livcst,  dear  Kate, 
take  a  fellow  of  plain  and  uncoined  constancy;  for  he 
perforce  must  do  thee  right,  because  he  hath  not  the  gift  to 
woo  in  other  places:  for  these  fellows  of  infinite  tongue, 
that  can  rhyme  tli«mselves  into  ladies'  favours,  they  do 
always  reason  themselves  out  again.  What!  a  speaker  is 
,but  a  prater;  a  rhvme  is  but  a  ballad.  A  good  leg  will  fall : 
a  straight  back  will  stoop:  a  black  beard  will  turn  white;  a 
curled  pate  will  grow  bald ;  a  fair  face  will  wither ;  a  full  eye 
will  wa.x  hollow,  but  a  good  heart,  Kate,  is  the  sun  and  tiid 
moon;  or  rather  the  sun  and  not  the  moon;  for  it  shines 
bright  and  never  changes,  but  keeps  his  course  truly.  If 
thou  would  have  such  a  one,  take  me;  and  lake  me,  take  a 
soldier;  take  a  soldier,  take  a  king.-  And  what  sayest  thou 
then  to  my  love?  speak,  my  fair,  and  fairly,  I  pray  thee. 

Kath.  Is  it  possible  dat  I  sould love  dc enemy  of  France? 

K.  Hen.  No;  it  ia  not  possible  you  should  love  the  enemy 
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of  Frmnce,  Kate;  but,  in  loving  me,  you  should  love  the 
friend  of  France;  for  I  love  France  so  well  that  I  will  not 
part  with  a  vilhige  of  it;  I  will  have  it  all  mine:  and,  Kate, 
when  France  is  mine  and  I  am  yours,  then  yours  is  Franco 
and  you  are  mine. 

£ath.  I  cannot  tell  vat  is  dat. 

K,  Hen,  No,  Kate?  I  will  tell  thee  in  French;  which  I  am 
sure  will  hang  upon  my  tongue  like  a  new-married  wife 
about  her  husband's  neck,  hardly  to  be  shook  off.  Je 
quand  sur  le  possession  de  France,  ct  quand  vous  avez  le 
possession  de  moi, — let  me  see,  wliat  then?  Saint  Denis  be 
my  speed !— done  voire  est  France  et  vous  6tes  mieune.  It 
IS  as  easy  for  me,  Kate,  to  conquer  the  kingdom  as  to  speak 
80  much  more  BVcnchr  I  shall  never  move  thee  in  French, 
unless  it  be  to  laugh  at  me. 

Kath.  Sauf  votre  honneur,  le  Fran9ois  que  vous  parlez, 
il  est  meilleur  que  I'Anglois  lequel  jc  parle.  201 

K,  Jkn.  No,  faith,  is't  not,  Kate:  but  thy  speaking  of 
my  tongue,  and  I  thine,  most  truly-falsely,  mu^t  needs 
be  granted  to  l)e  much  nl  one.  But,  Kate,  dost  thou  un- 
derstand thus  much  Englisli,  canst  thou  love  me? 

Kath.  I  cannot  tell. 

K.  Hen,  Can  any  of  your  neit?hbours  tell,  Kate?  I'll 
ask  them.  Come,  I  know  thou  lovest  inc:  and  at  night, 
when  you  come  into  your  cU>«ct,  you'll  question  this 
gentlewoman  about  me;  and  I  know,  Kate, you  will  to 
uer  dispraise  those  parts  in  me  that  you  love  with  your 
heart;  out,  goml  Kate,  mock  me  mercifully;  the  rather, 
gentle  princess,  because  I  love  thee  cruelly.  If  ever  thou 
beest  mine,  Kate,  as  I  have  a  saving  faith  within  me  tells 
me  thou  shalt,  I  get  thee  with  scambling,  and  thou  must 
therefore  needs  prove  a  good  soldier-breeder:  shall  not  thou 
and  I,  between  Saint  Denis  and  Saint  George,  compound  a 
l)oy,  half  French,  half  English,  that  shall  go  to  Constanti 
nople  and  take  the  Turk  by  the  boards  sliall  we  not?  what 
sayest  thou,  my  fair  flower-de-luce? 

Kath,  I  do  not  know  dat. 

K.  Hen.  No;  'ti.s  hereafter  to  know,  but  now  to  promise: 
do  but  now  promise,  Kate,  you  will  endeavour  for  your 
French  part  of  such  a  boy;  and  for  my  Enelish  moiety 
take  the  word  of  a  king  and  a  bachelor.  iTow  answer 
you.  la  plus  belle  Katharine  du  moude,  mon  trds  cher 
ct  (levin  dee?«^c? 

Kath.  Your  majestee  ave  fausse  French  enough  to 
deceive  de  most  sage  demoiselle  dai  is  en  France. 

K.  lien.  Now,  tic  upon  my  false  French!  By  mine 
honour,  in  true  English,  I  love  thee,   Kate:  by  which 
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honour  I  dare  not  swear  tbou  lovest  me;  yet  my  blood 
begins  to  flatter  me  that  thou  dost,  notwithstanding;  the 
poor  and  untempting  effect  of  my  visage.  Now,  beshrew 
my  father's  ambition!  he  was  thinking  of  civil  wars  when 
he  got  me:  therefore  was  I  created  with  a  stubborn  outside, 
with  an  aspect  of  iron,  that,  when  I  c8me  to  woo  ladies,  1 
fright  them.  But,  in  faith,  Kate,  the  elder  I  wax,  the 
better  I  shall  appear;  my  comfort  is,  that  old  age,  tlmt  ill 
layer  up  of  beauty,  can  do  no  more  spoil  upon  my  face: 
thou  hast  me,  if  thou  hast  me;  at  the  worst;  and  thou  shait 
wear  me,  if  thou  wear  me,  better  and  better:  and  therefore 
tell  me.  most  fair  Katharine,  will  you  have  me?  Put  off 
your  maiden  blushes;  avouch  the  thoughts  of  }'our  heart 
with  the  looks  of  an  empress;  take  inc  by  the  hand,  and 
say  "Harry  of  England,  I  am  thine:"  which  word  thou 
shalt  no  sooner  bless  mine  ear  withal,  but  I  will  tell  thee 
aloud  **  England  is  thine,  Ireland  is  thine,  France  is  thine, 
and  Henry  Plan tagenet  is  thine:"  who,  though  I  spcnk  it 
before  his  face,  if  he  be  not  fellow  with  the  best  king,  thou 
shalt  find  the  best  kin.ij  of  good  fellows.  Come,  your 
answer  in  broken  music;  for  thy  voice  is  music  and  thy 
English  broken;  therefore,  queen  of  all,  Katharine,  break 
thy  mind  to  me  in  broken  English;  wilt  thou  have  me? 

Kath.  Dat  is  as  it  sail  please  dc  roi  mon  p^re.' 

K.  Hen.  Nay,  it'  will  please  him  well,  Kate;  it  shall 
please  him,  Kate. 

Kath.  Den  it  sail  also  content  me.  270 

K.  Hen,  Upon  that  I  kiss  your  hand,  and  I  call  you  my 
queen. 

Kath.  Laisscz,  mon  seigneur,  laissez,  laisscz:  ma  foi,  jc 
ne  veux  point  que  vous  abaissiez  votre  grandeur  en  bnisiuit 
la  main  d*une  dc  votre  seigneurie  indigne  serviteur ;  excuscz- 
moi.  je  vous  supplie.  mon  tr§s-puissant  seigneur. 

K.  Hen.  Then  I  will  kiss  your  lips,  Kate. 

Kath.  Les  dames  et  demoiselles  pour  Otre  bais^s  devant 
leur  noces,  il  u*est  piis  la  coutume  dc  France.  281 

K.  Hen.  Madam  my  interpreter,  what  says  she? 

AJUee.  Dat  it  is  not  be  de  fashion  pour  les  ladies  of 
France. — I  cannot  tell  vat  is  baiser  en  Anglish. 

K.  Hen.  To  kiss. 

Alice,  Your  majesty  entendre  bettre  que  moi. 

K.  Hen.  It  is  not  a  fashion  for  the  maids  in  France  to 
kiss  before  they  are  married,  would  she  say? 

AUce.  Oui,  vrairaent. 

K.  Hen.  O  Kale,  nice  customs  curtsy  to  ^eat  kings. 
Dear  Kate,  you  and  1  cannot  be  conflned  within  the  weak 
list  of  a  country's  fashion:  we  are  the  makers  of  manners, 

8HAK  II.— 12 


S54  KING  HENRY  V.  [act  v. 

Kate;  and  the  liberty  that  follows  our  places  stops  the 
mouth  of  all  find-faults;  as  I  will  do  yours,  for  upholding 
the  nice  fashion  of  your  country  in  denying  me  a  kiss: 
therefore,  patiently  and  yielding.  [Ktstfing  her.]  You 
have  witchcraft  in  jour  lips.  Kate :  there  is  more  eloquence 
in  a  sugar  touch  of  them  than  iu  the  tongues  of  theFix'nch 
council;  and  they  should  sooner  persuade  Harry  of  Eng- 
land than  a  general  petition  of  monarchs.  Here  comes 
your  father. 

lle-erUer  the  French  Kikg  and  1m  Queen,  Burgundy,  and 

othei'  Lord?. 

Hur.  God  save  your  majesty!  ray  royal  cousin,  teach 
3'ou  our  princess  English? 

K.  Hen.  I  would  have  her  learn,  my  fair  cousin,  how 
perfectly  I  love  her;  and  that  is  good  ilnglish. 

Bur,  Is  she  not  apt? 

K.  Hen.  Our  tongue  is  rough,  coz,  and  my  condition  is 
not  smooth ;  so  that,  having  neither  the  voice  nor  the  heart 
of  flattery  about  me,  I  cannot  so  conjure  up  the  spirit  of 
love  in  her,  that  he  will  appear  in  his  true  likeness. 

But,  Pardon  the  frankness  of  my  mirth,  if  I  answer  you 
for  that.  If  vou  would  conjure  in  her,  you  must  make  a 
circle;  if  coniure  up  love  in  her  in  his  true  likness,  he  must 
appear  naked  and  blind.  Can  you  blame  her  then,  being 
a  maid  yet  rosed  over  with  the  virgin  crimson  of  modesty, 
if  she  deny  the  appearance  of  a  naked  blind  boy  in  her 
naked  seeing  self?  It  were,  my  lord,  a  hard  condition  for 
a  maid  to  consign  to. 

K.  Hen,  Yet  they  do  wink  and  yield,  as  love  is  blind  and 
enforces. 

Bur.  Tliey  are  then  excused,  my  lord,  when  they  see 
not  what  they  do.  880 

K.  Hen.  Then,  good  my  lord,  teach  your  cousin  to  con- 
sent winking. 

Bur,  I  will  wink  on  her  to  consent,  my  lord,  if  you  will 
teach  her  to  know  my  racanmg:  for  maias^  well  summered 
and  warm  kept,  arc  tike  flies  at  BarUiolomew-tide,  blind, 
ihough  they  have  their  eyes;  and  then  they  will  endure 
handimg,  which  before  would  not  abide  looking  on. 

K.  Hen  This  moral  ties  me  over  to  time  and  a  hot  sum- 
mer: and  so  i  shall  catch  the  fly,  your  cousin,  in  the  latter 
end  and  she  must  be  bhnd  too. 

Bur.  As  love  is,  my  lord,  before  it  loves. 

K.  Hen.  It  is  so :  and  you  may,  some  of  you,  thank  love 
for  my  blindness,  who  cannot  see  many  a  lair  French  city 
for  one  fair  French  maid  that  stands  in  my  way. 
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Fr.  King.  Yes,  my  lord,  you  see  them  perspcctively,  the 
cities  turned  into  a  maid;  for  they  arc  ail  girdled  with 
maiden  walls  that  war  hath  never  entered.  850 

K,  Hen.  Shall  Eate  be  my  wife? 

Fr.  King,  So  please  you. 

K.  Hen.  I  am  content:  so  the  maiden  cities  you  talk  of 
may  wait  on  her:  so  the  maid  that  stood  in  the  way  for  my 
wish  shall  show  me  the  way  to  my  will. 

Fr.  King.  We  have  consented  to  all  terms  of  reason. 

K.  Hen.  Is*t  so,  my  lords  of  England?  359 

West.  The  king  hath  granted  every  article; 
His  daughter  first,  and  then  in  sequel  all, 
According  to  their  firm  proposed  natures. 

Exe.  Only  he  hath  not  yet  subscribed  this: 
Where  your  majesty* demands,  that  the  King  of  France, 
having  any  occasion  to  write  for  matter  of  grant,  shall 
name  your  highness  in  this  form  and  with  this  addition,  in 
French,  Notre  trcischer  flls  Henri,  Roi  d'Anglelerre,  Herit- 
ier  de  France;  and  thus  in  Latin,  Prseclarissimus  filius 
noster  Henricus,  Rex  Angliae,  et  Htei'es  Francite. 

Fr,  King.  Nor  this  I  have  not,  brother,  so  denied. 
But  your  request  shall  make  me  let  it  pass. 

K.  Hen.  I  pray  you  then,  is  love  and  dear  alliance, 
Let  that  one  article  rank  with  the  rest; 
And  thereupon  give  me  your  daughter. 

Fr.  King.  Take  her,  fair  son,  and  from  her  blood  raise  up 
Issue  to  uic;  that  the  contending  kingdoms 
Of  France  and  England,  whose  very  shores  look  pale 
With  envy  of  eact  other's  liappiness, 
May  cease  their  hatred,  and  this  dear  conjunction  380 

Plant  neighbourhood  and  Christian-like  accord 
In  their  sweet  bosoms,  that  never  war  advance 
His  bleeding  sword  'twixt  England  and  fair  France. 

AU.  Amen! 

K.  Hen.  Now,  welcome,  Kate*  and  bear  me  witness  all, 
That  here  I  kiss  her  as  my  sovereign  queen.  [FloiirisJi. 

Q.  Im.  Gud,  the  best  maker  of  all  marriages. 
Combine  your  hearts  in  one,  your  realms  in  one! 
As  man  aud  wife,  being  two,  ai"?  one  in  love, 
So  be  there  'twixt  your  kingdoms  such  a  spousal, 
That  never  may  ill  office,  or  fell  jealousy. 
Which  troubles  oft  the  bed  of  blessed  marriage. 
Thrust  in  between  the  paction  of  these  kingdoms, 
To  make  divorce  of  their  incorporate  league; 
That  English  may  as  French,  French  Englishmen, 
Receive  each  other.     God  speak  this  Ameul 

AU.  Amen! 


858  KING  HENRY  V.  •  [act  y. 

K.  Hen,  Prepare  we  for  our  marriage:  on  which  day. 
My  lord  of  Burgundy,  we'll  take  your  oath. 
And  all  the  peers*,  for  safety  of  our  leagues.  400 

Then  shall  I  swear  to  Kate,  and  you  to  me ; 
And  may  our  oaths  well  kept  and  prosperous  be ! 

[Sennet     Exeunt. 

EPILOGUE. 
Enter  Chorus. 

C?ior.  Thus  far,  with  rough  and  all-unable  pen. 

Our  bending  author  haUi  pursued  the  story. 
In  little  room  confining  mighty  men, 

Maugling  by  starts  the  full  course  of  their  glory. 
Small  time,  but  in  that  small  most  greatly  lived 

This  stiu*  of  England:  Fortune  made  his  sword; 
By  which  the  world's  best  garden  lie  achieved. 

And  of  it  left  his  son  imperial  lord. 
Henry  the  Sixth,  in  infant  bands  crowned  Kinr 

Of  France  and  England,  did  this  king  succeed;  10 

Whose  state  so  many  had  the  managing. 

That  they  lost  France  and  made  his  England  bleed: 
Which  oft  our  stage  hath  shown;  and,  for  their  sake, 
In  your  fair  minds  let  this  acceptance  take.  [Eit  it, 


THE  FIRST  PART  OF 


KING  HENRY  THE  SIXTH. 


DRAMATIS  PERSONJB. 


Kina  Hbwry  the  Sixth. 

DoKB  or  OLOucnrTER,  uncle  to 
the  King,  and  Protector. 

DcKB  or  Bkdfobd,  uncle  to  the 
King,. and  R^ent  of  France. 

Thomas  BsAuroirr,  Duke  of  Exe- 
ter, cn^at-unde  to  the  King. 

Henry  Bkaufort,  a  great-uncle 
to  the  King,  Bishop  of  Winches- 
ter, and  afterwards  Oardinal. 

JoEN  BsAirroBT,  Earl,  afterwards 
Duke,  of  Somerset. 

Richard  pLANTAoxifBT,  son  of 
Richard  late  £ai>l  of  Cam- 
bridge, afterwards  Duke  of 
York. 

Earl  or  Warwick. 

Earl  or  Salisbury. 

Earl  or  SurroLX. 

Lord  Talbot,  afterwards  Barl  of 
Shrewsbury. 

JoH2f  Talbot,  his  son. 

Edvund  MoRTiMBRfEiarl  of  March. 

Sir  John  Fastolfb. 

Sir  WilluV  T.DCT." 

Sir  William  Olaksdalb. 

Sir  Thomas  Oaroravb 

Ifoyor  of  London. 

Woodvilb,  Lieutenant  of  the 
Tower. 

Tbrnon.  of  th«  White-Rose  or 
York  faction. 


Bassst,  of  the  Red-Rose  or  Lan* 

caster  faction. 
A  Lawyer.    Mortimer's  Keepers, 

Cbarlbs,  Dauphin,  and  after- 
wards King,  of  France. 

Rbionibb,  Duke  of  Aujou,  and 
titular  King  of  Naples. 

DUKB  or  BUROUlf  DY. 

DvKB  or  ALKN90K. 
Bastard  or  Orlbajo. 
OoyefttCt  of  Paris. 
Master-Gunner  of  Orleans,  and 

his  Son. 
General  of  the  French  forces  in 

Bourdeaux. 
A  French  Sergeant.    A  Porter. 
An  old  Shepherd,  father  to  Joan 

la  Pucelle. 

Maroarkt,  daughter  to  Relgnler, 
afterwards  married  to  King 
Henry. 

GOUNTBSS  or  AUVKBOMB. 

Joan  la  Pucelle,  commonly 
called  Joan  of  Arc. 

Lords,  Warders  of  the  Tower, 
Heralds,  Officers,  Soldiers, 
Messengers,  and  Attendants. 

Fiends  appearing  to  La  Pooelk. 


BcBKE :  Partly  in  England,  and  parUy  in  France, 

ACTL 

ScsmB  I.     Westminster  Abbey, 

Dead  March.    Enter  tfie  Fu  neral  of  King  Hbnrt  the  Fifth, 
attended  on  by  the  Dukb  of  Bedford,  Regent  of  France; 

(357) 
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ths  Duke  of  Gloucester,  Protector;  the  Duke  of  Exe- 
ter, tlie  Earl  of  Warwick,  the  Bishop  of  Winches- 
ter, Heralds,  dx. 

Bed.  Hung  be  the  heavens  with  black,  yield  day  to 
night  I 
Comets,  importing  change  of  times  and  states, 
Brandish  your  crystal  tresses  in  the  sk^. 
And  with  them  scourge  the  bad  revolting  stars 
That  have  consented  unto  Henry's  death ! 
King  Henry  the  Fifth,  too  famous  to  live  long  I 
England  ne'er  lost  a  king  of  so  much  worth. 

Ohu.  England  ne'er  Imd  a  king  until  his  time. 
Virtue  he  had,  deserving  to  command: 
His  brandish'd  sword  did  blind  men  with  his  beams:      10 
His  arms  spread  wider  than  a  dragon's  wings; 
His  sparkling  eyes,  replete  with  wrathful  fii'e, 
More  dazzled  and  drove  back  his  enemies 
Than  mid-day  sun  fierce  bent  against  their  faces 
What  should  I  sa^'V  his  deeds  exceed  all  speech: 
He  ne'er  lift  up  his  hand  but  conquered. 

Exe,  We  mourn  in  black:  why  mourn  we  not  in  blood? 
Henry  is  dead  and  never  shall  revive: 
Upon  a  wooden  coffin  we  attend, 

And  death's  dishonourable  victor^r  20 

We  with  our  stately  presence  glorify, 
Like  captives  bound  to  a  triumphant  car. 
What  I  shall  we  curse  the  planets  of  mishap 
That  plotted  thus  our  glory's  overthrow? 
Or  shall  we  think  the  subtle-witted  French 
Conjurers  and  sorcerers,  that  afraid  of  him 
By  magic  verses  have  contrived  his  end? 

Win,  He  was  n  kin^  bless'd  of  the  King  of  kings. 
Unto  the  French  the  dreadful  judgement-day 
So  dreadful  will  not  be  as  was  his  sight.  80 

The  battles  of  the  Lord  of  hosts  he  fought: 
The  church's  prayers  made  him  so  prosperous. 

OUm.  The  church  I  where  is  it?    Had  not  churchmen 
pray'd, 
His  thread  of  life  had  not  so  soon  dcca^'d: 
None  do  vou  like  but  an  effeminate  pnnce, 
Whom,  ifko  a  school-boy,  you  may  over-awe. 

Win.  Gloucester,  whate  er  we  like,  thou  art  protector 
And  lookest  to  command  tlie  prince  and  realm. 
Thy  wife  is  proud ;  she  holdeth  thee  in  awe. 
More  than  God  or  rclicrinus  churchmen  may.  40 

Olou,  Name  not  religion,  for  thou  lovest  the  flesh, 
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And  ne'er  tbroughout  t))c  year  to  church  thou  go'st 
Except  it  be  to  pray  against  thy  foes. 

Bed.  Cease,  cease  these  jars  and  rest  your  minds,  in  peace: 
Let*s  to  the  altar:  heralds,  wait  on  us: 
Instead  of  gold,  we'll  offer  up  our  arms; 
Since  arms  avail  not  now  that  Henry's  dead. 
Posterity,  await  for  wretched  years, 
When  at  their  mothers'  moist  eyes  babes  shall  suck, 
Our  isle  be  made  a  nourish  of  salt  tears,  50 

And  none  but  women  left  to  wail  the  dead. 
Henry  the  Fifth,  thy  ghost  I  invocatc: 
Prosper  this  realm,  keep  it  from  civil  broils, 
Combat  with  adverse  planets  in  the  heavens  I 
A  far  more  glorious  star  thy  soul  will  make 
Then  Julius  Ceesar  or  bright 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

JftfM.  My  honourable  lords,  health  to  you  all! 
Sad  tidings  bring  I  to  you  out  of  France, 
Of  loss,  of  slaughter  luid  discomfiture: 
Guienne,  Champagne,  Rheims,  Orleans,  00 

Paris,  Guysors,  Poictiers,  are  all  quite  lost. 

Bed,  What  say'st  thou,  man,  before  dead  Henry's  corse? 
Speak  8oftl)r,  or  the  loss  of  those  great  towns 
Will  make  him  burst  his  lead  and  rise  from  death. 

Glau,  Is  Paris  lost?  is  Koucn  yielded  up? 
If  Henry  were.rccaird  lo  life  again, 
These  news  would  cause  him  once  more  yield  the  ghost. 

Exe.  How  were  they  lost?  what  treachery  was  used? 

Mess,  No  treachery;  but  want  of  men  and  money. 
Amongst  the  soldiers  this  is  muttered,  70 

That  hero  you  maintain  sevcnil  factious. 
And  whilst  a  field  should  be  dispatch'd  and  fought. 
You  are  disputing  of  your  generals: 
One  would  have  lingering  wars  with  little  cost; 
Another  would  fly  swift,  but  wanteth  wings; 
I A  third  thinks,  without  expense  at  all. 
By  guileful  fair  words  peace  may  be  6btain'd. 
Awake,  awake,  English  nobility! 
Let  not  sloth  dim  your  honours  new-bcgot: 
Cropp'd  are  the  flower-de-luces  in  your  arms;  80 

Of  England's  coat  one  half  is  cut  away. 

Exs,  Were  our  tears  wanting  to  this  funeral, 
Tliesc  tidings  would  call  forth  their  flowing  tides. 

Bed.  Me  they  concern;  Regent  I  am  of  France. 
Give  me  my  steeled  coat.    I'll  fight  for  France. 
Away  with  these  disgraceful  wailing  robes  I  * 
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"Wounds  will  I  lend  the  French  instead  of  eyes. 
To  weep  their  intermissive  miseries. 

Enter  to  Hum  another  Messenger. 

MeM,  Lords,  view  these  letters  full  of  bad  mischance. 
France  is  revolted  from  the  English  quite,  90 

Except  some  petty  towns  of  no  import: 
The  Dauphin  Charles  is  crowned  king  in  Rheims; 
The  Bastard  of  Orleans  with  him  is  join'd; 
Heignier,  Duke  of  Anjou,  doth  take  his  port; 
The  Duke  of  Alen^on  Hieth  to  his  side. 

Exe,  The  Dauphin  crowned  king  I  all  fly  to  him! 
O,  whither  shall  we  fly  from  this  reproach? 

GUm,  We  will  not  fly,  but  to  our  enemies*  throats. 
Bedford,  if  thou  be  slack.  Til  fight  it  out. 

Bed.  Gloucester,  why  doubt'st  thou  of  my  forwardness? 
An  army  have  I  musterd  in  my  thoughts,  101 

Wherewith  already  France  is  overrun. 

Enter  another  Messenger. 

Mess.  My  gracious  lords,  to  add  to  your  laments. 
Wherewith  you  now  bedew  King  Henry's  hearse, 
I  must  inform  you  of  a  dismal  fight 
Betwixt  the  stout  Lofd  Talbot  and  the  French. 

Win.  What!  wherein  Talbot  overcame?  is'tso? 

Mess.  O,  no ;  wherein  Lord  Tolbot  was  overthrown : 
The  circumstance  FU  tell  you  more  at  large. 
The  tenth  of  August  last  this  dreadful  lord;  110 

Retiring  from  the  siege  of  Orleans, 
Having  full  scarce  six  thousand  in  his  troop, 
By  three  and  twenty  thousand  of  the  French 
Was  round  encompassed  and  set  upon. 
No  leisure  had  he  to  cnrank  his  men; 
He  wanted  pikes  to  set  before  his  archers; 
Instead  whereof  sharp  stakes  pluck'd  out  of  hedges 
They  pitched  in  the  ground  confusedly. 
To  keep  the  horsemen  off  from  breaking  in. 
More  than  three  hoi^rs  the  fight  continued;  120 

Where  valiant  Talbot  above  human  thought 
Enacted  wonders  with  his  sword  and  lance: 
Hundreds  he  sent  to  hell,  and  none  durst  stand  him; 
Here,  there,  and  every  where,  enraged  he  flew: 
The  French  exclaimed,  the  devil  was  in  arms; 
All  the  whole  army  stood  agazed  on  him: 
His  soldiers  spying  his  undaunted  spirit 
A  Talbot!  a  Talbot!  cried  out  amain 
And  rush'd  into  the  bowels  of  the  battle. 
Hero  had  the  conquest  fully  been  seal'd  up,  130 
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If  Sir  John  Fastolfc  had  not  ploy'd  tbc  coward: 

He,  being  in  the  vaward,  placed  behind 

With  purpose  to  relieve  and  follow  them. 

Cowardly  fled,  not  having  struck  one  stroke. 

Ilcnce  grew  the  general  wreck  and  massacre; 

Enclosed  were  they  with  their  enemies: 

A  base  Walloon,  to  win  the  Dauphin's  grace, 

Thrust  Talbot  with  a  i>pcar  into  the  back, 

Whom  all  France  with  their  chief  assembled  strength 

Durst  not  presume  to  look  once  in  the  face.  140 

Bed.  Is  Talbot  slain?  then  I  will  slay  myself, 
For  living  idly  here  in  pomp  and  ease, 
Whilst  such  a  worthy  leader,  wanting  aid, 
Unto  his  dastard  foemen  is  bctray'd. 

Mess.  O  no,  he  lives;  but  is  took  prisoner, 
And  Lord  Scales  with  him  and  Lord  Hungerfofrd: 
Most  of  the  rest  slaughter'cl  or  took  likewise. 

Bed.  His  ransom  there  is  none  but  I  shall  pay: 
I'll  hale  the  Dauphin  headlong  from  his  throne: 
His  crown  shall  be  the  ransom  of  my  friend;  loO 

Four  of  their  lords  I'll  change  for  one  of  ours. 
Farewell,  mv  masters;  to  my  task  will  I; 
Bonfires  in  Franco  forthwith  I  am  to  make, 
To  keep  our  great  Stiint  George's  feast  withal: 
Ten  thousand  soldiers  with  me  I  will  take, 
Whose  bloody  deeds  shall  make  all  Europe  quake. 

Mem.  So  you  had  need ;  for  Orleans  is  besieged ; 
The  Englisn  army  is  grown  weak  and  faint: 
The  Ean  of  Salisbury  cravcth  supply. 
And  hardly  keeps  his  men  from  mutiny,  IGO 

Since  they,  so  few,  watch  such  a  multitude. 

Ejse.  Remember,  lords,  your  oaths  to  Henry  sworn, 
Either  to  quell  the  Dauphin  utterly, 
Or  bring  him  in  obedience  to  your  yoke. 

Bed.  I  do  remember  it;  and  here  take  my  leave^ 
To  go  about  my  preparation.  [ISini, 

GUni,  I'll  to  the  Tower  with  all  the  haste  I  can, 
To  view  the  artillery  and  munition ; 
And  then  I  will  proclaim  young  Henry  king.  [Exit. 

Exe.  To  Eltham  will  I,  where  the  young  king  is,        170 
Being  ordain'd  his  special  ffovernor, 
And  for  his  safety  there  I'll  best  devise.  [Eint 

Win.  Each  hath  his  place  and  function  to  attend: 
I  am  left  out ;  for  me  nothing  remains. 
But  long  I  will  not  be  Jack  out  of  office: 
The  king  from.  Eltham  I  intend  to  stcid 
And  sit  at  chiefent  stem  of  public  weaL  [Exeunt 
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Scene  II.    France,  Before  Orleans. 

Sound  a  flouriuli.    Enter  Charles,  Alen^ox,  and  Reig* 
NiER,  marching  iriih  drxnn  and  Soldiers. 

Char.  Mars  his  true  moving,  even  fts  in  the  heavens 
So  in  the  earth,  to  this  day  is  not  known: 
Late  did  he  shine  upon  the  English  side; 
Now  we  arc  victors;  upon  us  he  smiles. 
What  towns  of  any  moment  but  we  have? 
At  pleasure  here  we  lie  near  Orleans; 
Otherwhiles  the  famish'd  English,  like  pale  ghosts, 
Faintly  besiege  us  one  hour  in  a  month. 

AUn.  They  want  their  porridge  and  their  fat  bull-beeves: 
Either  they  must  be  dieted  like  mules  10 

And  have  their  provender  tied  to  their  mouths 
Or  piteous  they  will  look,  like  drowned  mice. 

Itdg.  Let's  raise  the  siege:  why  live  we  idly  hercY 
Talbot  is  taken,  whom  we  wont  to  fear: 
Remaineth  none  but  mad-brain'd  Salisbury; 
And  he  may  well  in  fretting  spend  his  gall. 
Nor  men  nor  money  hath  he  to  make  war. 

Char.  Sound,  sound  alarum!  we  will  rush  on  them. 
Now  for  the  honour  of  the  forlorn  French ! 
Him  I  forgive  my  death  that  killeth  me  20 

When  ho  sees  me  go  back  one  foot  or  lly.  [ExeuiU, 

Here  alai*um.;  they  are  beaten  back  by  the  Englisli  ttith  great 
loss.    Re-enter  Charles,  Alek^on,  and  Reiqnier. 

Char.  Who  ever  saw  the  like?  what  men  have  II 
Dogs!  cow^ards!  dastards  1    I  would  ne*er  have  fled. 
But  that  they  left  me  'midst  my  enemies. 

Reig.  Salisbury  is  a  desperate  homicide; 
He  fighteth  os  one  weary  of  his  life. 
The  other  lords,  like  lions  wanting  food, 
Do  rush  upon  us  as  their  hungry  prey. 

Alen.  Froissart,  a  countiyman  of  ours,  records, 
England  all  Olivers  and  Rowlands  bred  80 

During  the  time  Edward  the  Third  did  reign. 
More  truly  now  may  this  be  verified; 
For  none  but  Samsons  and  Goliases 
It  sendeth  forth  to  skirmish.     One  to  ten  I 
Lean  raw-boned  rascals!  who  would  e'er  suppose 
Thev  had  such  courage  and  audacity? 

Char,  Let's  leave  this  town;  for  they  are  hare-brain'd 
slaves. 
And  hunger  will  enforce  them  to  be  more  eager: 
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Of  old  I  know  them ;  rather  with  their  teeth 

The  walls  they'll  tear  down  than  forsake  the  siege.         40 

Beig,  I  think,  by  some  odd  gimmors  or  device 
Their  arms  are  set  like  clocks,  still  to  strike  on ; 
Else  ne'er  could  they  hold  out  so  as  they  do. 
By  my  consent,  we'll  even  let  them  alone. 

Alert.  Be  it  so. 

Enter  the  Bastard  of  Orleans. 

JBa8t  Where's  the  Prince  Dauphin?    I  have  news  for 
him. 

Char,  Bastard  of  Orleans,  thrice  welcome  to  us. 

Bast  Methinks  your  looks  are  sad,  your  cheer  appall'd: 
Hath  the  late  overthrow  wrought  this  offence? 
Be  not  dismay'd,  for  succour  is  at  hand:  50 

A  holy  maid  hither  with  me  I  bring, 
Which  bv  a  vision  sent  to  her  from  heaven 
Ordained  is  to  raise  tliis  tedious  siege 
And  drive  Ihe  English  forth  tlie  bounds  of  France. 
The  spirit  of  deep  prophecy  she  hath, 
Exceeding  the  nine  sibyls  of  old  Rome: 
What's  past  and  what's  to  come  she  can  descry. 
8peak,  shall  I  call  her  in?    Believe  my  words, 
For  they  are  certain  and  unfallible. 

Char.  Go,  call  her  in.     [Exit  Bastard.]    But  first,  to  try 
her  skill,  00 

Reignier,  stand  thou  as  Dauphin  in  my  place : 

Question  her  proudly ;  let  thy  looks  be  stern : 
y  this  means  shall  we  sound  wliat  skill  she  hath. 

Be-^nter  the  Bastard  of  Orleans,  with  Joan  La  Pucblle. 

Beig.  Fair  maid,  is't  thou  wilt  do  these  wondrous  feats? 

Puc,  Reignier,  is 't  thou  that  thinkest  to  beguile  me? 
Where  is  the  Dauphin?    Come,  come  from  behind; 
I  know  thee  well,  though  never  seen  before. 
Be  not  amazed,  there's  nothing  hid  from  me: 
fin  private  will  I  talk  with  thee  apart 
Stand  btick,  you  lords,  and  give  us  leave  awhile.  70 

Beig.  She  takes  upon  her  bravely  at  first  dash. 

Puc.  Dauphin,  I  am  by  birth  a  shepherd's  daughter. 
My  wit  untrain'd  in  any  kind  of  art. 
Heaven  and  our  Lady  gracious  hath  it  pleased 
To  shine  on  my  contemptible  estate: 
Lo,  whilst  I  waited  on  my  tender  lambs. 
And  to  sun's  parching  heat  display'd  my  cheeks, 
God's  mother  deigneuto  appear  to  me 
And  in  a  vision  f  uU  of  majesty 
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Wiird  me  to  leave  my  base  vocation  80 

And  free  my  country  from  calamity: 

Uer  aid  she  promised  and  assured  success: 

In  complete  glory  sbe  reveaKd  herscif ; 

And,  wliercas  I  was  Hack  and  swart  before, 

Willi  those  clear  rays  wbicb  sbe  infused  on  me 

That  beauty  am  I  bless'd  with  which  you  see. 

Ask  me  wliat  quesliou  thou  canst  possible, 

And  I  will  answer  unpremeditated: 

My  courage  try  by  combat,  If  thou  darest, 

And  thou  shalt  find  that  1  exceed  my  sex.  90 

I^olve  on  this,  tbou  shall  be  fortunate. 

If  thou  receive  me  for  thy  warlike  mate. 

Char,  Thou  hast  astonish 'd  me  with  thy  high  terms: 
Only  this  proof  I'll  of  thy  valour  make. 
In  single  combat  thou  shalt  buckle  with  me, 
And  if  thou  vanquishest,  thy  words  are  true; 
Otherwise  I  renounce  all  confidence. 

Puc.  I  am  prepared :  liere  is  my  keen-edged  sword, 
Deck'd  with  live  flower-de-luces  on  each  side; 
The  which  at  Touraine,  in  Saint  Ealharine's  churchyard, 
Out  of  a  great  deal  of  old  iron  I  chose  forth.  101 

Char,  Then  come,  o*  God's  name;  I  fear  no  woman. 

Puc.  And  while  I  live,  I'll  ne'er  fly  from  a  man. 

[Here  (hsy  fight,  and  Joan  La  Pucelle  0veitome». 

Char.  Stay,  stay  thy  hands!  thou  art  an  Amaeon 
And  fightest  with  the  sword  of  Deborah. 

Pue,  Christ's  mother  helps  me,  else  I  were  too  weak. 

Char.  Whoe'er  helps  thee,  'tis  thou  that  mast  help  me: 
Impatiently  I  burn  with  thy  desire; 
My  heart  and  hands  thou  hast  at  once  subdned. 
Excellent  Pucelle,  if  thy  name  be  so,  110 

Let  me  thy  servant  and  not  sovereign  be: 
'Tis  the  French  Dauphin  sueth  to  thee  thus. 

Pue.  I  must  not  yield  to  any  rites  of  love, 
For  my  profession's  sacred  from  above: 
When  I  have  chased  all  thy  foes  from  hence, 
Then  will  I  think  upon  a  recompense. 

Char.  Meantime  look  gracious  on  thy  prostrate  thrall. 

Beig.  My  lord,  methinks,  is  very  long  in  talk. 

Alen.  Doubtless  be  shrives  this  woman  to  her  smock ; 
Else  ne'er  could  he  so  long  protract  his  speech.  120 

Het'g.  Shall  we  disturb  him,  since  he  keeps  no  mean? 

Alen.  He  may  mean  more  than  we  poor  men  do  know : 
These  women  are  shrewd  tempters  with  their  tongues. 

Meig,  My  lord,  where  are  you?  what  devtee  you  on? 
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Shall  wegive  over  Orleans,  or  no? 

Puc,  Why,  no,  I  say,  distrustful  recreants! 
Fi^ht  till  tlic  last  gasp;  I  %vill  be  your  guard. 

Vliar.  What  she  says  I'll  confirm:  ttc'II  fight  It  out 

Puc.  Assign'd  am  1  to  be  the  English  scourge. 
This  night  the  siege  assuredly  Til  raise:  180 

Expect  St.  Martin's  summer,  halcyon  days. 
Since  I  have  entered  into  these  wars. 
Glory  is  like  a  circle  in  the  water, 
Which  never  ceaseth  to  enlarge  itself 
Till  by  broad  spreading  it  disperse  to  nought. 
With  Henry's  death  the  English  circle  ends; 
Dispersed  are  the  glories  it  mcluded. 
Now  am  I  like  that  proud  insulting  ship 
Which  Csesar  and  his  fortune  bear  at  once. 

Cfiar.  Was  Mahomet  inspired  with  a  dove?  140 

Thou  with  an  eagle  art  inspired  then. 
Helen,  the  mother  of  great  Constantine, 
Nor  yet  Saint  Philip's  daughters,  were  like  thee       . 
Bright  star  of  Venus,  fall'n  down  on  the  earth, 
How  may  I  reverently  worship  thee  enough? 

Alen,  Leave  off  delays,  and  let  us  raise  the  siege. 

120^.  Woman,  do  what  thou  canst  to  save  our  honours; 
Drive  them  from  Orleans  and  be  immortalized. 

Char,  Presently  we'll  try:  come,  let's  away  about  it: 
No  prophet  will  I  trust,  if  she  prove  false.      [Exeunt,    150 

8cE2iE  III.    London,  B^ore  the  Totoer, 

Enter  the  Dukb  of  Gloucestsr,  with  hie  Serving-men  in 

Hue  coate, 

Glou,  I  am  come  to  survey  the  Tower  this  day: 
Since  Henry's  death,  I  fear,  there  is  conveyance. 
Where  be  tnese  warders,  that  they  wait  not  here? 
Open  the  gates;  'tis  Gloticester  that  calls. 

Firet  Warder.  [  Within]  Who's  there  that  knocks  so  im- 
periously? 

First  8erv.  It  is  the  noble  Duke  of  Gloucester. 

Second  Warder.  \  Within]  Whoe'er  he  be,  you  may  not  be 
let  in. 

First  Sert.  Villains,  answer  you  so  the  lord  protector? 

First  Warder.  [Within]  The  Lord  protect  him!   so  we 
answer  him : 
We  do  no  otherwise  than  we  arc  wlU'd.  10 

Olou,  Who  willed  you?  or  whose  will  stands  but  mine? 
There's  none  protector  of  the  realm  but  I. 
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Break  up  the  gates.  1*11  be  j'our  warrantize : 
Shall  I  be  flouted  thus  by  dunghill  grooms? 

[Gloucester's  Toen  rusli  (U  the  'Tower  Gates,  and  Woodvile 
Vie  Lieutenant  speaks  within. 

Woodv.  What  noise  is  this?  what  traitors  have  we  here? 

Glou.  Lieutenant,  is  it  you  whose  voice  I  licar? 
Open  the  gates;  here's  Gloucester  that  would  enter. 

Woodv.  Have  patience,  noble  duke;  I  may  not  open; 
The  Cardinal  of  Winchester  forbids: 
From  him  I  have  express  commandment  20 

That  thou  nor  none  of  thine  shall  be  let  in. 

Glou.  Faint-hearted  Woodvile.  prizest  him  'fore  me? 
Arrogant  Winchester,  that  Imughty  prelate. 
Whom  Henry,  our  late  sovereign,  ne'er  could  brook? 
Thou  art  no  friend  to  God  or  to  the  king : 
Open  the  gates,  or  I'll  shut  thee  out  shortly. 

Sei^ving-inen,  Open  the  gates  unto  the  lord  protector. 
Or  we'll  burst  them  open,  if  that  you  come  not  quickly. 

Enter ^o  the  Protestor  at  the  Tmrer  Gates  Wikchestek  and 

Ids  men  in  tawny  coats. 

Win.  How  now,  ambitious  Humphry!  what  means  this? 

GUm.  Peel'd  priest,  dost  thou  command  me  to  be  shut 
out?  SO 

Win.  I  do,  thou  most  usurping  proditor, 
And  not  protector,  of  the  king  or  realm. 

Glou.  stand  back,  thou  manifest  conspirator. 
Thou  that  contrivedst  to  murder  our  dead  lord; 
Thou  that  givest  whores  indulgences  to  sin: 
ril  canvass  thee  in  thy  broad  cardinal's  hat, 
If  thou  proceed  in  this  thy  insolence. 

Win.  Nay,  stand  tliou  back;  I  will  not  budge  a  foot: 
This  be  Damascus,  be  thou  cursed  Cain, 
To  slay  thy  brother  Abel,  if  thou  wilt.  40 

Glou.  I  will  not  slay  thee,  but  I'll  drive  thee  back: 
Thy  scarlet  robes  as  a  child's  bearing-cloth 
I'll  use  to  carry  thee  out  of  this  place. 

Win.  Do  what  thou  darest;  I  beard  thee  to  thy  face. 

Glou.  What!  am  I  dared  and  bearded  to  my  face? 
Draw,  men,  for  all  this  privileged  place; 
Blue  coats  to  tawny  coats.     Priest,  beware  your  beard ; 
I  mean  to  tug  it  and  to  cuff  you  soundly: 
Under  my  feet  I  stamp  thy  cardinal's  hat: 
In  spite  of  pope  or  disunities  of  church,  50 

Here  by  the  cheeks  I'll  drag  thee  up  and  down. 

Win.  Gloucester,  thou  wilt  unswer  this  before  th 

Glou,  Winchester  goose,  I  cry,  a  rope!  a  rope! 
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Now  beat  them  hence;  why  do  you  let  them  stay? 
Thee  I'll  chase  hence,  thou  wolf  in  sheep's  array. 
Out,  tawny  coatsl  out,  scarlet  hypocrite! 

Here  Olouf ester's  men  beat  otU  tlie  CardinoTs  men,  andervter 
in  t)ie  hurly-burly  the  Mayor  of  London  and  his  Officers. 

May.  Pie,  lords!  that  you,  being  supreme  magistrates, 
Thus  contumeliously  should  break  the  peace! 

Ohit.  Peace,  mayor!  thou  know'st  little  of  my  wrongs: 
Here's  Beaufort,  that  regards  nor  God  nor  king,  60 

Hath  here  distrain'd  the  Tower  to  his  use. 

Win.  Here's  Gloucester,  a  foe  to  citizens, 
One  that  still  motions  war  and  never  peace, 
O'ercharging  your  free  purses  with  large  fines, 
That  seeks  to  overthrow  religion, 
Because  he  is  protector  of  the  realm, 
And  would  have  armour  here  out  of  the  Tower, 
To  crown  himself  king  and  suppress  the  prince. 

Olou,  I  will  not  answer  thee  with  words,  but  blows. 

[Here  they  skirmish  again. 

May.  Nought  rests  for  mc  in  this  tumultuous  strife     70 
But  to  make  open  proclamation: 
Come,  officer;  as  loud  as  e're  thou  canst 
Cry. 

Off.  All  manner  of  men  assembled  here  in  arms  this  day 
as^ainst  God's  peace  and  tlie  king's,  we  charge  and  com- 
mand you,  in  his  highness'  name,  to  repair  to  your  several 
dwelling-places;  and  not  to  wear,  handle,  or  use  any  sword, 
weapon,  or  dagger,  licnceforward,  upon  pain  of  death. 

Glou.  Cardinal,  I'll  be  no  breaker  of  the  law: 
But  we  shall  meet,  and  break  our  minds  at  lar^c. 

Win.  Gloucester,  we  will  meet;  to  thy  cost,  be  sure: 
Thv  heart-blood  I  will  have  for  this  day's  work. 

ifay.  I'll  call  for  clubs,  if  you  will  not  away. 
This  cardinal's  more  haughty  than  the  devil. 

Glou.  Mayor,  farewell:  thou  dost  but  what  thou  mayst 

Win.  Abominable  Gloucester,  guard  thy  head; 
For  I  intend  to  have  it  ere  long. 

[Exeunt,  severally^  Gloucester  and  Winchester  with 

their  8er ting-men. 

May.  See  the  coa<t  clear'd,  and  then  we  will  depart. 
Good  God,  these  nobles  should  such  stomachs  bear!         90 
I  myself  fight  not  once  in  forty  year.  [Exeunt 
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Scene  IV-    Orleans, 
Enter,  on  the  waUe,  a  Master  Gunner  and  Ma  Boy. 

M.  Gun.  Sirrah,  thou  knoTv*st  how  Orleans  is  besieged, 
And  how  the  English  have  the  suburbs  won. 

Boy.  Father,  I  Know ;  and  oft  have  shot  at  them, 
Howe'er  unfortunate  I  miss'd  my  aim. 

M.  Gun.  But  now  thou  shalt  not.    Be  thou  ruled  by  me; 
Chief  master-gunner  am  I  of  tliis  town; 
Sometliing  I  must  do  to  procure  me  grace. 
Tlie  prince's  espials  have  informed  me 
How  the  English,  in  tbe  suburbs  close  intrench'd, 
Wont  through  a  secret  grate  of  iron  bars  10 

In  yonder  tower  to  overpeer  the  city 
And  tlience  discover  how  with  most  advantage 
They  may  vex  us  with  shot  or  with  assault. 
To  intercept  this  inconvenience, 
A  piece  of  ordnance  'gainst  it  I  have  placed; 
And  even  these  three  days  have  I  watch'd, 
If  I  could  see  them. 

Now  do  thou  watch,  for  I  can  stay  no  longer. 
If  thou  spy'st  any,  run  and  bring  mc  word; 
And  thou  shalt  find  mc  at  the  governor's.     .        [Exit.    20 

Boy.  Father,  I  warrant  you;  take  you  no  care; 
I'll  never*  trouble  you,  if  I  may  spy  them.  [Ecdt. 

Enter,  on  the  turrets,  the  Lobds  Salisbury  and  Talbot, 
SiK  William  Glanbdalb,  Sib  Taomab  Gabobayb,  and 

others. 

Sal.  Talbot,  my  life,  my  Joy,  a^ain  retum'dl 
How  wert  thou  handled  bemg  prisoner?    • 
Or  by  what  means  got'st  thou  to  be  released? 
Discourse,  I  prithee,  on  this  turret's  top. 

Tal.  The  Duke  of  Bedford  had  a  prisoner 
Call'd  the  brave  Lord  Ponton  de  Santrailles; 
For  him  was  I  exchanged  and  mnsomed. 
But  with  a  baser  man  of  arms  by  far  8Q 

Once  in  contempt  they  would  have  barter'd  me; 
Which  I  disdaining  scorn'd  and  craved  death 
Rather  than  I  would  be  so  vilc-esteem'd. 
In  fine,  redeem 'd  I  was  as  I  desired. 
But,  O!  the  treacherous  Fastolfe  wounds  my  heart. 
Whom  with  my  bare  fists  I  would  execute, 
If  I  MOW  had  him  brought  into  my  power. 

Sal.  Yet  tell'st  thou  not  how  thou  wert  entertain'd. 

2'al.  With  scoffs  and  scorns  and  contumelious  taunts. 
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In  open  mnrket-ploce  produced  tbcy  me,  40 

To  be  a  public  spectacle  to  all : 

Here,  said  tliey,  is  tlie  terror  of  the  French, 

The  sciirecrow  that  affrights  our  cliildren  so. 

Then  broke  I  from  the  officers  that  led  me. 

And  witii  my  nails  (ligg  d  stones  out  of  the  ground. 

To  hurl  at  tlic  beholders  of  my  shame: 
j  My  grisly  countenance  made  others  fly; 
'  None  durst  come  near  for  fear  of  sudden  death. 

In  iron  walls  they  deem*d  me  not  secure; 

So  great  fear  of  my  name  'mongst  tliem  was  spread         60 

That  they  supposed  I  could  rend  bars  of  steel 

And  spurn  in  pieces  posts  of  adamant: 

Wherefore  a  guard  of  chosen  shot  I  had 

That  walked  about  me  every  minute  while; 

And  if  I  did  but  stir  out  of  my  bed, 

Ready  they  were  to  shoot  me  to  the  heart 

Enter  the  Boy  wUh  a  lin»toek. 

Sal,  I  grieve  to  hear  what  torments  you  endured, 

But  we  will  be  revenged  sufficiently. 

Now  it  is  supper-time  in  Orleans: 

Here,  through  this  grate,  I  count  each  one  60 

And  view  the  Frenchmen  how  they  fortify: 

Let  us  look  in;  the  sight  will  much  delight  thee. 

Sir  Thomas  Gargrave,  and  Sir  William  Glansdale, 

Let  me  have  your  express  opinions 

Where  is  best  place  to  make  our  battery  next. 

Oar.  I  think,  at  the  north  gate;  for  there  stand  lorda. 
Olan.  And  I,  here,  at  the  bulwark  of  the  brid^ 
Tal.  For  aught  I  see,  this  city  must  be  famish 'd, 

Or  with  light  skirmishes  enfeebled. 

[Here  they  tHwot.     Salisbury  and  Gargrave  fall. 
SaL  O  Lord,  have  mercy  on  us,  wretched  sinners  I        70 
Oar.  O  Lord,  have  mercy  on  me,  woful  manl 
Tal.  What  chance  is  this  that  suddenly  hath  crossed  us? 

Speak.  Salisbury;  at  least,  if  thou  canst  speak: 

How  farest  thou,  mirror  of  all  martial  men? 

One  of  thy  eyes  and  thy  cheek's  side  struck  off! 

Accursed  tower  I  accursed  fatal  hand 

That  hath  contrived  this  woful  tragedy! 

In  thirteen  battles  Salisbury  overcame; 

Henry  the  Fifth  he  first  train'd  to  the  wars; 

Whilst  any  trump  did  sound,  or  drum-  struck  up,  80 

His  sword  did  nc*er  leave  striking  in  the  field. 

Tet  livest  thou,  Salisbury?  though  thy  speech  doth  foil. 

One  eye  thou  hast,  to  look  to  heaven  for  grace: 
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The  sun  with  one  eye  viewelh  all  the  world. 

Heaven,  be  thou  gracious  to  none  alive, 

If  Salisbury  wants  mercy  at  thy  hands! 

Bear  licnce  his  l)ody ;  I  will  help  to  bury  it. 

Sir  Thomas  Gargrave,  hast  thou  any  life? 

Speak  unto  Talbot;  nay,  look  up  to  him. 

Salisbury,  cheer  thy  spirit  with  this  comfort;  90 

Thou  shalt  not  die  whiles — 

He  beckons  with  his  hand  and  smiles  on  me. 

As  who  should  say  "When  I  am  dead  and  gone, 

Remember  to  avenge  me  on  the  French." 

Plantagenet,  I  will;  and  like  thee,  Nero, 

Play  on  the  lute,  beholding  the  towns  bum: 

Wretched  shall  France  be  only  in  my  name. 

[Here  an  alarum,  and  it  thunders  and  lightens. 
What  stir  is  this?  what  tumult's  in  the  heavens? 
Whence  cometh  this  alarum  and  the  noise? 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

Mess.  My  lord,  my  lord,  the  French  have  gather'd  head: 
The  Dauphin,  with  one  Joan  la  Pucellc  joined,  101 

A  holy  prophetess  new  risen  up. 
Is  come  with  a  ffreat  power  to  raise  the  siege. 

[Here  Salisbury  lifteth  Minseff  up  and  groans, 

Tal,  Hear,  hear  how  dying  Salisburv  doth  groaul 
It  irks  his  heart  he  cannot  be  revengect. 
Frenchmen,  I'll  be  a  Salisbury  to  vou: 
Pucelle  or  puzzel,  dolphin  or  dogfish, 
Your  hearts  I'll  stamp  out  with  my  horse's  heels, 
And  make  a  quagmire  of  your  mingled  brains. 
Convey  me  Salisbury  into  his  tent,  110 

And  then  we'll  try  what  these  dastard  Frenchmen  dare. 

[Alarum,    Exeunt. 

Scene  V.     Tlie  same. 

Here  an  alarum  again:  and  Talbot  pursueth  the  Dauphik, 
and  driveth  him:  then  enter  Joan  La  Puceli^,  driving 
Englishmen  before  her,  and  exit  after  thetn:  then  re-enter 
Talbot. 

Tal.  Where  is  my  strength,  my  valour,  and  my  force? 
Our  English  troops  retire,  1  cannot  stay  them; 
A  woman  clad  in  armour  chaseth  them.  . 

Be-enter  La  Pucelle. 

Here,  here  she  comes.    I'll  have  a  bout  with  thee; 
Devil  or  devil's  dam,  I'll  conjure  thee: 
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Blood  will  I  draw  on  thee,  thou  art  a  witch. 

And  straightway  give  thy  soul  to  him  thou  servest. 

Puc,  Come,  come,  'tis  only  I  that  must  discrace  thee. 

[Here  iJieyJight. 

Tal.  Heavens,  can  you  suffer  hell  so  to  prevail? 
My  breast  I'll  burst  with  straining  of  my  courage  10 

And  from  my  shoulders  crack  mv  arms  asunder, 
But  I  will  chastise  this  high-minded  strumpet. 
,  [  1  luyJigJi  t  again. 

Puc.  Talbot,  farewell;  thy  hour  is  not  yet  c6me: 
I  must  go  victual  Orleans  forthwith. 

[A  ttJiort  alarum:  tlien  enter  the  town  with  soldiers. 
O'ertake  me,  if  thou  canst;  I  scorn  thy  strength. 
Go,  go.  cheer  up  thy  hungry-starved  men; 
Help  Salisbury  to  make  his  tesUiment: 
This  day  is  ours,  as  many  more  shall  be.  [Exit. 

Tal.  My  thoughts  are  whirled  like  a  potter's  wheel ; 
I  know  not  where  I  am,  nor  what  I  do :  20 

A  witch,  by  fear,  not  force,  like  Hannibal, 
Drives  bacK  our  troops  and  conquers  as  she  lists: 
So  bees  with  smoke  and  doves  with  noisesome  stench 
Are  from  their  hives  and  houses  driven  away. 
They  call'd  us  for  our  fierceness  English  dogs; 
Now,  like  to  whelps,  we  crying  run  away, 

[^1  short  alarum. 
Hark,  countrymen!  cither  renew  the  fight. 
Or  tear  the  lions  out  of  England's  coat; 
Renounce  your  soil,  give  sheep  in  lions'  stead: 
Sheep  run  not  half  so  treacherous  from  the  wolf,  80 

Or  horse  or  oxen  from  the  leopard, 
As  you  fly  from  your  of t-subuued  slaves. 

[Alarum.    Here  another  skirmish* 
It  will  not  be:  retire  into  your  trenches: 
You  all  consented  unto  Salisbury's  death. 
For  none  would  strike  a  stroke  m  his  revenge. 
Pucelle  is  enter'd  into  Orleans, 
f  In  spite  of  us  or  aught  that  we  could  do. 
O,  would  I  were  to  die  with  Salisbury  I 
The  shame  hereof  will  make  me  hide  ray  head. 

[Exit  Talbot,    Alarum;  retreat;  flouruJi, 

Scene  VI.     The  same. 

Eatery  on  the  walls.  La  Pucelle,  Charles,  Reionier, 

Alek^on,  and  Soldiers, 

Puc.  Advance  our  waving  colours  on  the  walls; 
Rescued  is  Orleans  from  the  English : 
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Thus  Joan  la  Pucdle  hath  performed  her  word. 

C/iar,  Divincst  creature,  Astraea's  daughter. 
How  shall  I  honour  thee  for  thissuccess? 
Tby  promises  are  like  Adonis'  gardens 
That  one  day  bloom'd  and  fruitful  were  the  next. 
France,  triumph  in  thy  glorious  prophetess  I 
Recovered  is  the  town  of  Orleans: 
More  blessed  hap  did  ne*er  befall  our  state.  10 

Meiff.  Why  ring  not  out  the  bells  aloud  throughout  the 
town?  * 

Dauphin,  command  the  citizens  make  bonfires 
And  feast  and  l)anquet  in  the  open  streets, 
To  celebrate  the  joy  that  God  hath  given  us. 

Alen.  All  France  will  be  replete  with  mirth  and  Joy, 
When  they  shall  hear  how  we  have  plny'd  the  men. 

Char.  *Tis  Joan,  not  we,  by  wliom  the  day  is  won; 
For  which  I  will  divide  my  crown  with  her, 
And  all  the  priests  and  friars  in  my  realm 
Shall  in  procession  sing  her  endless  praise.  20 

A  statelier  pyramis  to  her  I'll  rear 
Than  Rhodope's  or  Memphis'  ever  was: 
In  memory  of  her  when  she  is  dead. 
Her  ashes,  in  an  urn  more  precious 
Than  the  rich-jewerd  coffer  of  Darius, 
Transported  shall  be  at  high  festivals 
Before  the  kings  and  qtieens  of  France. 
No  longer  on  Saint  Denis  will  we  cry, 
But  Joan  la  Pucelle  shall  be  France's  saint 
Come  in,  and  let  us  banquet  royally,  80 

After  this  golden  day  of  victory.  [Fhuritk.    Exmnt, 

ACT  II. 
Scene  I.     Before  Orleans. 

Enter  a  Sergeant  of  a  band,  ttith  ivoo  Sentinels. 

Serg.  Sirs,  take  your  places  and  be  vigilant:  j^. 

If  any  noise  or  soldier  you  perceive  '^ 

Near  to  the  walls,  by  some  apparent  sign 
Let  us  have  knowleagc  at  the  court  of  guard. 

First  Sent.  Sergeant,  you  shall.     [Exit  Sergeant]    Thus  • 
are  poor  servitors, 
When  others  sleep  upon  their  quiet  beds, 
Constrained  to  watch  m  darkness,  rain  and  cold. 

Enter  Talbot,  Bedford,  Bcrgckdt,  and  forces,  tcith  scaU 
iuff^ladderH,  their  drums  (/eating  a  dead  march. 
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Tal.  Lord  Regent,  and  redoubted  Burgundy, 
Bv  whose  appi-oach  the  regions  of  Artois, 
Wallon  and  ricardy  arc  friends  to  us,  10 

This  happy  night  the  Frenchmen  are  secure, 
Having  alf  day  caroused  and  banqueted: 
Embrace  we  then  this  opportunity 
As  fitting  best  to  quittance  their  deceit 
Contrived  by  art  and  baleful  sorcery. 

Bed.  Coward  of  France!  how  much  he  wrongs  his  fame, 
Despairing  of  his  own  arm*s  fortitude, 
To  join  with  witches  and  tlie  help  of  hell! 

Bur.  Traitors  have  never  olher  company. 
But  what's  that  Pucelle  whom  they  term  so  pure?  20 

Tal.  A  maid,  they  say. 

Bed.  A  maid !  and  be  so  martial  I 

Bur.  Pray  God  she  prove  not  masculine  ere  long, 
If  underneath  the  standard  of  the  French 
She  carry  armour  as  she  hath  begun. 

Tal,  Well,  let  them  practice  and  converse  with  spirits: 
God  is  our  fortress,  in  whose  conquering  name 
Let  us  resolve  to  scale  their  flinty  bulwarks. 

Bed.  Ascend,  bravo  Talbot;  we  will  follow  thee. 

Tal,  Not  all  together:  better  far,  I  guess, 
That  we  do  make  our  entrance  several  ways:  80 

That,  if  it  chance  the  one  of  us  do  fail. 
The  other  yet  may  rise  against  their  force. 

Bed,  Agreed :  rll  to  yond  corner. 

Bur.  And  I  to  this. 

Tal,  And  here  will  Talbot  mount,  or  make  his  grave. 
Now,  Salisbury,  for  thee,  and  for  the  right 
Of  English  Henry,  shall  this  night  appear 
How  much  in  duty  I  am  bound  to  both. 

Sent,  Arm!  arm!  the  enemy  doth  make  assault! 

[Cry:  *'8t,  George,"  '*  A  Talbot,'* 

The  French  leap  over  the  ieaUs  in  their  shirts.  Enter,  eeveral 
toays,  the  Bastard  of  Orleans,  Alek^ok,  and  Reiokier, 
Kaif  ready,  and  half  unready. 

Alen.  How  now,  my  lords!  what,  all  unready  so?  J 

Baet,  Unready !  ay,  and  glad  we  'scaped  so  well.  40 

Beig,  'Twas  time,  I  trow,  to  wake  and  leave  our  beds, 

Hearing  alarums  at  our  chamber-doors. 
Alen.  Of  all  exploits  since  first  I  followed  arms, 

Ne>'er  heard  I  of  a  warlike  enterprise 

More  venturous  or  desperate  than  tliis. 
Baet.  I  think  this  Talbot  be  a  fiend  of  hell. 
Beig.  If  not  of  hell,  the  heavens,  sure,  favour  him. 
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Alen.  Here  cometh  Charles:  I  marvel  how  he  sped. 
Bast,  Tut,  holy  Joan  was  his  defensive  guard. 

Enter  Charles  and  La  Pucelle. 

Char.  Is  this  thy  cunning,  thou  deceitful  dame?  50 

Didst  thou  at  first,  to  flatter  us  withal, 
Make  us  partakers  of  a  little  gain, 
That  now  our  loss  might  be  ten  times  so  much?  « 

Fue.  Wherefore  is  Charles  impatient  with  his  friend? 
At  all  times  will  you  have  my  power  alike? 
Sleeping  or  waking  must  I  still  prevail, 
Or  will  you  blame  and  lay  the  fault  on  me? 
Improvident  soldiers!  had  your  watch  been  good. 
This  sudden  mischief  never  could  have  fall'n. 

Char.  Duke  of  Aien9on,  this  was  your  default,  60 

That,  being  captain  of  the  watch  to-night, 
Did  look  no  better  to  that  weighty  charge. 

Alen.  Had  all  your  quarters  been  as  safely  kept 
As  that  whereof  I  had  the  government, 
Wo  had  not  been  thus  shamefully  surprised. 

Bast.  Mine  was  secure. 

Beig.  And  so  was  mine,  my  lord. 

Char.  And,  for  myself,  most  part  of  all  this  night, 
Within  her  quarter  and  mine  own  precinct 
I  was  employed  in  passing  to  and  fro. 
About  relieving  of  the  sentinels:  70 

Then  how  or  which  way  should  they  first  break  in? 

Pue.  Question,  my  lords,  no  further  of  the  case, 
How  or  which  way;  'tis  sure  they  found  some  place 
But  weakly  guarded,  where  the  breach  was  made. 
And  now  there  rests  no  other  shift  but  this; 
To  gather  our  soldiers,  scatyter'd  and  dispersed, 
And  lay  new  platforms  to  endamage  tlicm. 

Alarum.     Enter  an  English  Soldier,  crying  **A  Talbot/  a 
Taibotf*     ifieyfly,  leaving  their  dothes  behind. 

f    Sold.  I'll  be  so  bold  to  take  what  they  have  left 
The  cry  of  Tallwt  serves  me  for  a  sword ; 
For  I  have  loaden  me  with  many  spoils,  80 

Using  no  other  weapon  but  his  name.  [Esnt. 

Scene  II.     Orleans.     Within  the  town. 

Enter  Talbot,  Bedford,   BuRGUimT,  a  Captain,  and 

others. 

Bed.  The  day  begins  to  break,  and  night  is  fled. 
Whose  pitchy  mantle  ovcr-vail'd  the  earth. 
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Here  sound  retreat,  and  cease  our  hot  pursuit. 

[Retreat  iounded, 

Tal.  Brine  forth  the  body  of  old  Salisbury, 
And  here  advance  it  in  the  market-place, 
The  middle  centre  of  this  cursed  town. 
Now  have  I  paid  my  vow  unto  his  soul ; 
For  every  drop  of  blood  was  drawn  from  him 
There  hath  at  least  five  Frcuchmen  died  to-night. 
And  that  hereafter  a^es  may  behold  10^ 

What  ruin  happened  m  revenge  of  him, 
Within  their  chief  est  temple  I'll  erect 
A  tomb,  wherein  his  corpse  shall  be  interred: 
Upon  the  which,  that  every  one  may  read, 
Shall  be  engraved  the  sack  of  Orleans, 
The  treacherous  manner  of  his  m(Airnful  death 
And  what  a  terror  he  had  been  to  France. 
But,  lords,  in  all  our  bloody  massacre, 
I  muse  we  met  not  with  the  Dauphin's  grace. 
His  new-come  champion,  virtuous  Joan  of  Arc,  20 

Nor  any  of  his  false  confederates. 

Bed.  'Tis  thought.  Lord  Talbot,  when  the  fight  began, 
Roused  on  the  sudden  from  their  drowsy  beds, 
They  did  amongst  the  troops  of  armed  men 
Leap  o'er  the  walls  for  refuge  in  the  field. 

Bur.  Myself,  as  far  as  I  could  well  discern 
For  smoke  and  dusty  vapours  of  the  night. 
Am  sure  I  scared  the  Dauphin  and  his  trull. 
When  arm  in  arm  they  lioth  came  swiftly  running, 
Like  to  a  pair  of  loving  turtle-doves  80 

That  could  not  live  asunder  day  or  nigbt. 
After  that  things  are  set  in  order  here, 
We'll  follow  them  with  all  the  power  we  have. 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

Mess.  All  hail,  my  lords  I    Which  of  this  princely  train 
Call  ye  the  warlike  Talbot,  for  his  acts 
So  much  applauded  through  the  realm  of  France? 

TaX.  Here  is  the  Talbot:  who  would  speak  with  him? 

Mess.  The  virtuous  lady.  Countess  of  Auvergne, 
With  modesty  admiring  thy  renown. 
By  me  entreats,  great  lord,  thou  wouldst  vouchsafe        40 
To  visit  her  poor  castle  where  she  lies. 
That  she  may  boast  she  hath  beheld  the  man 
Whose  glory  fills  the  world  with  loud  report. 

Bur.  Is  it  even  so?    Nay,  then,  I  see  our  wan 
Will  turn  unto  a  peaceful  comic  sport, 
Wheu  ladies  crave  to  be  encounterd  with. 
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You  may  not,  my  loi*d,  despise  her  gentle  suit. 

Tal.  ^e'er^rust  me  then ;  for  when  a  world  of  men 
Could  not  prevail  "with  all  their  oratory, 
Yet  hath  a  woman's  kindness  over-ruled:  50 

And  therefore  tell  her  I  return  great  thanks, 
And  in  submission  will  attend  on  her. 
AVill  not  your  honours  bear  me  company? 

Bed.  No,  truly;  it  is  more  than  manners  wiU; 
And  I  have  heard  it  said,  unbidden  guests 
Are  often  welcomest  when  ihey  are  gone. 

Tal.  Well  then,  alone,  since  there^  no  remedy, 
I  mean  to  prove  this  lady's  courtesy. 
Come  hither,   captain.     [Whuper9.'\     You  perceive  my 
mind? 

Capt,  I  do,  my  lord,  and  mean  accordingly. 

{Exeunt    60 

Scene  III.    Autergne,     Tlte  Countebb'b  casUe, 
Enter  the  Countebs  and  her  Porter. 

Count,  Porter,  remember  what  I  gave  in  charge; 
And  when  you  have  done  so,  bring  the  keys  to  me. 

P^rt.  Madam,  I  will.  [Exit. 

Count.  The  plot  is  laid:  if  all  things  fall  out  right, 
I  shall  as  famous  be  by  this  exploit 
As  S6ythian  Tomyris  oy  Cyrus'  death. 
Great  is  the  rumour  of  this  dreadful  knight, 
And  his  achievements  of  no  less  account: 
Fain  would  mine  eyes  be  witness  with  mine  ears. 
To  give  their  censure  of  these  rare  reports.  10 

Enter  Messenger  arid  Talbot; 

Mess.  Madam, 
According  as  your  ladyship  desired, 
By  message  craved,  so  is  Lard  Talbot  come. 

Count  And  he  is  w^elcome.     What  I  is  this  the  man? 

Mese.  Madam,  it  is. 

Count.  Is  this  the  scourge  of  France? 

Is  this  the  Talbot,  so  mnch  fcar'd  abroad 
That  with  his  name  the  mothers  still  their  babes? 
I  see  report  is  fabulous  and  false: 
I  tjiought  I  should  have  seen  some  Hercules, 
A  second  Hector,  for  his  ^im  aspect,  20 

And  lar^c  proportion  of  his  strong-knit  limbs. 
Alas,  this  is  a  child,  a  silly  dwail'! 
It  cannot  be  this  weak  and  whthled  shrimp 
Should  strike  suck  terror  to  his  enemies. 
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Tal.  iMadamil  have  been  bold  to  trouble  you; 
But  since  yourladyshtp  is  not  at  leisure, 
I'll  sort  some  other  time  to  visit  you. 

Count  What  means  he  now?    Go  ask  him'whither  he 
goes. 

Mess,  Stay,  my  Lord  Talbot;  for  my  lady  craves 
To  know  the  cause  of  your  abrupt  departure.  80 

TaL  Marrv,  for  that  she's  in  a  wrong  belief, 
I  go  to  certify  her  Talbot's  here. 

He-enter  Porter  teith  keys. 

Count  If  thou  be  he,  then  art  thou  prisoner. 

Tat  Prisoner!  to  whom? 

Count,  To  me,  blood-thirsty  lord; 

And  for  that  cause  I  train'd  thee  to  mv  house. 
Lou^  time  thv  shadow  hath  been  thrall  to  me. 
For  m  my  gallery  thy  picture  hangs: 
But  now  the  substance  shall  endure  the  like, 
And  I  will  chain  these  legs  and  arms  of  thine, 
That  hast  by  tyranny  these  many  years  40 

Wasted  our  country,  slain  our  citizens 
And  sent  our  sons  and  husbands  captivate. 

Tal.  Ha.  ha,  ha  I 

Count.  Laughest  thou,  wretch?  thy  mirth  shall  turn  to 
moan. 

TtU.  I  laugh  to  see  your  ladyship  so  fond 
To  think  that  you  have  aught  but  Talbot's  shadow 
Whereon  to  practise  your  severity. 

Count.  Why,  art  not  thou  the  man? 

2<U.  I  am  indeed. 

Count.  Then  have  I  substance  too. 

Tat  No,  no,  I  am  but  shadow  of  myself:  60 

You  are  deceived,  my  substance  is  not  here; 
For  what  you  see  is  but  the  smallest  part 
And  least  proportion  of  humanity : 
I  tell  you,  madam,  were  the  whole  frame  here. 
It  is  of  such  a  spacious  lofty  pitch. 
Your  roof  were  not  sufficient  to  contain  't. 

Count  This  is  a  riddling  merchant  for  the  nonce; 
He  will  be  here,  and  yet  he  is  not  here : 
How  can  these  contrarieties  agree? 

Tal.  That  will  I  show  you  presently.  60 

[  Winds  his  horn.    Drums  strike  up:  a  peal  of  ord- 
nance.   Enter  Scidiers. 
How  say  you,  madam?  are  you  now  persuaded 
That  Talbot  is  but  shadow  of  himself? 
These  are  his  substance,  sinews,  arms  and  strength, 
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"With  which  he  joketh  your  rebellious  necks, 
Razeth  your  cities  and  subverts  your  towns 
And  in  a  moment  makes  them  desolate. 

Count.  Victorious  Talbot!  pardon  my  abuse: 
I  find  thou  art  no  less  than  fame  hath  bruited 
And  more  than  may  be  gather'd  by  thy  shape. 
Let  my  presumption  not  provoke  thy  wrath;  70 

For  I  am  sorry  that  with  reverence 
I  did  not  entertain  thee  as  thou  art. 

Tal.  Be  not  dismayed,  fair  lady ;  nor  misconstrue 
The  mind  of  Talbot,  as  you  did  mistake 
The  outward  composition  of  his  body. 
What  you  have  done  hath  not  offended  me; 
Nor  other  satisfaction  do  I  crave. 
But  only,  with  jjour  patience,  that  we  may 
Taste  of  your  wine  and  see  what  cates  you  have ; 
For  soldiers*  stomachs  always  serve  them  well.  80 

Count.  With  all  my  heart,  and  think  me  honoured 
To  feast  so  great  a  warrior  in  my  house.  [Exeunt. 

Scene  IV.  London.     The  Temple-garden. 

Enter  t/i«  Earls  of  Somerset,  Suffolk,  anrf  Warwick; 
Richard  Plaktaoei^et,  Vernon,  and  another  Lawyer. 

Fian.    Qreat  lords   and  gentlemen,   what    means  this 
silence? 
Dare  no  man  answer  in  a  case  of  truth  ? 

8uf.  Within  the  Temple-hall  we  w^ere  too  loud ; 
The  garden  here  is  more  convenient. 

Plan.  Then  say  at  once  if  I  maintained  the  truth; 
Or  else  was  wrangling  Somerset  iu  the  error? 

8uf.  Faith,  I  have  been  a  truant  in  the  law, 
And  never  j^et  could  frame  my  will  to  it; 
And  therefore  frame  the  law  unto  my  will.  9 

Soni.  Judge  you,  my  lord  of  Warwick,  then,  between  us. 

War.  Between  two  hawks,  which  flies  the  higher  pilch; 
Between  two  dogs,  which  hath  the  decider  moutli ; 
Between  two  blades,  which  bears  the  better  temper; 
Between  two  horses,  which  doth  bear  him  best; 
Between  two  girls,  which  hath  the  merriest  eye; 
I  have  perhaps  some  shallow  spirit  of  judgement; 
But  in  these  nice  sharp  quillets  of  the  law. 
Good  faith,  I  am  no  wiser  than  a  daw. 

Plan,  Tut,  tut,  here  is  a  mannerly  forbearance: 
The  truth  appears  so  naked  on  my  side  20 

That  any  purblind  eye  may  find  it  out. 
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Som.  And  on  ray  side  it  is  so  well  apparell'd. 
So  clear,  so  shining  and  so  evident 
Tliat  it  will  glimmer  through  a  blind  man's  eye. 

Plan.  Since  vour  are  tongue-tied  and  so  loath  to  speak, 
In  dumb  signincants  proclaim  your  thoughts: 
Let  him  that  is  a  true-born  gentleman 
And  stands  upou  the  honour  of  his  birth. 
If  he  suppose  that  I  have  pleaded  truth, 
From  off  this  brier  pluck  a  white  rose  with  me.  80 

Som.  Let  him  that  is  no  coward  nor  no  flatterer. 
But  dare  maintain  the  party  of  the  truth, 
Pluck  a  red  rose  from  off  this  thorn  with  mc 

War   I  love  no  colours,  and  without  all  colour 
Of  base  insinuating  flattery 
I  pluck  this  white  rose  with  Plantagenct. 

8uf.  1  pluck  this  red  rose  with  young  Somerset 
And  say  withal  I  think  he  held  the  right. 

Ver.  Stay,  lords  and  gentlemen,  and  pluck  no  more, 
Till  you  conclude  that  he  upon  whose  side  40 

The  fewest  roses  are  cropp'd  from  the  tree 
Shall  yield  the  other  in  the  right  opinion. 

8om.  Good  Master  Vernon,  it  is  well  objected : 
If  I  have  fewest,  I  subscribe  in  silence. 

Plan    And  I 

Ver.  Then  for  the  truth  an<l  plainness  of  the  case. 
I  pluck  this  pale  and  maiden  blossom  here, 
Giving  ray  verdict  on  the  white  rose  side. 

8om.  Prick  not  your  finger  as  you  pluck  it  off, 
Lest  bleeding  you  do  paint  the  white  rose  red  50 

And  fall  on  my  side  so,  against  your  will. 

Ver.  If  I,  my  lord,  for  my  opinion  bleed. 
Opinion  shall  be  surgeon  to  my  hurt 
And  keep  me  on  the  side  where  still  I  am. 

Som,  Well,  well,  come  on:  who  else? 

Law  Unless  my  study  and  my  books  be  false. 
The  argument  you  held  was  wrong  in  you;  [To  Somerset. 
In  sign  whereof  I  pluck  a  white  rose  too. 

Plan,  Now,  Somerset,  where  is  your  argument? 
.    Som.  Here  in  ray  scabbard,  meditating  that  60 

Shall  dye  your  white  rose  in  a  bloody  red. 

Plan,  ^leantime  your  cheeks  do  counterfeit  our  roses; 
For  pale  they  look  with  fear,  as  witnessing 
The  truth  on  our  side. 

Som.  No,  Plantagenet, 

*Tis  not  for  fear  but  anger  that  thy  cheeks 
Blush  for  pure  shame  to  counterfeit  our  roses. 
And  yet  thy  tongue  will  not  confess  thy  error. 
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I^an.  Hath  not  thy  rose  -jl  cauker,  Somerset? 

Som.  Hath  not  thy  rose  a  thorn,  Plantagenet? 

Flan.  Ay,  sharp  and  piercing,  to  maintain  his  truth;   70 
Whiles  thy  consuming  canker  eats  his  falsehood. 

Som,  Well,  I'll  find  friends  to  wear  my  bleeding  roses. 
That  shall  maintain  what  I  have  said  is  true, 
Where  false  Plantagenet  dare  not  be  seen. 

Plan,  Now,  by  this  maiden  blossom  in  my  hand, 
I  scorn  thee  and  thy  fashion,  peevish  boy. 

Sitf,  Turn  not  thy  scorns  this  way,  Plantagenet. 

Plan.  Proud  Pole,  I  will,  and  scorn  both  him  and  thee. 

Suf,  I'll  turn  my  part  thereof  into  thv  throat. 

Scm,  Away,  away,  good  William  de  la  Pole!  80 

We  grace  the  yeoman  by  conversing  with  him. 

}^a7\  Now,  by  Gknl's  will,  thou  wrongest  him,  Somer- 

Sell , 

His  grandfather  was  Lionel  Duke  of  Clarence, 
Third  son  to  tlie  third  Edward  King  of  England: 
Spring  crcstless  yeomen  from  so  deep  a  root? 

Plan.  He  bears  him  on  the  place's  privilege. 
Or  durst  not,  for  his  craven  heart,  say  thus. 

Som,  By  him  that  made  me,  I'll  maintain  my  words 
On  any  plot  of  ground  in  Christendom. 
Was  not  thy  father,  Richard  Earl  of  Cambridge,  90 

For  treason  executed  in  our  late  king's  days? 
And,  by  his  treason,  stand'st  not  tbou  attainted. 
Corrupted,  and  exempt  from  ancient  gentrj'? 
His  trespass  yet  lives  guilty  in  thy  blood; 
And,  till  thou  be  restored,  thou  art  a  yeoman. 

Plan.  My  father  was  attached,  not  attainted, 
Condemn'a  to  die  for  treason,  but  no  traitor; 
And  that  I'll  prove  on  better  men  than  Somerset, 
Were  growing  time  once  ripen'd  to  my  will. 
For  your  partaker  Pole  ana  you  yourself,  100 

I'll  note  you  in  my  book  of  memory, 
To  scourge  you  for  this  apprehension : 
Look  to  it  well  and  say  vou  are  well  warn'd. 

Som.  Ah,  thou  shalt  nnd  us  read v  for  thee  still ; 
And  know  us  by  these  colours  for  thy  foes, 
For  these  my  friends  in  6pite  of  thee  shall  wear. 

Plan.  And,  by  my  soul,  this  pale  and  angry  rose. 
As  co"[nizan(e  of  my  blood-drinking  hate, 
Will  I  for  ever  and  my  faction  wear, 
Ui>til  it  wither  with  me  to  my  grave  110 

Or  nourish  to  the  height  of  my  degree. 

Suf.  Go  forward  and  be  choked  with  thy  ambition! 
And  so  farewell  until  I  meet  thee  next.  [Exit, 
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8om.  Hayc  with  thee,  Pole.    Fftrewell,  ambitions  Rich- 
ard. [EjfU, 

Plan.  How  I  am  braved  and  must  perforce  endure  it! 

War.  This  blot  tliat  they  object  against  your  house 
Shall  be  wiped  out  in  the  next  parhauicnt 
Caird  for  the  truce  of  Winchester  and  Qloucester; 
And  if  thou  be  not  then  created  York, 
I  will  not  live  to  be  accounted  Warwick.  120 

Meantime,  in  signal  of  my  love  to  thee, 
Against  proud  »3merset  and  William  Pole, 
Will  I  upon  thy  party  wear  this  rose: 
And  here  I  prophesy :  this  brawl  today, 
Qrown  to  this  faction  in  the  Temple-garden. 
Shall  send  between  the  red  rose  and  tlie  white 
A  thousand  souls  to  death  and  deadly  night. 

Plan,  Good  Master  Vernon,  I  am  bound  to  you. 
That  you  on  my  behalf  would  pluck  a  flower. 

Ver,  In  your  behalf  still  will  I  wear  the  same.  180 

Law.  And  so  will  I. 

Plan.  Thanks,  gentle  sir. 
Come,  let  us  four  to  dmner :  I  dare  say 
This  quarrel  will  drink  blood  another  day.  [Eixunk 

Scene  V.  Tlie  T<noer  of  London, 
Enter  Mortimer,  brought  tn  a  ehair,  atkd  Gaders. 

Mor.  Kind  keepers  of  my  weak  decaying  age,  . 
Let  dying  Mortimer  here  rest  himself. 
£ven  like  a  man  new  haled  from  the  rack. 
So  fare  my  limbs  with  long  imprisonment; 
And  these  grey  locks,  the  pursuivants  of  death, 
Nestor-like  aged  in  an  age  of  care. 
Argue  the  end  of  Edmund  Mortimer. 
These  eyes,  like  lamps  whose  wasting  oil  is  spent. 
Wax  dim.  as  drawing  to  then  exigent; 
Weak  shoulders,  overborne  with  burthening  grief,  10 

And  pithless  arms,  like  to  a  wither'd  vine 
That  droops  his  sapless  branches  to  the  ground: 
Yet  are  these  feet,  whose  strengthless  stay  is  numb. 
Unable  to  support  this  lump  of  clay, 
Swift  winged  with  desire  to  get  a  grave, 
As  witting  I  no  other  comfort  have. 
But  tell  me,  keeper,  will  my  nephew  come? 

First  Gaol.  Richard  Plantagenet,  my  lord,  will  come: 
We  sent  unto  the  Temple,  unto  his  chamber; 
And  answer  was  retum'd  that  he  will  come.  20 
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Mor,  Enough:  my  soul  shall  then  be  satisfied. 
Poor  gentleman!  his  wrong  doth  equal  mine. 
Since  Henry  Monmouih  first  be^an  to  reign, 
Before  whose  glory  I  was  great  m  arms, 
This  loathsome  sequestration  have  I  had; 
And  even  since  then  hath  Kiciiard  been  obscured, 
Deprived  of  honour  and  inheritance.  * 
But  now  the  arbitnitor  of  dcspaii*s, 
Just  death,  kind  umpire  of  men's  miseries, 
With  sweet  enlargement  doth  dismiss  me  hence:  80 

I  would  his  troubles  likewise  were  expired. 
That  so  he  might  recover  what  was  lost. 

Enter  Richard  Plant aoenet. 

First  Oaol.  My  lord,  your  loving  nephew  now  is  come. 

Mor,  Richard  Plantagenet,  my  friend,  is  he  come? 

Plan,  Ay,  noble  uncle,  thus  ignobly  used. 
Your  nephew,  late  despised  Richard,  comes. 

Mor,  Direct  mine  arms  I  may  embrace  his  neck. 
And  in  his  bosom  spend  my  latter  gasp: 
O.  teil  me  when  my  lips  do  touch  his  cheeks. 
That  I  may  kindly  give  one  fainting  kiss.  40 

And  now  declare,  sweet  stem  from  Yorii's  great  stock, 
•Why  didst  thou  say,  of  late  thou  wert  despised? 

Plan.  First,  lean  thine  aged  back  against  mine  arm; 
And,  in  that  ease,  Fli  tell  thee  my  disease. 
This  day,  in  argument  upon  a  case. 
Some  words  there  grew  'twixt  Somerset  and  me; 
Among  which  terms  he  used  his  lavish  tongue 
And  did  upbraid  me  with  my  father's  death: 
Which  obloquy  set  bars  before  my  tongue, 
Else  with  the  like  I  had  requited  him.  60 

Therefore,  good  uncle,  for  ray  father's  sake, 
In  honour  of  a  true  Plantagenet 
And  for  alliance  sjike,  declare  the  cause 
My  father,  Earl  of  Cambridge,  lost  his  head. 

Mor.  That  cause,  fair  nepliew,  that  imprison'd  me 
And  hath  detained  me  all  my  flowering  youth  \ 

Within  a  loathsome  dungeon,  there  to  pine. 
Was  cursed  instrument  of  his  decease. 

Plan,  Discover  more  at  large  what  cause  that  was, 
For  I  am  ignorant  and  cannot  guess.  60 

Mor.  1  will,  if  that  my  fading  breath  permit 
And  death  approach  not  ere  my  tale  be  done. 
Henry  the  Fourth,  grandfather  to  this  king, 
Deposed  his  nephew  Richard,  Edward's  son, 
The  first- begotten  and  the  lawful  heir 
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Of  Edward  king,  the  third  of  that  descent: 

During  whose  reign  the  Percies  of  the  north. 

Finding  his  usurpation  most  unjust. 

Endeavoured  my  advancement  to  the  throne: 

The  reason  moved  these  warlike  lords  to  this  70 

Was,  for  that — young  King  Richard  thus  removed, 

Leaving  no  heir  begotten  of  his  body — 

I  was  the  next  by  birth  and  parentage; 

For  by  my  mother  I  derived  am 

From  Lionel  Duke  of  Clarence,  the  third  son 

To  King  Edward  the  Third;  whereas  he 

From  John  of  Gaunt  doth  bring  his  pedigree. 

Being  but  fourth  of  that  heroic  line. 

But  mark:  as  in  this  haughty  great  attempt 

They  laboured  to  plant  the  rightful  heir,  80 

I  lost  my  liberty  and  they  their  lives. 

Long  after  this,  when  Henry  the  Fifth, 

Succeeding  his  father  Bolingbroke,  did  reign. 

Thy  father.  Earl  of  Cambridge,  then  derived 

From  famous  Edmund  Langlcy,  Duke  of  York, 

Marrying  my  sister  that  thy  mother  was, 

Again  in  pity  of  my  hard  aistress 

Levied  an  army,  weening  to  redeem 

And  have  install'd  me  in  the  diadem: 

But,  as  the  rest,  so  fell  that  noble  earl  90 

And  was  beheaded.    Thus  the  Mortimers, 

In  whom  the  title  rested,  were  suppressed. 

Flan,  Of  which,  my  lord,  your  honour  is  the  last. 

Mar.  True;  and  thou  seest  that  I  no  issue  have 
And  that  my  fainting  words  do  warrant  death : 
Thou  art  my  heir;  the  rest  I  wish  thee  gather: 
But  yet  be  wary  in  thy  studious  care. 

Ptan.  Thy  iji-ave  admonishments  prevail  with  me: 
But  yet,  mcthinks,  my  father's  execution 
Was  nothing  less  than  bloody  tyranny.  100 

Mor,  With  silence,  nephew,  be  thou  politic: 
^Strong-fixed  is  the  house  of  Lancaster 
And  like  a  mountain,  not  to  be  removed. 
But  now  thy  uncle  is  removing  hence ; 
As  princes  do  their  courts,  when  they  are  cloy'd 
With  lon^  continuance  in  a  settled  place. 

PUin.  O,  uncle,  would  some  part  of  my  young  years 
Miffht  but  redeem  the  passage  of  your  age! 

Mor.  Thou  dost  then  wrong  me,  as  that  slaughterer  doth 
Which  giveth  many  wounds  when  one  will  kill.  110 

Mourn  not,  except  thou  soitow  for  my  good; 
Only  give  order  for  my  funeral: 


884  KING  HENRY  VI.  [act  m. 

And  8o  farwell,  and  fair  be  all  thy  hopes 

And  prosperous  be  ihy  life  in  peace  and  warl  •  [Dies, 

Plan.  And  peace,  no  war,  befall  thy  parting  soul! 
In  prison  hast  thoU  spent  a  pilgrimage 
And  like  a  hermit  overpass'd  thy  days. 
Well,  I  will  lock  his  counsel  in  my  breast; 
And  what  I  do  imagine  let  that  rest. 
Keepers,  convey  him  hence,  and  I  myself  120 

Will  see  his  burial  better  than  his  life. 

[Exeunt  Gaolers,  bearing  out  the  body  of  M&rtimer. 
Here  dies  tiie  dusky  torch  of  Mortimer, 
Choked  with  ambition  of  the  meaner  sort: 
And  for  those  wrongs,  tliose  bitter  injuries, 
Which  Somerset  hath  offered  to  my  house, 
I  doubt  not  but  with  honour  to  redress; 
And  therefore  haste  I  to  the  parliament. 
Either  to  l)e  restored  to  my  blood. 
Or  make  my  ill  the  advantage  of  my  good.  [BobH, 

ACT  III. 

8cEKE  L    London.    The  ParUament-hotue, 

tlourieh.  Enter  Kino,  Exeter,  GiiOUCESTER.  Warwick, 
Somerset,  and  Suffolk;  Vie  Bunop  op  Winchester, 
Richard  Plantaoenet,  and  othere.  Gloucester  offers 
to  put  up  a  bill;  Winchester  snatches  it,  and  tears  it. 

Win.  Comest  thou  with  deep  premeditated  lines, 
With  written  pamphlets  studiously  devised, 
Humphrey  of  Gouccster?    If  thou  canst  accuse, 
Or  aught  mtend'st  to  lay  unto  my  charge. 
Do  it  without  invention,  sudden! v; 
As  I  with  sudden  and  extemporal  speech 
Purpose  to  answer  what  thou  canst  oblect. 

Olou.  Presumptuous  priest!  this  place  commands  my 
patience, 
Or  thou  shouldst  find  thou  hast  dishonoured  roe. 
Think  not,  although  in  writing  I  prefcrr'd  10 

The  manner  of  thy  vile  outrageous  crimes. 
That  thei-ufore  I  have  forged,  or  am  not  able 
Verbatim  to  rehearse  the  niethod  of  my  pen : 
No,  prelate;  such  is  thy  audacious  wickedness. 
Thy  lewd,  pestiferous  and  dissentious  pranks, 
As  very  infants  prattle  of  th}'  pride. 
Thou  art  a  most  pernicious  usurer, 
Froward  by  nature,  enemy  to  peace ; 
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Lascivious,  wanton,  more  than  well  beseems 

A  man  of  thy  profession  and  degree ;  20 

And  for  thy  treachery,  what's  more  manifest? 

In  tliat  thou  laid'st  a  trap  to  lake  my  life, 

As  well  at  Londtm  bridge  as  at  the  Tower. 

Beside,  I  fear  me,  if  tliy  thoughts  were  sifted, 

Tlie  king,  thy  sovereign,  is  not  quite  exempt 

From  envious  malice  of  thy  swelling  heart. 

Will.  Gloucester,  I  do  defy  thee.     Lords,  vouchsafe 
To  give  me  hearing  what  1  shall  reply. 
If  I  were  covetous,  ambitious  or  perverse. 
As  he  will  have  me,  how  am  I  so  poor?  80 

Or  how  haps  it  I  seek  not  to  advance 
Or  raise  myself,  but  keep  my  wonted  calling? 
And  for  dissension,  who  preferreth  peace 
More  than  I  do? — except  I  be  provoked. 
No,  my  good  lords,  it  is  not  that  offends; 
It  is  not  that  that  hath  incensed  the  duke: 
It  is,  because  no  one  should  sway  but  he; 
No  one  but  he  should  be  about  the  king; 
And  that  engenders  thunder  in  his  breast 
And  makes  him  roar  these  accusations  forth.  40 

But  he  shall  know  I  am  as  good — 

Glou.  As  good! 

Thou  bastard  of  my  grandfather! 

Win.  Ay,  lordly  sir;  for  what  are  3'ou,  I  pray. 
But  one  imperious  in  another's  throne? 

Glou,  Am  I  not  protector,  saucy  priest? 

Win,  And  am  not  I  a  prelate  of  the  church? 

Qlou.  Yes,  as  an  outlaw  in  a  castle  keeps 
And  useth  it  to  patronage  his  theft. 

Win.  Unrevcrent  Qloster! 

Qlou,  Thou  art  reverent 

Touching  thy  spiritual  function,  not  thy  life.  50 

Win,  Komc  shall  remedy  this. 

War,  Hoam  thither,  then. 

8om.  My  lord,  it  were  your  duty  to  forbear. 

War,  Ay,  see  the  bishop  be  not  overborne. 

8om.  Methinks  my  lord  should  be  religious 
And  know  the  office  that  belongs  to  such. 

War,  Methinks  his  lordship  should  be  humbler; 
It  fltteth  not  a  prelate  so  to  plead. 

8om,  Yes,  when  his  holy  state  is  touch'd  so  near. 

War.  State  holy  or  unhallowed,  what  of  that? 
Is  not  his  grace  protector  to  the  king?  60 

Plan,  [Afide]  rlantagenet,  I  see,  must  hold  his  tongue, 
Lest  it  be  said  *'  Speak,  sinali,  when  you  should; 

8HAK.    II.— 18 
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Must  your  bold  verdict  enter  talk  -with  lords?" 
Else  would  I  have  a  fling  at  "Winchester. 

King.  Uncles  of  Gloucester  and  of  Winchester, 
The  special  watchmen  of  our  English  weal, 
I  would  prevail,  if  prayers  might  prevail. 
To  join  your  hearts  in  love  and  amity. 
O,  what  a  scandal  is  it  to  our  crown, 
Tiiat  two  such  noble  peers  as  ye  should  jar  I  70 

Believe  me,  lords,  my  tender  years  can  tell 
Civil  dissension  is  a  viperous  worm 
That  gnaws  the  bowels  of  the  commonwealth. 

[A  noise  within^  **Down  with  the  tawny -coats!" 
'What  tumult's  this? 

War,  An  uproar,  I  dare  warrant. 

Begun  through  malice  of  the  bishop's  men. 

[A  noise  again,  **  Stones  I  stones  I" 

Enter  Mayor. 

ifay.  O,  my  good  lords,  and  virtuous  Heniy, 
Pity  the  city  of  London,  pitv  us  I 
The  bishop  and  the  Duke  of  Gloucester's  men. 
Forbidden  late  to  carry  any  weapon, 
Bave  fiird  their  pockets  full  of  pebble  stones  80 

And  banding  themselves  in  contrary  parts 
Do  pelt  BO  fast  at  one  another's  pate 
That  many  have  their  gidd}'  brains  knock'd  out: 
Our  windows  are  broke  down  in  every  street 
Aud  we  for  fear  compell'd  to  shut  our  shops. 

Enter  Serving-men,  in  ttkirmish,  ucith  bloody  pa(€t. 

King,  "We  charge  yon,  on  allegiance  to  ourself, 
To  hold  your  slaughtering  hands  and  keep  the  peace. 
Pray,  uncle  Gloucester,  mitigate  this  strife. 

Mi'st  Serv.  Nay,  if  we  be  forbidden  stones,  well  fall  to 
it  with  our  teeth.  90 

See.  Serv,  Do  what  ye  dare,  we  are  as  resolute. 
g  [Sldrmiih  again, 

Glou.  You  of  my  household,  leave  this  peevish  broil 
And  set  this  unaccustomed  flght  aside. 

Tliird  Serv.  My  lord,  we  know  your  ^ce  to  be  a  man 
Just  and  upright;  and,  for  your  royal  birth, 
Inferior  to  none  but  to  his  majesty: 
And  ere  that  we  will  suffer  such  a  prince. 
So  kind  a  father  of  the  commonweal. 
To  be  disgraced  by  an  inkhorn  mate, 
"We  and  our  wives  and  children  all  will  ^ht  100 

And  have  our  bodies  slaughter'd  by  thy  foes. 


taCKNK  1  ]  KING  HENRY  VI.  887 

First  Sem.  Ay,  and  the  very  parings  of  our  nails 
8IialI  pitch  a  field  when  we  are  dead.  [Begin  again. 

Olou.  Stay,  stay,  1  say! 

And  if  you  love  me,  as  you  say  you  do, 
Let  nie  persuade  you  to  forbear  awhile, 

King.  O,  how  this  discord  doth  afflict  my  soul! 
Can  you,  my  Lord  of  Winchester,  behold 
My  sighs  and  tears  and  will  not  once  relent? 
Who  should  be  pitiful,  if  you  be  not? 
Or  who  should  study  to  prefer  a  peace,      -  110 

If  holy  churchmen  take  delight  in  broils? 

War.  Yield,  my  lord  protector;  yield,  Winchester; 
Except  you  mean  with  obstinate  repulse 
To  slay  your  sovereipi  and  destroy  the  realm. 
You  sec  what  mischief  and  what  murder  too 
Hath  been  enacted  through  your  enmity; 
Then  be  at  peace,  except  ye  thirst  for  blood. 

Win.  He  shall  submit,  or  I  will  never  yield. 

Olou.  Compassion  on  the  king  commands  me  stoop; 
Or  I  would  see  his  heart  out,  ere  the  priest  120 

Should  ever  get  that  privilege  of  me. 

War.  Behold,  my  Lord  of  Winchester,  the  duke 
Hath  banish'd  moody  discontented  fury. 
As  by  his  smoothed  brows  it  doth  appear: 
Why  look  you  still  so  «tern  and  tragical? 

Ulou.  Here.  Winchester,  I  offer  thee  my  hand. 

King.  Fie,  uncle  Beaufort!  I  have  heard  you  preach 
That  malice  was  a  great  and  grievous  sin ; 
And  will  not  vou  maintain  the  thing  you  teach. 
But  prove  a  chief  offender  in  the  same?  180 

War.  Sweet  king!  the  bishop  hath  a  kindly  gird. 
For  shame,  my  Lord  of  Winchester,  relent! 
What,  shall  a  child  instruct  you  what  to  do? 

Win.  Well,  Duke  of  Gloucester,  I  will  yield  to  thee; 
Love  for  thy  love  and  hand  for  hand  I  give. 

Olou.  [Aside]  Ay,  but,  I  fear  me,  with  a  hollow  heart — 
See  here,  my  friencls  and  loving  countrymen, 
This  token  serveth  for  a  flag  of  truce 
Betwixt  ourselves  and  all  our  followers: 
So  help  me  God,  as  I  dissemble  not)  140 

Win.  [Aifidc]  So  help  me  (rod,  as  I  intend  it  not! 

King.  O  lovmg  uncle,  kind  Duke  of  Gloucester, 
How  Joyful  am  I  made  by  this  contract  I 
Away,  mv  masters!  trouble  us  no  more; 
But  join  m  friendship,  as  your  lords  have  done. 

First  Sera.  Content :  I'll  to  the  surgeon's. 

Bee.  Sero.  And  so  will  I. 
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Third  Serv,    And  I  will  see  what  physic  the  tavern 
affords.  [ExeurU  Serving-men,  Mayor ,  dc. 

War.  Accept  this  scroll,  most  CTacious  soTcretgn, 
Which  in  the  right  of  Richard  Pluntagenet  150 

We  do  exhibit  to  your  majesty. 

Qlou.   Well  urged,  my  Lord  of  Warwick:  for,  sweet 
prince, 
'An  if  your  grace  mark  everj'  circumstance, 
You  have  great  reason  to  do  Richard  right: 
Especially  for  those  occasions 
At  Eltham  Place  I  told  your  majesty. 

King.  And  those  occasions,  uncle,  were  of  force: 
Thercifore,  my  loving  lords,  our  pleasure  is 
That  Richard  be  restored  to  his  blood. 

War,  Let  Richard  be  restored  to  bis  blood;  160 

So  shall  his  father's  wrongs  be  recompensed. 

Win.  As  will  the  rest,  so  willeth  Winchester. 

King.  If  ^Richard  will  be  true,  not  that  alone 
But  all  the  whole  inheritance  I  give 
That  doth  belong  unto  the  house  of  Y^'ork, 
From  whence  you  spring  by  lineal  descent. 

Plan.  Thy  humble  servant  vows  obedience 
And  humble  service  till  the  point  of  death. 

King.  Stoop  tlien  and  set  your  knee  against  my  foot; 
And,  in  reguerdon  of  that  duty  done,  170 

I  gird  thee  with  the  valiant  sword  of  York: 
Rise,  Richard,  like  a  true  Plantagcnct, 
And  rise  created  princely  Duke  of  York. 

Plan.  And  so  thrive  Richard  as  thy  foes  may  falll 
And  as  my  duty  springs,  so  perish  they 
That  grudge  one  thought  against  your  majesty! 

AU.  Welcome,  high  prince,  the  mighty  Duke  of  York! 

8om.  [Aside]  Perish,  base  prince,  ignoble  Duke  of  York  I 

Qlou.  Now  will  it  best  avail  your  majesty 
To  cross  the  seas  and  to  be  crown'd  in  France:  180 

The  presence  of  a  king  engenders  love 
Anion^t  his  subjects  nnd  his  loyal  friends. 
As  it  disanimatcs  his  enemies. 

King.  When  Gloucester  says  the  word,  King  Henry  goes; 
For  friendly  counsel  cuts  off  many  foes. 

Qlou.  Your  ships  already  arc  iu  readiness. 

[IScnnet.     flourish.    Exeunt  aU  hut  Ejcetcr. 

Exe.  Ay,  we  may  march  in  England  or  in  France^ 
Not  seeing  what  is  likely  to  ensue. 
This  late  dissension  grown  betwixt  the  peers 
Burns  under  feigned  ashes  of  forged  love  190 

And  will  at  last  break  out  into  a  name : 
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As  festered  members  rot  but  by  degree, 

Till  bones  and  flesh  and  sinews  fall  away, 

So  will  this  base  nud  envious  discord  breed. 

And  now  I  fear  that  fatal  prophecy 

Which  in  the  time  of  Henry  named  the  Fifth 

"Was  in  the  mouth  of  every  sucking  babe; 

That  Henry  born  at  Mt)nmouth  should  win  all 

And  Henry  born  at  Windsor  lose  all: 

Which  is  so  plain  that  Exeter  doth  wish  200 

His  days  may  fluiah  ere  that  hapless  time.  [MtU. 


ScBMS  II.    France,    BrforeBouen. 

Enter  La  Pucells  disguised,  witJifaur  Soldiers  ^eith  sacks 

upon  iheir  backs. 

Pue.  These  are  the  city  gates,  the  gates  of  Rouen, 
Through  which  our  policy  must  make  a  breach : 
Take  heed,  be  wary  how  you  place  your  words; 
Talk  like  the  vulgar  sort  of  market  men 
That  come  to  gather  money  for  their  corn. 
If  we  have  entrance,  as  I  hope  we  shall. 
And  that  wc  And  the  slothful  watch  but  trcak, 
I'll  by  a  sign  give  notice  to  our  friends, 
That  Charles  the  Dauphin  may  encounter  them. 

First  Sol.  Our  sacks  shall  be  a  mean  to  sack  the  city,    10 
And  we  be  lords  and  rulers  over  Rouen ; 
Therefore  we'll  knock.  [Knocks, 

Watch    [  Within]  Qui  est  1&? 

Pue.  Paysans,  pauvres  gens  de  Prance; 
Poor  market  folks  that  come  to  sell  their  com. 

Watch.  Enter,  go  in ;  the  market  bell  is  rung. 

Pue.  Now,  Rouen,  Til  shake  thy  bulwarks  to  the  ground. 

{ExeujiL 

Enter  Charles,  Oie  Bastabd  of  OrieaM,  Alek^on,  Reiq- 

NiBU,  and  forces. 

Char.  St.  Denis  bless  this  happy  Stratagem  1 
And  once  again  we'll  sleep  secure  in  Rouen. 

Bast.  Here  entered  Pucelle  and  her  practisants;  20 

Now  she  is  there,  how  will  she  specifv 
Where  is  the  best  and  safest  passage  in? 

litign.  By  thrusting  out  a  torch  from  yonder  tower; 
Which,  once  discem'd,  shows  that  hef  meanine  is, 
No  way  to  that,  for  weakness,  which  she  enter d. 

Enter  La  Pucslls  on  the  top,  thrusting  out  a  toreh  burning. 


890  KING  HENRY  VI.  [act  in. 

Pue.  Behold,  this  is  the  happy  wedding  torch 
That  joineth  Koucn  unto  her  countrymen, 
But  burning  fntal  to  the  Talbotitcs!  [Exit 

Bast  See,  noble  Charles,  the  bencon  of  our  friend; 
The  burning  torch  in  yonder  turret  stands.  80 

Char.  Now  shine  it  like  a  comet  of  revenge, 
A  prophet  to  the  fall  of  all  our  foes! 

Reign.  Defer  no  time,  delays  have  dangerous  ends; 
Enter,  and  cry  '*  The  Dauphin!"  presently, 
And  then  do  execution  on  the  watch.     {Alarum.    Exeunt 

An  alarum.    Enter  Talbot  in  an  excursion. 

Tal.  France,  thou  shalt  rue  this  treason  witli  thy  tears. 
If  Talbot  but  survive  thy  treachery. 
Pucelle,  that  witch,  that  damned  sorceress, 
Hath  wrought  this  hellish  mischief  unawares, 
That  hardly  we  escaped  the  pride  of  France.       [Etit    40 

An  alarum:  exeurnons.  Bedford,  brought  in  sick  in  a 
chair.  Enter  Talbot  and  Burgundy  without:  within  La 
PccBLLB,  Charles,  Bastard,  Alen<^n,  and  Reionier, 
on  the  walls. 

Pue.  Good  morrow,  gallants!  want  ye  corn  for  bread? 
I  think  the  Duke  of  Burgundy  will  fast 
Before  he'll  buy  again  at<«uch  a  rate: 
Twas  full  of  darnel;  do  you  like  the  taste? 

Bur.  Scoff  on,  vile  licnd  and  shameless  courtezan  I 
I  trust  ere  long  to  choke  thee  with  thine  own 
And  make  thee  curse  the  harvest  of  that  corn. 

Cfiar.  Your  grace  may  starve  perhaps  before  that  time. 

Bed.  O,  let  no  words,  but  deeds,  revenge  this  treason ! 

Pue.  What  will  you  do,  gocJd  grey -beard?  break  a  lance, 
And  run  a  tilt  at  deatli  within  a  chair?  61 

Tal.  Foul  llend  of  France,  and  hag  of  all  despite. 
Encompassed  with  thy  lustful  paramours  I 
Becomes  it  thee  to  taunt  his  valiant  age 
And  twit  with  cowardice  a  man  half  dead? 
Damsel,  I'll  have  a  bout  with  you  again. 
Or  else  let  Talbot  perish  with  this  shame. 

Pue.  Are  ye  so  hot,  sir?  yet,  Pucelle,  hold  thy  peace; 
If  Talbot  do  but  thunder,  rain  will  follow. 

[The  English  icJiispcr  together  in  council. 
God  speed  the  parliament!  who  shall  be  the  speaker?      60 

Tal.  Dare  ye  come  forth  and  meet  us  in  the  field? 

Pue.  Belike  your  lordship  takes  us  then  for  fools. 
To  trv  if  that  our  own  be  ours  or  no. 
^  Tm.  1  speak  not  to  that  railing  Hecate, 
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But  unto  thee,  Alcn9on,  and  the  rest; 

Will  ye,  like  soldiers,  come  and  fight  it  outT 

Alen.  Sign  lor,  no. 

Tal.  Signior,  hang!  hase  muleters  of  France! 
Like  peasant  foot-boys  do  they  keep  the  walls 
And  dare  not  take  up  arms  like  gentlemen.  70 

Pu4i.  Away,  captains!  let's  get  us  from  the  walls; 
For  Talbot  means  no  goodness  by  his  loc'ks. 
God  be  wi'  you,  my  lord!  we  came  but  to  tell  you 
That  we  are  here.  [Exeunt  from  the  walU. 

Tal.  And  there  will  we  be  too,  ere  it  be  long, 
Or  else  reproach  be  Talbot*s  greatest  fame! 
Vow,  Burgundy,  by  honour  of  thy  house, 
Prick'd  on  by  pubhc  wrongs  sustain'd  in  France, 
Either  to  get  the  town  again  or  die: 

And  I,  as  sure  as  English  Henry  lives  80 

And  as  his  father  here  was  conqueror. 
As  sure  as  in  this  late-betrayed  town 
Great  CG3ur-de-liou's  heart  was  buried, 
So  sure  I  swear  to  get  the  town  or  die. 

Bur.  My  vows  are  equal  partners  with  thy  vows. 

Tal.  But,  ere  we  go,  regard  this  dying  prmcc. 
The  valiant  Duke  of  Bedford.     Come,  my  lord. 
We  will  bestow  you  in  some  better  place, 
Fitter  for  sickness  and  for  crazy  age. 

Bed.  Lord  Talbot,  do  not  so  dishonour  mo:  90 

Here  will  I  sit  before  the  walls  of  Rouen 
And  will  be  partner  of  your  weal  or  woe. 

Bur.  Courageous  Bedford,  let  us  now  persuade  you. 

Bed.  Kot  to  be  gone  from  hence ;  for  once  I  reaci 
That  stout  Peudragnn  in  his  litter  sick 
Came  to  the  field  and  vanquished  his  foes: 
Methinks  I  should  revive  tlie  soldiers'  hearts, 
Because  I  ever  found  them  as  myself. 

Tal.  Undaunted  spirit  in  a  dymg  breast! 
Then  be  it  so:  heavens  keep  old  E^dford  Mel  100 

f  And  now  no  more  ado,  brave  Burgundy, 
But  gather  we  our  forces  out  of  hand 
And  set  upon  our  boasting  enemy. 

[Exeunt  all  but  Bedford  and  Attendants, 

An  alarum:  excuraona.    Enter  Sir  John  Fastolfb  and  a 

Captain. 

Cap.  Whither  away.  Sir  John  Fastolfe,  in  such  haste? 
Fast.  Whither  away!  to  save  myself  by  flight: 
Wc  are  like  to  liave  the  overthrow  again. 
Cap,  What!  will  you  fly,  and  leave  Lord  Talbot? 
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Fait.  Ay, 

All  the  Talbots  in  the  world,  to  sare  my  life.  iEhsit. 

Cap.  Cowardly  knight!  ill  fortune  follow  thee!       [Exit, 

Retreat:  excursions.  La  Pucelle,  Alencjign,  and  Charles 

Bed,  Now,  quiet  soul,  depart  when  heaven  please,     110 
For  I  have  seen  our  enemies*  overthrow. 
What  is  the  trust  or  strength  of  foolisli  man? 
They  that  of  late  were  daring  with  their  scoffs 
Are  glad  and  fain  by  flight  to  save  themselves. 

[Bedfard  dies,  and  is  carried  in  by  two  in  his  chair. 

An  alarum.    Be-enter  Talbot,  Burgundy,  aTtd  the  rest. 

Tal.  Lost,  and  recoverM  in  a  day  again! 
This  is  a  double  honour.  Burgundy: 
Yet  heavens  have  glory  for  this  victory! 

Bur.  Warlike  and  martial  Talbot,  Burgundy 
Enshrines  thee  in  his  heart  and  there  erects 
Thy  noble  deeds  as  valour's  monuments.  130 

Tal.  Thanks,  gentle  duke.     But  where  is  Pucelle  now? 
I  think  her  old  familiar  is  asleep: 

Now  Where's  the  Bastard's  braves,  and  Charles  Ins  gleeks? 
What,  all  amort?    Rouen  hangs  her  head  for  grief 
That  such  a  valiant  company  are  fied. 
Now  will  we  take  some  order  in  the  town, 
Placing  therein  some  expert  officers. 
And  then  depart  to  Paris  to  the  king. 
For  there  young  Henry  with  his  nobles  lie. 

Bur.  Wimt  wills  Lord  Talbot  pleaseth  Burgundy.      180 

Tal.  But  vet,  before  we  go,  let's  not  forget 
The  noble  Duke  of  Bedford  lafe  deceased, 
But  see  his  exequies  fulflll'd  in  Rouen: 
A  braver  soldier  never  couched  lance, 
A  gentler  heart  did  never  sway  in  court; 
But  kings  and  fhightiest  potentates  must  die. 
For  thars  the  end  of  human  misery.  [Sxeunt. 

Scene  III.     The  plains  near  JRouen. 

Enter  Charles,  tJie  Bastard  of  Orleans,  Alenc^ox,  La 

Pucelle,  and  forces. 

Puc.  Dismay  not,  princes,  at  this  accident. 
Nor  grieve  that  Rouen  is  so  recovered: 
Care  is  no  cure,  but  rather  corrosive, 
For  things  that  are  not  to  bo  remedied. 
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Let  frantic  Talbot  triumph  for  a  while 
And  like  a  peacock  sweep  along  his  tail; 
We'll  pull  his  plumes  and  take  awny  his  train, 
If  Dauphin  and  the  rest  will  bo  buiruied. 

Ckar.  We  have  been  guided  by  thee  hitherto 
And  of  thy  cunning  had  no  diffiilence:  10 

One  sudden  foil  shall  never  bi'eed  distrust. 

Rist.  Search  out  t4iy  wit  for  secret  policies, 
And  we  will  m4akc  thee  famous  through  the  world. 

Alen.  We'll  set  thy  statue  in  some  holy  place, 
And  have  thee  reverenced  like  a  blessed  saint: 
Employ  thee  tiien,  sweet  virgin,  for  our  good. 

Pac.  Then  thus  it  must  be;  this  doth  Joan  devise: 
By  fair  persuasions  mix*d  with  sugared  words 
We  will  entice  the  Duke  of  Burgundy 
To  leave  the  Talbot  and  to  follow  us.  80 

Char,  Ay,  marry,  sweeting,  if  we  cotild  do  that, 
France  were  no  place  for  Henry's  warriors; 
Nor  should  that  nation  boast  it  so  with  us, 
But  be  extirped  from  our  provinces. 

Alen.  For  ever  should  they  be  expulsed  from  France 
And  not  have  title  of  an  earldom  here. 

Puc.  Your  honours  shall  perceive  how  I  will  work 
To  bring  this  matter  to  the  wished  end. 

[Brum  MumU  afar  off. 
Hark!  by  the  sound  of  drum  you  may  perceive 
Their  powers  are  marching  unto  Paris- ward.  80 

Here  sound  an  English  mareJi.     Enter,  a  nd  pass  over  at  a  dis- 
tance, Talbot  a7id  his  forces. 

There  goes  the  Talbot,  with  his  colours  spread, 
And  all  the  troops  of  English  after  him. 

French  march.    Entei*  the  Duke  of  Burgundy  and  forces. 

Now  in  the  rearward  comes  the  duke  and  kis: 
Fortune  in  favour  makes  him  lag  l)ehind. 
Summon  a  parley;  we  will  talk  with  liiro. 

[Trumpets  sound  a  parley. 

Char.  A  parley  with  the  Duke  of  Burgundy! 

Bar.  Who  craves  a  parley  with  the  Burgundy? 

PuA.  Tlie  princely  Charles  of  France,  thy  countryman. 

Bar.  What  say'st  thou,  Charles  1^  for  1  am  marching 
hence. 

Char.  Speak.  Pucelle,  and  enchant  him  with  thy  words. 

Pac.  Brave  Burgundy,  undoubted  hope  of  France  I     41 
Stay,  let  thy  humble  handmaid  speak  to  thoe. 

But.  Speak  on;  but  be  not  over-tedious. 
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Puc.  Look  on  thy  country,  look  on  fertile  France, 
And  sec  tbe  cities  and  the  towns  defaced 
By  wasting  ruin  of  the  cruel  foe. 
As  looks  the  mother  on  her  lowly  babe 
When  death  doth  close  his  tender  dying  eyes. 
Bee,  see  the  pining  malady  of  France; 
Behold  the  wounds,  the  most  unnatural  wounds,  50 

"Which  thou  tliyself  hast  given  her  woful  breast. 
O,  turn  thy  edged  sword  another  way ;  , 

Strike  those  that  hurt,  and  hurt  not  those  that  help. 
One  drop  of  blood  drawn  from  thy  country's  bosom 
Should  grieve  thee  more  than  streams  of  foreign  gore: 
Return  thee  therefore  with  a  flood  of  tears. 
And  wash  away  thy  country's  stained  spots. 

Bur.  Either  she  hath  bewitch'd  me  with  her  words, 
Or  nature  makes  me  suddenly  relent.  59 

Puc.  Besides,  all  French  and  France  exclaims  on  thee. 
Doubting  thy  birth  and  lawful  progeny. 
Who  join'st  thou  with  but  with  a  lordly  nation 
That  will  not  trust  thee  but  for  profit's  sake? 
When  Talbot  hath  set  footing  once  in  France 
And  fashion'd  thee  that  instrument  of  ill, 
Who  then  but  English  Henry  will  be  lord 
And  thou  be  thrust  out  like  a  fugitive? 
Call  we  to  mind,  and  mark  but  this  for  proof. 
Was  not  the  Duke  of  Orleans  thy  foe? 
And  was  he  not  in  England  prisoner?  70 

But  when  they  heard  he  was  thine  enemy. 
They  set  him  free  without  his  ransom  paid, 
In  spite  of  Burgundy  and  all  his  friends. 
See,  then,  thou  flght'st  against  thy  countrymen 
And  join'st  with  them  will  be  thy  slaughter-men. 
Come,  come,  return ;  return,  thou  wandering  lord 
Charles  and  the  rest  will  take  thee  in  their  arms. 

Bur.  I  am  vanquished ;  these  haughtv  words  of  hers 
Have  battered  me  like  roaring  cannon-shot. 
And  made  me  almost  yield  upon  my  knees.  80 

Forgive  me,  country,  and  sweet  countrymen, 
And,  lords,  accept  this  hearty  kind  embrace: 
My  forces  and  my  power  of  men  are  yours: 
So  farewell,  Talbot;  I'll  no  longer  trust  thee. 

Puc.  [Aside]  Done  like  a  Frenchman;  turn,  and  turn 
agam! 

Char.  Welcome,  brave  duke!  thy  friendship  makes  ua 
fresh. 

Bofd.  And  doth  beget  new  courage  in  o«r  breasts. 

AUn.  Pucelle  hath  bravely  phiy'd  her  part  in  this, 
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And  doth  deserve  a  coronet  of  gold. 

Char,  Now  let  us  on,  my  loras,  and  Join  our  powers,  90 
And  seek  how  we  may  prejudice  the  foe.  [Ekeunt. 

Scene  IV.    Paris,     The  palace. 

Enter  the  Kino,  Gloucester,  Bishop  or  Winchester, 
York,  Suffolk,  Somerset,  "Warwick,  Exeter:  Ver- 
non, Basset,  and  others.  To  them  with  his  Soldiers,  Tal- 
bot. 

Tal.  My  gracious  prince,  and  honourable  peers, 
Hearing  of  your  arrival  in  this  realm, 
I  have  awhile  given  truce  unto  my  wars. 
To  do  my  duty  to  my  sovereign : 
In  sign  wlicrcof,  this  arm,  that  hnth  reclaimed 
To  your  obedience  fifty  fortresses. 
Twelve  cities  and  seven  walled  towns  of  strength* 
Besides  five  hundred  prisoners  of  esteem. 
Lets  fall  his  sword  before  your  higlmess'  feet, 
And  with  submissive  loyalty  of  heart  10 

Ascribes  the  glory  of  his  conquest  got 
First  to  my  God  and  next  unto  your  erace.  [Kneels, 

King.  Is  this  tlie  Lord  Talbot,  uncle  Gloucester, 
That  hath  so  long  been  resident  in  France? 

Glou.  Yes,  if  it  please  your  majesty,  my  liege. 

King.  Welcome,  brave  captain  and  victorious  lord! 
When  I  was  young,  as  yet  I  am  not  old, 
I  do  remember  how  my  father  said 
A  stouter  champion  never  handled  sword. 
Long  since  we  were  resolved  of  your  truth,  20 

Your  faithful  service  and  your  toil  in  war; 
Yet  never  have  vou  tasted  our  reward. 
Or  been  r^ffuerdoa'd  with  so  much  as  thanks. 
Because  till  now  we  never  saw  your  face: 
Therefore,  stand  up:  and,  for  these  good  deserts. 
We  here  create  you  Earl  of  Shrewsbury; 
And  in  our  coronation  take  your  place. 

[Sonnet.    Flourish.    Exeunt  all  but  Vernon  and  Basset, 

Ver.  Now,  sir,  to  you,  that  were  so  hot  at  sea. 
Disgracing  of  these  colours  that  I  wear 
In  honour  of  m^  noble  Lord  of  York:  80 

Barest  thou  maintain  the  former  words  thou  spakcst? 

Biis.  Yes,  sir;  as  well  as  you  dare  patronage 
The  envious  barking  of  vour  saucy  tongue 
Against  my  lord  the  Duke  of  Somerset. 

Ver,  Sirrah,  thy  lord  I  honour  as  he  Is. 
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Bos.  Wht,  what  is  ho?  as  good  a  man  as  York. 

Ver.  Hark  ye;  not  so:  in  witness,  take  ye  that. 

[Stiiket  him. 

Bob.  Villain,  thou  know'st  the  law  of  arms  is  such 
That  whoso  draws  a  sword,  'tis  present  death, 
Or  else  this  blow  should  broach  thy  dearest  blood.  40 

But  I'll  unto  liis  majesty,  and  crave 
I  may  have  liberty  to  venge  this  wrong; 
When  thou  shalt  see  I'll  meet  thee  to  ihy  cost. 

Ver,  Well,  miscreant,  I'll  be  there  as  soon  as  you ; 
And,  after,  meet  you  sooner  than  you  would.        [Exeunt. 

ACT  IV. 

Scene  I.    Ptiri$.   A  hall  of  state. 

Enter  the  Ring,  Gloucebter,  Bishop  op  Winchester, 
York,  Suppolk,  Somerset,  Warwick,  Taxbot,  Exe- 
ter, the  Governor  of  Paris,  and  others. 

Olou.  Lord  bishop,  set  the  crown  upon  his  head. 
Win.  God  save  King  Henry,  of  that  name  the  sixth  1 
Ohu.  Now,  governor  of  Pivis,  take  your  oath, 

That  you  elect  no  other  king  but  him; 

Esteem  none  friends  but  such  as  are  his  friends, 

And  none  your  foes  but  such  as  shall  pretend 

Malicious  practices  against  his  stale; 

This  shall  ye  do,  so  help  your  righteous  God! 

Enter  Sir  John  Fabtolfb. 

Fast.  My  gracious  sovereign,  as  I  rode  from  Calais, 
To  haste  unto  your  coronation,  10 

A  letter  was  delivered  to  my  hands, 
Writ  to  your  grace  from  the  Duke  of  Burgundy. 

Tal.  Shame  to  the  Duke  of  Burgundy  and  tlieel 
I  vow'd,  base  knight,  when  I  did  meet  thee  next. 
To  tear  the  garter  from  thy  craven's  leg,      [Plucking  it  off. 
Which  I  have  done,  because  unworthily 
Thou  wast  installed  in  that  high  degree. 
Pardon  me,  princely  Henry,  and  the  rest: 
This  dastard,  at  the  battle  of  Patay, 
When  but  in  all  I  was  six  thousand  strong  20 

And  that  the  Freoch  were  almost  ten  to  one, 
Before  we  met  or  that  a  stroke  was  given, 
Like  to  a  trusty  squire  did  run  away : 
In  which  assault  we- lost  twelve  hundred  men; 
Myself  and  divers  gentlemen  beside 
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Were  there  fturprrsed  and  taken  prisoners. 
Then  judge,  great  lords,  if  I  have  done  amiss; 
Or  whether  that  such  cowai-ds  ought  to  wear 
This  ornament  of  knighthood,  yea  or  no. 

Glou.  To  say  the  trutti,  this  fact  was  infamous  80 

And  ill  beseeming  any  common  man. 
Much  more  a  knight,  a  captain  and  a  leader. 

Tal.  When  first  this  order  was  ordain'd,  my  loixls. 
Knights  of  the  garter  were  of  noble  birth, 
Valiant  and  virtuous,  full  of  haughty  courage. 
Such  as  were  groyvn  to  credit  by  the  wars. 
Not  fearing  death,  nor  shrinking  for  distress. 
But  always  resolute  in  most  extrcracs. 
lie  then  that  is  not  furnish'd  in  this  sort 
Doth  but  usurp  the  sacred  name  of  knight,  40 

Profaning  this  most  honourable  order. 
And  should,  if  I  were  worthy  to  be  judged, 
Be  quite  degraded,  like  a  hedge-born  swain 
That  doth  presume  to  boast  of  gentle  blood : 

King.  Stain  to  thy  countrymen,  thou  hear*st  thy  doom! 
Be  packing,  therefore,  thou  that  wast  a  knight: 
Henceforth  we  banish  thee,  on  pain  of  death. 

[EkU  Fa$to{f€. 
And  now,  my  lord  protector,  view  the  letter 
Sent  from  our  uncle  Duke  of  Burgundy. 

Olou.  What  means  his  grace,  tliat  he  hath  changed  his 
style?  60 

No  more  but,  plain  and  bluntljr,  *'  To  the  king!" 
Hath  he  forgot  he  is  his  sovereign  T 
Or  doth  this  churlish  superscription 
Pretend  some  alteration  in  good  will? 
What's  here?  [Reaitt^  **  I  have,  .upon  especial  cause. 
Moved  with  compassion  of  my  country's  wreck, 
Together  with  the  pitiful  complaints 
Oi  such  as  your  oppression  feeds  upon, 
Forsaken  your  pernicious  faction 
And  join'd  with  Charles,  the  rightful  King  of  France." 
O  monstrous  treachery!  can  this  be  so,  01 

That  in  alliance,  amity  and  oaths. 
There  should  be  found  such  false  dissembling  guile? 

King.  What!  doth  my  uncle  Burgundy  revolt? 

Glou.  He  doth,  my  lord,  and  is  Income  your  foe. 

King.  Is  that  the  worst  this  letter  doth  contain? 

Olou.  It  is  the  worst,  and  all,  my  lord,  he  writes. 

King.  Why,  then.  Lord  Talbot  there  shall  talk  with  him 
And  give  him  chastisement  for  this  abuse. 
How  say  you,  my  lord?  are  you  not  content?  70 
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TaL  Content,  ray  liege!  yes,  but  tliat  I  am  prerented, 
I  should  have  Uegg'd  I  might  have  been  employ 'd. 

King.  Then  gather  strength  and  march  un to  him  straiglit: 
Let  him  perceive  how  ill  we  brook  his  treason 
And  what  offence  it  is  to  flout  his  friends. 

Tal.  I  go,  my  lord,  in  heart  desiring  still 
You  may  behold  confusion  of  your  foe.  [Exit, 

Enter  Yr^^gs  and  Basset. 

Ver.  Grant  me  the  combat,  gracious  sovereign. 

Bas.  And  me,  my  lord,  grant  me  the  combat  too. 

York.  This  is  my  servant:  hear  him,  noble  prince.       80 

JSom.  And  this  is  mine;  sweet  Heurj',  favour  him. 

K.  Hen.  Be  patient,  lords;  and  give  tliem  leave  to  speak. 
Say,  gentlemen,  what  makes  you  thus  exclaim? 
And  wherefore  crave  you  combat?  or  with  whom? 

Ver.  With  him.  my  lord;  for  he  hath  done  me  wrong. 

Bfis.  And  I  with  him;  for  he  hath  done  me  wrong. 

K.  Hen.  What  is  that  wrong  whereof  you  both  com- 
plain? 
First  let  me  know,  and  then  I'll  answer  you. 

Bas.  Crossing  the  sea  from  England  into  France, 
This  fellow  here,  with  envious  carping  tongue,  90 

Upbraided  me  about  the  rose  I  wear; 
Saying,  the  sanguine  colour  of  the  leaves 
Did  represent  my  master's  blushing  cheeks, 
When  stubbornly  he  did  repugn  the  truth 
About  a  certain  question  in  the  law 
Argued  betwixt  the  Duke  of  York  and  him: 
With  other  vile  and  i^nommious  terms; 
In  confutation  of  Avhich  rude  reproach 
And  in  defence  of  mv  lord's  worthiness, 
I  crave  the  benefit  of  law  of  arms.  100 

Ver.  And  that  is  my  petition,  noble  lord ; 
For  though  he  seem  with  forged  quaint  conceit 
To  set  a  gloss  upon  his  bold  intent, 
^  Yet  know,  ray  lord,  I  w^as  provoked  by  him; 
And  he  first  took  exceptions  at  this  badge. 
Pronouncing  that  the  paleness  of  this  flower 
Bewray'd  the  faintness  of  my  master's  heart. 

York.  Will  not  this  malice,  Somerset,  be  left? 

iSom.  Your  private  grudge,  my  Lord  of  York,  will  out, 
Though  ne'er  so  cunningly  you  smother  it.  110 

K.  Hen.  Good  Lord,  what  madness  rules  in  brainsick  men. 
When  for  so  slight  and  frivolous  a  cause 
Such  factious  emulations  shall  arise! 
Good  cousins  both,  of  York  and  Somerset,    . 
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Quiet  yourselves,  I  pray,  and  be  at  peace. 

York   Let  this  dissension  first  be  tried  by  fight, 
And  then  your  highness  shall  command  a  peace. 

S'Pm.  The  quarrel  toucheth  none  but  us  alone; 
Betwixt  ourselves  let  us  decide  it  then. 

York.  There  is  my  pledge;  accept  it,  Somerset.  120 

f  6'r.  Nay,  let  it  rest  where  it  began  at  first. 

Bos.  Confirm  it  so,  mine  honourable  lord. 

Gloa.  Confirm  it  so!     Confounded  be  your  strife! 
And  perish  ye,  with  your  audacious  prate! 
Presumptuous  vassals,  are  you  not  ashamed 
With  this  immodest  clamorous  outrage 
To  trouble  and  disturb  the  king  and  us? 
And  you,  my  lords,  methinks  you  do  not  well 
To  bear  with  their  perverse  objections; 
Much  less  to  take  occasion  from  their  mouths  180 

To  raise  a  mutiny  betVixt  yourselves: 
Let  me  persuade  you  take  a  better  course. 

Mce,  It  grieves  his  highness:  good  my  lords,  be  friends. 

K.  Hm.  Come  hither,  you  that  would  be  combatants: 
Henceforth  I  charge  you,  as  you  love  our  favour, 
Quite  te  forget  this  quarrel  and  the  cause. 
And  you,  my  lords,  remember  where  we  are; 
In  France,  amongst  a  fickle  wavering  nation : 
If  they  perceive  dissension  in  our  looks 
And  that  within  ourselves  we  disagree,  140 

How  will  their  grudging  stomachs  be  provoked 
To  wilful  disobedience,  and  rebel! 
Beside,  Avhat  infamy  will  there  arise, 
AVjien  foreign  princes  shall  be  certified 
Tiiat  for  a  toy,  a  thing  of  no  regard. 
King  Henry's  peers  and  chief  nobility 
Destroy 'd  themselves,  and  lost  the  realm  of  France  1 
O.  think  upon  the  conquest  of  my  father, 
My  tender  years,  and  let  us  not  forego 
That  for  a  trifle  that  was  bought  with  blood!  150 

Let  me  be  umpire  in  this  doubtful  strife. 
I  see  no  reason,  if  I  wear  this  rose,    [Putttng  on  a  red  rose,' 
That  any  one  should  therefore  be  suspicious 
I  more  incline  to  Somerset  than  York: 
Both  are  my  kinsmen,  and  I  love  them  both: 
As  well  they  may  upbraid  mc  with  my  crown, 
Because,  forsootli.  the  king  of  Scots  is  crown'd. 
But  your  discretions  better  can  persuade 
Than  I  am  able  to  instruct  or  teach: 
And  therefore,  as  we  hither  came  in  peace,  160 

So  let  us  still  continue  peace  and  lovo. 


400  KING  HENRY  VI.  [act  iv. 

Cousin  of  York,  we  insliUitc  your  rrace 

To  be  our  regent  in  these  parts  of  France: 

And,  good  my  Lord  of  Somerset,  unite 

Your  troops  of  horsemen  with  his  bands  of  foot; 

And,  like  true  subjects,  sons  of  your  progenitors. 

Go  cheerfully  together  and  digest 

Your  angry  choler  on  your  enemies. 

Ourself,  my  lord  protector  and  the  rest 

After  some  respite  will  return  to  Calais;  170 

Prom  thence  to  England ;  where  I  hope  ere  long 

To  be  presented,  by  your  victories, 

With  Charles,  Alen9on  and  that  traitorous  rout. 

[Flourish.      Exeunt  aU  Init  York,  Wai^wiek,  Exeter  and 

Vcmon» 

War,  3Iy  lord  of  York,  I  promise  you,  the  king 
Prettily,  methought,  did  play  the  onjtor. 

York.  And  so  he  did;  but  yet  I  like  it  not, 
In  that  he  wears  the  badge  of  Somerset. 

War.  Tush,  that  was  but  his  fancy,  blame  him  not; 
I  dare  presume,  sweet  prince,  he  thought  no  haim. 

York.  An  if  I  wist  he  did, — but  let  it  rest;  180 

Other  affairs  must  uoav  be  managed.  ' 

[Exevnt  all  hut  Exeter. 

Exe.  Well  didst  thou,  Kichard,  to  suppress  thy  voice; 
For,  had  the  passions  of  thy  heart  burst  out, 
I  fear  we  should  have  seen  deciphered  there 
More  rancorous  spite,  more  furious  raging  broils, 
Than  yet  can  be  imagined  or  supposed. 
But  howsoo'er,  no  simple  man  that  sees 
This  jarring  discord  of  nobility,  . 

This  shouldering  of  each  other  In  the  court, 
This  factious  bandying  of  their  favourites,  190 

But  that  it  doth  presage  some  ill  event. 
'Tis  much  when  sceptres  are  in  children's  hand; 
But  more  when  envy  breeds  unkind  division; 
There  comes  the  ruin,  there  begins  confusion.  [Exit. 

Scene  II.    Before  Bordeaux, 

Enter  Talbot,  v>iih  trumpet  aiid  drum. 

Tal.  Go  to  the  gates  of  Bordeaux,  trumpeter; 
Summon  their  general  unto  the  wall. 

Trumpet  sounds.    Enter  General  and  oiliers,  aloft, 

English  John  Talbot,  captains,  calls  you  forth, 
Servant  in  arms  to  Harry  King  of  England; 
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And  thus  lie  would.  Open  your  city  gates; 

lie  humble  to  us    call  my  sovereign  yours. 

And  do  him  homage  as  obedient  subjects; 

And  I'll  withdraw  me  and  ray  bloody  power: 

But,  if  you  Ifrown  upon  this  proffer'd  peace, 

You  tempt  the  fury  of  my  three  attendants,  10 

Lean  famine,  quartering  steel,  and  climbing  fire; 

Who  in  a  moment  even  with  the  earth 

Shall  lay  your  stately  and  air  braving  towers, 

If  vou  forsake  the  offer  of  their  love. 

den.  Thou  ominous  and  fearful  owl  of  death, 
Our  nation's  terror  and  their  bloody  scourge  1 
The- period  of  thy  tyranny  approachcth. 
On  us  thou  canst  not  enter  but  by  death; 
For,  I  protest,  we  are  well  fortified 

And  strong  enough  to  issue  out  and  fight:  20 

If  thou  retire,  the  Dauphin,  well  appointed,        \ 
Stands  with  the  snares  of  war  to  tangle  thee: 
On  either  hand  thee  there  are  squadrons  pitch'd, 
To  wall  thee  from  the  liberty  of  flight;     * 
And  no  wav  canst  thou  turn  thee  for  redress. 
But  death  doth  front  thee  with  apparent  spoil 
And  pale  destruction  meets  thee  in  the  face. 
Ten  thousand  French  have  ta'en  the  sacrament 
To  rive  their  dangerous  artillery 

Upon  no  Christian  soul  but  English  Talbot.  80 

Lo,  there  thou  stand'st,  a  breathing  valiant  man. 
Of  an  invincible  unconquer'd  spirit! 
This  is  the  latest  glory  of  thy  praise 
ThatI,  thy  enemy,  due  thee  withal; 
For  ere  the  glass,  that  now  begins  to  run, 
Finish  the  process  of  his  sandy  hour, 
These  eyes,  that  see  ihee  now  well  coloured. 
Shall  see  thee  withered,  bloody,  pale  and  dead. 

[Drum  afar  off, 
Harkt  hark!  the  Dauphin's  drum,  a  warning  bell, 
Sin^  heavy  music  to  thy  timorous  soul ;  40 

And  mine  shall  ring  thy  dire  departure  out 

\Ete\Lni  General,  4tc. 

Tat.  He  fables  not;  I  bear  the  enemy: 
Out,  some  light  horsemen,  and  peruse  their  wings. 
O,  negligent  and  heedless  discipline! 
How  are  we  ptirk'd  and  bounded  in  a  pale, 
A  little  herd  of  England's  timorous  deer. 
Mazed  with  a  yelping  kennel  of  French  cursl 
If  we  be  English  deer,  be  then  in  blood; 
JSiTot  rascal-like,  to  fall  down  with  a  pinch. 
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But  rather,  moody-mad  and  desperate  stags,  50 

Turn  on  the  bloody  hounds  with  heads  of  steel 

And  make  the  cowards  stand  aloof  at  bay: 

Sell  every  man  his  life  as  dear  as  mine, 

And  thev  shall  find  dear  deer  of  us,  my  friends. 

God  and  Saint  G«or^e,  Talbot  and  England's  right, 

Prosper  our  colours  m  this  dangerous  tight!  [li^unt. 


Scene  III.    Plains  in  Gascony, 

Enter  a  Messenger  iJiat  meets  York,    Enter   Y'ork  triY/* 
trumpet  and  many  Soldiers. 

York.  K.TQ  not  the  speedy  scouts  return'd  again, 
Tliat  dogg*d  the  mighty  army  of  the  Dauphin? 

Mess.  Ihey  are  return'd,  my  lord,  and  give  it  out 
That  he  is  march'd  to  Bourdeaux  with  his  power, 
To  fight  with  Talbot:  as  he  march'd  along. 
By  your  espials  were  discovered 
Two  mightier  troops  than  that  the  Dauphin  led. 
Which  joined  with  him  and  made  their  march  for  Bour- 
deaux. 

York.  A  plague  upon  that  villain  Somerset, 
That  thus  delays  my  promised  supply  10 

Of  horsemen,  that  were  levied  for  this  siege  t 
Ilcnowned  Talbot  doth  expect  my  aid. 
And  I  am  lowted  by  a  traitor  villain 
And  cannot  help  the  noble  chevalier: 
God  comfort  him  in  this  necessity! 
If  he  miscarry,  farewell  wars  in  France. 

Enter  Sin  William  Lucy. 

Luey.  Thou  princely  leader  of  our  English  strength. 
Never  so  needful  on  the  earth  of  France, 
Spur  to  the  rescue  of  the  noble  Talbot, 
Who  now  is  girdled  with  a  waist  of  iron  20 

And  hemm'd  about  with  grim  destruction : 
To  Bourdeaux,  warlike  duke!  to  Bourdeaux,  Y'ork! 
Else,  farewell  Talbot,  France,  and  England's  honour. 

York.  O  God,  that  Somerset,  who  in  proud  heart 
Doth  stop  my  cornets,  'were  in  Talbot's  place! 
So  should  we  save  a  valiant  gentleman 
By  forfeiting  a  traitor  and  a  coward. 
Mad  ire  and  wrathful  fury  makes  me  weep. 
That  thus  we  die,  while  remiss  traitors  sleep. 

Luey,  0,  send  some  succour  to  the  distress'd  lord!      80 
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York.  He  dies,  we  lose;  I  break  my  warlike  word; 
We  mourn,  France  smiles;  we  lose,  they  daily  gel; 
All  'long  of  this  vile  traitor  Somerset. 

Lucy.  Then  God  take  mercy  on  brave  Talbot's  soul ; 
And  on  his  son  young  John,  who  two  hours  since 
I  met  in  travel  toward  his  warlike  father! 
This  seven  years  did  not  Talbot  see  his  son; 
And  now  they  meet  where  both  their  lives  are  done. 

York.  Alas,  what  joy  shall  noble  Talbot  have 
To  bid  his  young  son  welcome  to  his  grave?  40 

Away!  vexation  almost  stops  my  breath, 
Thatsunder'd  friends  greet  in  the  hour  of  death. 
Lucy,  farewell :  no  more  my  fortune  can. 
But  curse  the  cause  I  cannot  aid  the  man. 
3iainc,  Blois,  Poictiers,  and  Tours,  are  won  away, 
'Long  all  of  Somerset  and  his  delay.    [Exit,  with  his  soldiers. 

Lucy.  Thus,  while  the  vulture  of  sedition 
Feeds  in  the  bosom  of  such  great  commanders, 
Sleeping  neglcction  doth  betray  to  loss 
The  conquest  of  our  scarce  cold  conqueror,  50 

That  ever  living  man  of  memory, 
Henry  the  Fifth :  whiles  they  each  other  cross. 
Lives,  honours,  lands  and  all  hurry  to  loss.  [Exit. 

Scene  IV.     Other  plains  in  Oaseony. 

Enter  Somehset,  xdth  7iis  army;  a  Captain  of  Talbot's 

with  him. 

8om.  It  is  too  late;  I  cannot  send  them  now: 
This  expedition  was  by  York  and  Talbot 
Too  rashly  plotted :  all  odr  general  force 
Might  with  a  sally  of  the  very  town 
Be  buckled  with :  the  over-daring  Talbot 
Hath  sullied  all  his  gloss  of  former  honour 
By  this  uu heedful,  dcsperale,  wild  adventure: 
*  York  set  him  on  to  fight  and  die  in  shame, 
That,  Talbot  dead,  great  York  might  bear  the  name. 

Cap.  Here  is  Sir  William  Lucy,  who  with  me 
Set  from  our  o'crmatch'd  forces  forth  for  aid,  10 

Enter  Sir  William  Lucy. 

Som.  How  now,  Sir  William!  whither  were  you  sent? 

Lucy.  Whither,  my  lord?  from  bought  and  sold  Lord 
Talbot; 
Who,  ring'd  about  with  bold  adversity. 
Cries  out  for  noble  York  and  Somerset, 
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To  beat  assailing  death  from  his  weak  legions: 

And  whiles  the  lionourable  captain  there 

Drops  bloody  sweat  from  his  war- wearied  limbs. 

And,  in  advantage  lingering,  looks  for  rescue, 

You,  his  false  hopes,  tlie  trust  of  England's  honour,        20 

Keep  off  aloof  with  worthless  emulation. 

Let  not  your  private  discord  keep  away 

The  levied  succours  that  should  lend  him  aid. 

While  he,  renowned  noble  gentleman, 

Yields  up  his  life  unto  a  world  of  odds: 

Orleans  the  Bastard,  Charles,  Burgundy, 

Alencon,  Keignier,  compass  him  about. 

And  Talbot  perlsheth  by  your  default. 

fxnn.  York  set  him  on ;  York  should  have  sent  him  aid. 

Luc^.  And  York  as  fast  upon  your  grace  exclaims;      80 
Swearm^  that  you  withhold  his  levied  host, 
Collected  for  this  expedition. 

8om.  York  lies;  he  might  have  sent  and  had  the  horse; 
I  owe  him  little  duty,  nnd  less  love; 
And  take  foul  scorn  to  fawn  on  him  by  sending. 

Lucy.  The  fraud  of  England,  not  the  force  Of  France, 
Hath  now  entrappVl  the  noble-minded  Talbot: 
Never  to  England  shall  he  bear  his  life; 
But  dies,  betray'd  to  fortune  by  your  strife. 

Som.  Come,  go;  I  will  dispatch  the  horsemen  straight: 
"Within  six  hours  they  will  Ik;  at  his  aid.  41 

Lucy.  Too  late  coijfics  rescue:  he  is  ta'cn  or  slain; 
For  fly  he  could  not,  if  he  would  have  fled ; 
And  fly  would  Talbot  never,  though  he  might 

fSotn,  If  he  be  dead,  brave  Talbot,  then  adieu! 

Lucy.  His  fame  lives  in  the  world,  his  shame  in  you. 

'  (lExeunt 

Scene  V.    The  EfigUsJi  camp  near  Bourdeaux. 

Enter  Talbot  anrf  John  ?iis  9(m. 

Tal,  O  young  John  Talbot!  I  did  send  for  thee 
To  tutor  taee  in  stratagems  of  war. 
That  Talbot's  name  might  Ix;  in  thcc  revived 
When  sapless  age  and  weak  unable  limbs 
Should  bring  thy  father  to  his  drooping  chair. 
But,  O  malignant  and  ill-boding  stars!       ^ 
Now  thou  art  come  unto  a  feast  of  death, 
A  terrible  and  unavoided  danger: 
Therefore,  dear  boy,  mount  on  my  swiftest  horse; 
And  ril  direct  thee  how  thou  slialt  escape  10 

By  sudden  flight:  come,  dally  not»  be  gone. 
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John,  Is  my  name  Talbot?  and  am  I  your  son? 
And  shall  I  fly?    O,  if  you  love  my  mother, 
Dishonour  not  her  honourable  name, 
To  make  a  bastard  and  a  slave  of  me! 
The  world  will  say,  he  is  not  Talbot's  blood, 
Th:it  basely  fled  when  noble  Talbot  stood. 

Tal.  Fl V,  to  revenge  my  death,  if  I  be  slain. 

,Jth\\.  He  that  flies  so  will  ne'er  return  again. 

Till.  If  we  both  stay,  we  both  are  sure  to  die.  20 

Joki\.  Then  let  me  stay;  and,  father,  do  you  fly: 
Your  loss  is  great,  so  your  regard  should  be; 
Ikly  worth  unknown,  no  loss  is  known  in  me. 
Upon  my  death  the  French  can  little  boast; 
In  yours  they  will,  in  you  all  hopes  are  lost. 
Flight  cannot  stain  the  honour  you  have  won; 
But  mine  it  will,  that  no  exploit  have  done: 
You  fled  for  vantage,  every  one  will  swear; 
But,  if  I  bow,  thcjrll  say  it  was  for  fear. 
There  is  no  hope  that  ever  I  will  stay,  80 

If  the  first  hour  I  shrmk  and  run  away. 
Ilcre  on  my  knee  I  beg  mortality. 
Rather  than  life  preserved  with  infamy. 

Tal.  Shall  all  thy  mother's  hopes  lie  in  one  tomb? 

John,  Ay,  rather  than  I'll  shame  my  mother's  womb. 

Tal.  Upon  my  blessing,  I  command  thee  go. 

John.  To  fight  I  will,  but  not  to  fly  the  foe. 

Tal.  Part  of  thy  father  may  be  saved  in  thee. 

John.  No  part  of  him  but  will  be  shame  in  me. 

Tal.  Thou  never  hadst  renown,  nor  canst  not  lose  it.  40 

John.  Yes,  your  renowned  name:  shall  flight  abuse  it? 

lal.  Thy  father's  charge  shall  clear  thee  from  that  stain. 

John.  You  cannot  witness  for  me.  being  slain. 
If  death  be  so  apparent,  then  both  fly. 

Tal.  And  leave  my  followera  here  to  fight  and  die? 
Hy  age  was  never  tainted  with  such  shame. 

John.  And  shall  my  youth  be  guilty  of  such  blame? 
No  more  can  I  be  scverd  from  your  side, 
Than  can  yourself  yourself  in  twain  divide: 
Stay,  go,  d.0  what  you  will,  the  like  do  I;  50 

For  live  I  will  not,  if  my  father  die. 

Tal.  Then  here  I  take  my  leave  of  thee,  fair  son, 
Born  to  eclipse  thy  life  this  nfternpon. 
Como,  side  by  side  together  live  and  die; 
And  soul  with  soul  from  France  to  heaven  fly.       ^Exeuid, 
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ScEKE  VL    A  fieW.  of  hatOe. 

Alarum:  exeurmns,  uherein  Talbot'b  Son  is  hemmed  about, 

and  Talbot  rescues  him, 

Tal.  Saint  Geor^  and  victory  I  flght,  soldiers,  fight: 
The  regent  hath  with  Talbot  broke  liis  "vvord 
And  left  us  to  the  rage  of  France  his  sword. 
Where  is  John  Talbot?    Pause,  and  take  thy  breath; 
I  gave  thee  life  and  rescued  thee  from  death. 

John,  O,  twice  my  father,  twice  am  I  thy  son! 
The  life  thou  gavest  me  first  was  lost  and  aone, 
Till  with  thy  warlike  sword,  despite  of  fate. 
To  my  determined  time  thou  gavest  new  date. 

Tal,  When  from  the  Dauphin's  crest  thy  sword  struck 
fire,  10 

It  warm'd  Ihy  father's  heart  with  proud  desire 
Of  bold-faced  victory.    Then  leaden  age, 
Quicken'd  with  youthful  spleen  and  warlike  rage, 
Beat  down  Alcn9on,  Orleans,  Burgundy, 
And  from  the  pride  of  Gallia  rescued  thee. 
The  ireful  bastard  Orleans,  that  drew  blood 
From  thee,  my  boy,  and  had  the  maidenhood 
Of  thy  first  fight,  I  soon  encountered. 
And  mterchanging  blows  I  quickly  shed 
Some  of  his  bastard  blood;  and  in  disgrace  20 

Bespoke  him  thus:  *' Contaminated,  base 
Ana  misbegotten  blood  I  spill  of  thine, 
Mean  and  right  poor,  for  that  pure  blood  of  mine 
Which  thou  didst  force  from  Talbot,  my  brave  boy:'* 
Here,  purposing  the  Bastard  to  destroy. 
Came  in  strong  rescue.     Speak,  thy  father's  care, 
Art  thou  not  weary,  John?  how  dost  thou  fare? 
Wilt  thou  yet  leave  the  battle,  boy,  and  fly, 
Now  thou  art  seal'd  the  son  of  chivalry? 
Fly,  to  revenge  my  death  when  I  am  aead:  80 

The  help  of  one  stands  me  in  little  stead. 
/  O.  too  much  folly  is  it,  well  I  wot, 
To  hazard  all  our  lives  in  one  small  boat  I 
If  I  to-day  die  not  with  Frenchmen's  rage, 
To-morrow  I  shall  die  with  mickle  age: 
By  me  they  nothing  gain  an  if  I  stay; 
'1  is  but  the  shortening  of  my  life  one  day: 
In  thee  thy  mother  dies,  our  household's  name, 
^ly  death's  revenge,  thy  youth,  and  England's  fame: 
AH  these  and  more  we  hazard  by  thy  stay;  ^0 

All  these  arc  saved  if  thou  wilt  fly  away. 

J^n,  The  sword  of  Orleans  hath  not  made  mc  smart; 
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These  words  of  yours  draw  life-blood  from  my  heart: 

Ou  that  advantage,  bousht  with  such  a  sliame, 

To  save  a  paltry  life  and  slav  bright  fame, 

Before  young  lalbot  from  old  Talbot  fly. 

The  coward  horse  that  bears  me  fall  and  die! 

And  like  me  to  the  peasant  boys  of  France, 

To  be  shame's  scorn  and  subiect  of  miscbaDcel 

Surely,  by  all  the  glory  you  have  won,  60 

An  if  I  fly,  I  am  not  Talbot's  son: 

Then  talk  no  more  of  flight,  it  is  no  boot; 

If  son  to  Talbot,  die  at  1  albot's  foot 

TcU.  Then  follow  thou  thy  desperate  sire  of  Oiete, 
Thou  Icanis;  thy  life  to  me  is  sweet: 
If  thou  wilt  fight,  fight  by  thy  father's  side; 
And,  commendable  proved,  let's  die  in  pride.        [ExeuwL 

Scene  VIL    Another  part  of  the  fidd. 
Alarum:  excursions.    Enter  old  Talbot  led  by  a  Servant. 

TaZ,  Where  is  my  other  life?  mine  own  is  gone; 
O,  Where's  young  Talbot?  where  is  valiant  John? 
Triumphant  death,  smear'd  with  captivity. 
Young  Talbot's  valour  makes  me  smile  at  thee: 
When  he  perceived  me  shrink  and  on  my  knee. 
His  bloody  sword  he  brandish'd  over  me, 
And,  like  a  hungry  lion,  did  commence 
Rough  deeds  of  rage  and  stern  impatience; 
But  when  my  an^ry  guardant  stood  alone, 
Tendering  my  rum  and  assail'd  of  none,  10 

Dizzy-eyed  fury  and  great  rage  of  heart 
Suddenly  made  him  from  my  side  to  start 
Into  the  clustering  battle  of  the  French ; 
And  in  that  sea  of  blood  my  boy  did  drench 
His  over-mounting  spirit,  and  there  died, 
J&y  Icarus,  my  blossom,  in  his  pride. 

Bern,  O  my  dear  lord,  lo,  where  your  son  is  borne! 

Enter  Soldiers,  with  the  body  of  young  Talbot. 

Tail.  Thou  antic  death,  which  laugh'st  us  here  to  scorn. 
Anon,  from  thy  insulting  tyranny,  21 

Coupled  in  bonds  of  perpetuity,  '   . 
Two  Talbots,  winced  through  the  lither  sky, 
In  thy  despite  shall  'scape  mortality. 
O  thou,  whose  wounds  become  hard-favoured  death. 
Speak  to  thy  father  ere  thou  yield  thy  breath  I 
Brave  death  by  speaking,  whether  he  will  or  no; 
Inutgine  him  a  Frenchman  and  thy  foe. 
Poor  boy  t  he  smiles,  methinks,  aa  who  should  flay. 
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Had  dcnth  lieeu  French,  then  de?itli  had  died  today 

Come,  come  and  hiy  him  in  his  father's  "arms : 

My  spirit  can  no  longer  bear  tliese  harms.  80 

Soldiers,  adieu !  1  lia^e  what  I  would  have, 

Now  my  old  arms  are  young  John  Talbot's  grave.      [Dies. 

Enter  Charles,  ALEN90N,  Burgundy,  Bastard, 
La  Pucelle,  and  forces. 

Char.  Had  York  and  Somerset  brought  rescue  in, 
We  should  have  found  a  bloody  day  of  this. 

Bast.  How  the  young  whelp  of  Talbot's,  raging-wood, 
Did  flesh  his  puny  sword  in  Frenchmen's  blood! 

Ihic.  Once  I  encounter'd  him,  and  thus  I  said: 
"Thou maiden  youth,  be  vanquished  by  a  maid:" 
But,  with  a  proud  maiestical  high  scorn, 
He  answer'd  thus:  **  Young  Talbot  was  not  bom 
To  be  the  pillage  of  a  giglot  wench :" 
So,  rushing  in  the  bowels  of  the  French, 
He  left  me  proudly,  as  unworthy  fight. 

Bar.  Doubtless  he  would  have  made  a  noble  knight; 
See,  where  he  lies  in  hearsed  in  the  arms 
Of  the  most  bloody  nurser  of  his  harms! 

Bast.  Hew  them  to  pieces,  hack  their  bones  asunder. 
Whose  life  was  England's  glory,  Gallia's  wonder. 

Char.  O,  no,  forbear!  for  that  which  we  have  fled 
During  the  life,  let  us  not  wrong  it  dead.  50 

Enter  Sir  William  Lucy,  attended;  Herald  of  the  French 

preceding. 

Lncy.  Herald,  conduct  me  to  the  Dauphin's  tent, 
To  know  who  hath  obtaiu'd  the  glory  of  the  day. 

Char.  On  what  submissive  message  art  thou  sent? 

Lucy.  Submission,  Dauphin!  'tis  a  mere  French  Word; 
We  English  warriors  wot  not  what  it  means. 
I  come  to  know  what  prisoners  thou  hast  ta'en 
And  to  survey  the  bodies  of  the  dead. 

Char.  For  prisoners  ask'st  thou?  hell  our  prison  is. 
But  tell  me  whom  thou  seek'st. 

Lucy.  But  whei-e's  the  great  Alcides  of  the  field,         00 
Valiant  Lord  Talbot,  Ean  of  Shrewsbury, 
Created,  for  liis  rare  success  in  arms, 
Great  Earl  of  Washford,  Waterford  and  Valence; 
Lord  Talbot  of  Goodrig  and  Urchinfield, 
Lord  Strange  of  Blackmere,  Lord  Verdun  of  Alton, 
Lord  Cromwell  of  Wingfield,  Lord  Fumival  of  Sheffield, 
The  thrice-victorious  Lord  of  Falconbridge; 
Knight  of  the  noble  order  of  Saint  George, 
Worthy  Saint  lAiohajfA  and  the  Golden  Fleece; 


BCENS  I.]  KING  HBNBY  YL  409 

Great  marshal  to  Henry  the  Sixlh  70 

Of  all  his  wars  within  the  realm  of  France? 

Pue.  Here  is  a  silly  stalely  style  indeed! 
The  Turk,  that  two  and  fifty  kingdoms  hath, 
Writes  not  so  tedious  a  style  as  this. 
Him  that  thou  magnifiest  with  all  these  titles 
Stinking  and  fly-blown  lies  here  at  our  feet. 

Lnci/.  Is  Talbot  slain,  the  Frenchmen's  only  scourge. 
Your  kingdom's  terror  and  black  Nemesis? 
O,  were  mine  eye-balls  into  bullets  turn'd, 
That  I  in  rage  might  shoot  them  at  your  faces!  80 

O,  that  I  could  but  call  these  dead  to  life! 
It  were  enough  to  fright  the  realm  of  France: 
Were  but  his  picture  left  amongst  you  here, 
It  would  amaze  the  proudest  of  you  all. 
Give  me  their  bodies,  that  I  may  bear  them  henco 
And  give  them  burial  as  beseems  their  worth. 

Puc.  I  think  this  upstart  is  old  Talbot's  ghost. 
He  speaks  with  such  a  proud  commanding  spirit. 
For  God's  sake,  let  him  have  'em ;  to  keep  them  here, 
They  would  but  stink,  and  putrefy  the  air.  90 

Char.  Go,  take  their  bodies  hence. 

Lucy.  Y\\  bear  them  hence ;  but  from  their  ashes  shall 
be  rear'd 
A  phoenix  that  shall  make  all  Franco  afeard. 

Char.  So  we  bo  rid  of  them,  do  with  'em  what  thou  wilt. 
And  now  to  Paris,  in  thir conquering  vein: 
All  will  be  ours,  now  bloody  'Talbot's  slain.  [Exeunt. 

ACT  V. 

ScENB  I.     London,     The  palace. 

Sennet    Enter  Kmo,  Gloucester,  and  Exbteb. 

King.  Have  you  perused  the  letters  from  the  pope, 
The  emperor  and  the  Earl  of  Armagnac? 

Olou.  I  have,  my  lord:  and  tlieir  intent  is  this: 
They  humbly  sue  unto  your  excellence 
To  have  a  godly  peace  conclude<l  of 
Between  the  realms  of  England  and  of  France. 

King,  How  doth  your  grace  affect  their  motion? 

Glou.  Well,  my  good  lord;  and  as  the  only  means 
To  stop  effusion  of  our  Christian  blood 
And  stiiblish  quietness  on  every  side.  10 

King.  Ay,  marry,  uncle;  for  I  always  thought 
It  was  both  impious  and  unnatural 
That  such  immanity  and  bloody  strife 
Should  reign  among  professors  of  one  faith. 
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OUnL,  Beside,  my  lord,  the  sooner  to  effect 
And  surer  bind  this  knot  of  amity, 
Tiie  Earl  of  Armngnac,  near  knit  to  Charles, 
A  man  of  great  authority  in  France, 
Proffers  his  only  daughter  to  your  grace 
In  marriage,  witli  a  large  and  sumptuous  dowry.  20 

King.  Marriage,  uncle!  alas,  my  years  are  young t 
And  fitter  is  my  study  and  my  books 
Than  wanton  dfalliance  with  a  paramour. 
Yet  call  the  ambassadors;  and,  as  you  please, 
So  let  them  have  their  answers  every  one: 
I  shall  be  well  content  with  any  choice 
Tends  to  God's  glory  and  my  country's  weal. 

Bnter  Wikchester  tn  CardinaVs  habit,  a  Legate  avd  Uro 

Ambassadors. 

Exe.  What  I  is  my  Lord  of  Winchester  instaird, 
And  called  unto  a  cardinaFs  degree? 
Then  I  perceive  that  will  be  verilied  80 

Henry  the  Fifth  did  sometime  prophesy, 
*'  If  once  he  come  to  be  a  cardinal, 
He'll  make  his  cap  co-equal  with  the  crown." 

King,  My  lords  ambassadors,  your  several  suits 
Have  been  consider'd  and  debated  on. 
Your  purpose  is  l)oth  good  and  reasonable; 
And  therefore  are  we  certainly  resolved 
To  draw  conditions  of  a  friendly  peace; 
Which  by  my  Lord  of  Winchester  we  mean 
Shall  be  transported  presently  to  Fiiiuce.  40 

Olou.  And  for  the  proffer  of  my  lord  your  master, 
I  have  inform'd  his  highness  so  at  large 
As  liking  of  the  lady's  virtuous  gifts. 
Her  beauty  and  the  value  of  her  ilowcr. 
He  doth  intend  she  shall  be  England's  queen. 

King.  In  argument  and  prooi  of  which  contract^ 
Bear  her  this  jewel,  pledge  of  my  affection. 
And  so,  my  lord  protector,  see  them  guarded 
And  safely  brought  to  Dover;  where  inshipp'd 
Commit  them  to  the  fortune  of  the  sea.  50 

\Exeunt  all  but  Wincheder  and  Legate, 

Win.  Stay,  my  lord  legate :  you  shall  first  receive 
The  sum  of  monev  which  I  promised 
Should  be  deliver  d  to  his  holiness 
For  clothing  me  in  these  grave  ornaments. 

Ijerf.  I  will  attend  upon  your  lordship's  leisure. 

Win. '  \Amle]  Now  Winchester  will  not  submit,  I  trow, 
Or  be  iiuerior  to  the  proudest  peer. 


J 
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Humphrey  of  Gloucester,  thou  shalt  well  perceive 

That,  neither  in  birth  or  for  authority, 

The  bishop  will  be  overborne  by  thee;  60 

ril  either  make  thee  stoop  and  bend  thy  knee. 

Or  sack  this  country  with  a  mutiny.  [Exeuni, 

Scene  II.     France,    Plains  in  Anjou, 

ErUer  Charles,  Burgundy,  ALBN90N,  Bastard,  Reig- 
NiER,  La  Pucelle,  and  forces, 

CJiar.  These  news,  my  lords,  may  cheer  our  drooping 
spirits: 
'Tis  said  the  stout  Parisians  do  revolt 
And  turn  again  unto  the  warlike  French, 

AUn,  Then  march  to  Paris,  royal  Charles  of  France, 
And  keep  not  back  your  powers  m  dalliance. 

pile.  Peace  be  amongst  them,  if  they  turn  to  us; 
Else,  ruin  combat  with  their  palaces! 

Enter  Scout. 

Scout.  Success  unto  our  valiant  general, 
And  happiness  to  his  accomplices! 

Char.  What  tidings  send  our  scouts?    I  prithee,  speak. 

8coiit.  The  English  army,  that  divided  was  11 

Into  two  parties,  is  now  conjoin'd  in  one. 
And  means  to  give  you  battle  presently. 

Cfiar,  Somewhat  too  sudden,  sirs,  the  warning  is; 
But  we  will  presently  provide  for  them. 

Bur.  I  trust  the  ghost  of  Talbot  is  not  there: 
Now  he  is  gone,  my  lord,  you  need  not  fear. 

Pue.  Of  all  base  passions,  fear  is  most  accursed. 
Command  the  conquest,  Charles,  it  shall  be  thine. 
Let  Henry  fret  and  all  the  world  repine.  20 

Char.  Then  on,  my  lords;  and  France  be  fortunate! 

[Exeunt, 

Scene  IH.     Before  Anffiers.  'i 

Alarum.    Excursions.    Enter  La  Pucelle. 

Pue.  The  regent  conquers,  and  the  Frenchmen  fly. 
Now  help,  ye  charming  spells  and  periapts; 
And  ye  choice  spirits  that  admonish  me 
And  give  me  signs  of  future  accidents.  [Thunder, 

You  speedy  helpers,  that  are  substitutes 
Under  the  lordly  monarch  of  the  north. 
Appear  and  aid  me  in  this  enterprise. 

Enter  Fiends, 
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This  spoedy  and  quick  appearance  argues  proof 

Of  your  accustom 'd  diligence  to  me. 

Kow,  yc  familiar  spirits,  tliat  are  cull'd  10 

Out  of  tlie  powerful  regions  under  earth. 

Help  me  this  ouce,  that  France  may  get  the  field. 

[I'hey  iccUky  and  speak  not. 
O,  hold  me  not  with  silence  over-long! 
"Where  I  was  wont  to  feed  you  with  my  blood, 
I'll  lop  a  member  off  and  give  it  you 
In  earnest  of  a  further  benefit, 
So  you  do  condescend  to  help  me  now. 

[TTiey  hang  their  headt. 
No  hope  to  have  redress?    My  body  shall 
Pay  recompense,  if  you  will  grant  my  suit. 

[7  hey  shake  their  heads. 
Cannot  my  body  nor  blood-sacrifice  20 

Entreat  you  to  your  wonted  furtherance? 
Then  take  niy  soul,  my  bodj',  soul  and  all, 
Before  tliat  England  give  the  French  the  foil. 

[T?iey  depart. 
See,  they  forsake  me !    Now  the  lime  is  come 
That  France  must  vail  her  lofty-plumed  crest 
And  let  her  head  fall  into  England's  lap. 
My  ancient  incantations  are  too  weak. 
And  hell  too  strong  for  me  to  buckle  with: 
Now,  France,  thy  glory  droopcth  to  the  dust  [Exit 

Excursions.    Re-enter  La  Pucelle  fighting  hand  to  Juind 
with  York:  La  Pccelle  is  taken.     The  French  fly. 

York.    Damsel  of  France,  I  think  I  have  you  fast:      SO 
Unchain  your  spirits  now  with  spelling  charms 
And  try  if  they  can  gain  your  liberty. 
A  goodly  prize,  fit  for  the  devil's  giacel 
See,  how  the  ugly  wench  doth  bend  her  brows, 
As  if  with  Circe  slie  would  change  my  shape! 

Piic.  Changed  to  a  worser  shape  thou  canst  not  be. 

York.  O,  Charles  the  Dauphin  is  a  proper  man; 
No  shape  but  his  can  please  your  dalnt}-  eye. 

Puc.  A  plaguing  mischief  light  on  cLuiics  and  thee! 
And  may  ye  both  be  suddenly  surprised  40 

By  blooay  hands,  in  sleeping  on  your  beds! 

York.  Fell  banning  hag,  enchantress,  hold  thy  tongue! 

Piic.  I  prithee,  give  me  leave  to  curse  awhile. 

York,  Curse,  miscreant,  when  thou  comest  to  the  stake. 

[Exeunt. 

Alarum,  Enter  Suffolk,  wiUi  MABaAiiBT  in  his  hand. 
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8uf,  Be  what  thou  wilt,  Ibou  art  my  prisoner. 

[Oazes  on  her, 

0  fairest  beauty,  do  not  f^ar  nor  fly ! 

For  I  will  touch  thee  but  with  reverent  hands; 

1  kiss  these  fingers  for  eternal  peace. 
And  lay  tlieiii  gently  on  tliy  tender  side. 

Who  art  tliou?  say,  that  I  may  honour  thee.  50 

Mar.  Margaret  my  name,  and  dauiglitcr  to  a  king, 
The  King  of  Niiples.  whosoe'r  thou  art. 

8uf.  An  earl  I  am,  and  Suffolk  am  I  caird. 
Be  not  offended ;  nature's  miracle, 
Thou  art  allotted  to  be  ta'en  by  me: 
So  doth  the  swan  her  downy  cygnets  save. 
Keeping  them  prisoner  underneath  her  wings. 
Yet,  if  this  servile  usage  once  offend. 
Go  and  be  free  again  as  Suffolk's  friend.  [Sheisffoi'nff, 

O,  stay!    I  have  no  power  to  let  her  pass;  60 

My  hand  would  free  her,  but  my  heart  says  no. 
As  plays  the  sun  upon  the  glassy  streams, 
Twinkling  another  counterfeited  beam, 
So  seems  this  gorgeous  beauty  to  mine  eyes. 
Fuin  would  I  woo  her,  yet  I  dare  not  speak: 
1*11  call  for  pen  and  ink,  and  write  my  mind. 
Fie,  de  la  Pole!  disable  not  thyself; 
Hast  not  a  tongue?  is  she  not  here? 
Wilt  thou  be  daunted  at  a  woman's  sight? 
Ay,  beauty's  princely  majesty  is  such,  70 

Confounds  the  tongue  and  makes  the  senses  rou^i. 

Mar,  Say,  Earl  of  Suffolk — if  thy  name  bo  so — 
What  ransom  must  I  pay  before  I  pass? 
For  I  perceive  I  am  thy  prisoner. 

Suf.  How  canst  thou  tell  she  will  deny  thy  suit. 
Before  thou  make  a  trial  of  her  love? 

Mar.  Wiiy  speak'st  thou  not?  what  ransom  must  I  pay? 

Suf,  She's  beautiful  and  therefore  to  be  woo'd; 
She  is  a  woman,  therefore  to  be  won. 

Mar,  Wilt  thou  accept  of  ransom?  yea.  or  no. 

Suf.  Fond  man,  remember  that  thou  hast  a  wife;         80 
Then  how  can  Margaret  be  thy  paramour? 

Mar,  I  were  best  to  leave  him,  for  he  will  not  hear. 

Suf,  There  all  is  marr'd;  there  lies  a  cooling  card. 

3far,  He  talks  at  random;  sure,  the  man  is  mad. 

Suf.  And  yet  a  dispensation  may  be  had. 

Mar,  And  yet  I  would  that  you  would  answer  me. 

Suf.    rn  win  this  Lady  Mnrgaret.  For  whom? 
Why,  for  my  king:  tush,  that's  a  wooden  thing! 

Mar.  He  talks  of  wood:  it  is  some  carpenter.  90 
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8uf,  Yet  so  my  fancy  may  be  satisfied, 
And  i>eace  establisbed  between  tbese  realms. 
But  there  remains  a  scruple  in  tbat  too; 
For  though  her  father  be  the  Kiiig  of  Naples, 
Duke  of  Anjou  and  Maine,  yet  is  he  poor, 
And  our  nobility  will  scorn  the  match. 

Mar.  Hear  yc,  captain,  are  you  not  at  leisure? 

Siff.  It  shall  be  so,  disdain  they  ne'er  so  much: 
Henry  is  youthful  and  will  quickly  yield. 
Madam,  1  have  a  secret  to  reveal.       •  100 

Mar,  What  though  I  be  enthrall'd?  he  seems  a  knight. 
And  will  not  any  way  dishonour  me. 

Suf.  Lady,  vouchsafe  to  listen  what  I  say. 

Mar.  Perhaps  I  shall  be  rescued  by  the  French; 
And  then  I  need  not  crave  his  courtesy. 

Si^f.  Sweet  madam,  give  me  hearing  in  a  cause — 

Mar.  Tush,  women  have  been  captivate  ere  now. 

Suf.  Lady,  wherefore  talk  you  so? 

Mar.  I  cry  you  mercy,  'tis  but  Quid  for  Quo, 

Suf.  Say,  gentle  princess,  would  you  not  suppose      110 
Your  bondage  happy  to  be  made  a  queen? 

Mar.  To  be  a  queen  in  bondage  is  more  vile 
Than  is  a  slave  in  base  servility; 
For  princes  should  be  free. 

Suf.  And  so  shall  you, 

If  happy  England's  royal  king  be  free. 

Mar.  Why,  what  concerns  his  freedom  unto  me? 

Suf,  1*11  undertake  to  make  thee  Henry's  queen, 
To  put  a  golden  sseptre  in  thy  hand 
And  set  a  precious  crown  upon  thy  head. 
If  thou  wilt  condescend  to  be  my — 

Mar.  What?  120 

Suf.  His  love. 

Mar.  1  am  unworthy  to  be  Henry's  wife. 

Suf,  No,  gentle  mauam;  I  unworthy  am 
To  woo  so  fair  a  dame  to  be  his  wife 
And  have  no  portion  in  the  choice  myself. 
How  say  you,  madam,  are  ye  so  content? 

Mar.  An  if  my  father  please,  I  am  content. 

Suf.  Then  call  our  captains  and  our  colours  forth. 
And,  madam,  at  your  father's  castle  walls 
We'll  crave  a  parley,  to  confer  with  him.  130 

A  jMrlcy  sounded.    Enter  Reigxier  on  the  toalU, 

See,  Reignier,  see,  thy  daughter  prisoner! 
Jieig.  To  whom? 
Siif.  To  me. 
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Beig.  Suffolk,  what  remedy? 

I  am  a  soldier  and  unapt  to  weep 
Or  to  exclaim  on  fortune's  fickleness. 

Suf,  Yes,  there  is  remedy  enougli,  my  lord: 
Consent,  and  for  thy  honour  give  consent, 
Thy  daughter  shall  be  wedded  to  my  king; 
Whom  I  with  pain  have  woo'd  and  won  thereto; 
And  this  her  easy -held  imprisonment 
Hath  gain'd  thy  daughter  princely  liberty.  140 

Reig.  Speaks  Suffolk  as  he  thinks? 

Suf.  Fair  Margaret  knows 

That  Suffolk  doth  not  flatter,  face,  or  feign. 

Beig,  Upon  thy  princely  warrant,  I  descend 
To  giye  thee  answer  of  thy  just  demand. 

[Exit from  the  waUs. 

Suf.  And  here  I  will  expect  thy  commg. 

Trumpets  sound.    Enter  Reiqkieu,  behio. 

Reig.  "Welcome,  brave  carl,  into  our  territories: 
Command  in  Anjou  what  your  honour  pleases. 

Suf.  Thanks,  Keignier,  happy  for  so  sweet  a  child, 
Fit  to  be  made  companion  with  a  king:  150 

What  answer  makes  your  grace  unto  my  suit? 

Beig.  Since  thou  dost  deign  to  woo  her  little  worth 
To  be  the  princely  bride  of  such  a  lord; 
Upon  condition  I  may  quietly 
Enjoy  mine  own,  the  country  Maine  and  Anjou, 
Free  from  oppression  or  the  stroke  of  war, 
My  daughter  shall  be  nenr>'*s,  if  he  please. 

Suf.  That  is  her  ransom;  I  deliver  her; 
And  those  two  counties  I  will  undertake 
Your  grace  shall  well  and  quietly  enjoy. 

Eeig.  And  I  again,  in  Henry's  royal  name,  160 

As  deputy  unto  that  gracious  king, 
Qive  thee  her  hand,  for  sign  of  plighted  faith. 

Siuf.  Reignier  of  France,  I  give  thee  kingly  thanks. 
Because  this  is  in  traffic  of  a  kin^. 
jAside]  And  yet,  methinks,  I  could  be  well  content 
To  be  mine  own  attorney  in  this  case. 
IMl  over  then  to  England  with  this  news, 
And  make  this  marriage  to  be  solemnized. 
So  farewell,  Rcignier:  set  this  diamond  safe 
In  golden  palaces,  as  it  becomes.  170 

lieig.  I  (fo  embrace  thee,  as  I  would  embrace 
The  Christian  prince.  King  Henry,  were  he  here. 

Mar.  Farewell,  my  lord :  good  wishes,  praise  and  prayers 
Shall  Suffolk  ever  have  of  Margaret.  [Oolng. 
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8uf.  Farewell,  Bweet  madam:  but  hark  you,  Margaret; 
No  princely  commendations  to  my  king? 

Mar,  Such  commendations  as  l)ecome8  a  maid, 
A  virgin  and  his  servant,  say  to  Iiim. 

Suf.  Words  sweetly  placed  and  modestly  directed. 
But,  madam,  I  must  trouble  you  again ;  180 

No  loving  token  to  his  majesty? 

Mar.  Yes,  my  ijood  lord,  a  pure  unspotted  heart, 
Never  yet  taint  with  love,  I  send  the  king. 

Suf.  And  this  withal.  [Kiaacaher, 

Mar.  That  for  thyself:  I  will  not  so  presume 
To  send  such  peevish  tokens  to  a  king. 

[Exeunt  Ueignier  and  Margaret, 

Suf.  O,  wert  thou  for  myself!  But,  Suffolk,  stay; 
Thou  ma^st  not  wander  in  that  labyrinth; 
There  Mmotaurs  and  ugly  treasons  lurk. 
Solicit  Henry  with  her  wondrous  praise:  190 

Bethink  thee  on  her  virtues  that  surmount. 
And  natural  graces  that  extinguish  art; 
Kepeat  their  semblance  often  on  the  seas. 
That,  when  thou  comest  to  kneel  at  Henry's  feet, 
Thou  mayst  bereave  him  of  his  wits  with  wonder.    [EeiL 

ScEXK  IV.     Camp  of  tlie  Duke  of  Y'okk  in  Anjou. 

Enter  York,  Warwick,  and  others. 

York.  Bring  forth  that  sorceress  condemn'd  to  burn. 
Enter  La  Pucelle,  guarded,  and  a  Shepherd. 

Shep.  Ah,  Joan,  this  kills  thy  father's  heart  outright! 
Have  I  sought  every  country  far  and  near. 
And,  now  it  is  my  chance  to  find  thee  out. 
Must  I  behold  thy  timeless  cruel  death? 
Ah.  Joan,  sweet  daughter  Joan,  I'll  die  witlitlicci 

Pue.  Decrepit  miser!  base  ignoble  wretch! 
I  am  descended  of  a  gentler  blood: 
Thou  art  no  father  nor  no  friend  of  mine. 

S?iep.  Out,  out!  My  lords,  an  please  you,  *tis  not  so;    10 
I  did  iKJget  her,  all  the  parish  knows: 
Her  mother  liveth  yet,  can  testify 
She  was  the  first  fruit  of  my  bachclorslnp. 

War.  Graceless!  wilt  thou  deny  thy  parentage? 

York.  This  iirgucs  what  her  kind  of  life  hath  been. 
Wicked  and  vile;  and  so  her  death  concludes. 

S/icp.  Fie,  Joan,  that  thou  wilt  be  so  obstacle! 
God  knows  thou  art  a  collop  of  my  ilesh; 
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And  for  thy  sake  have  I  shed  many  a  tear: 

Deny  me  not,  I  prithee,  gentle  Joan.  20 

Pice.  Peasant,  avaunti  y^ou  have  suborn'd  this  man, 
Of  purpose  to  obscure  my  noble  birth. 

8hep,  Tis  true,  I  gave  a  noble  to  the  priest 
The  morn  that  I  was  wedded  to  her  mother. 
Kneel  down  and  take  my  blessing,  good  mj[  girl. 
Wilt  thou  not  stoop?    Now  cursed  be  the  time 
Of  thy  nativity!    I  would  the  milk 
Thy  mother  gave  thee  when  thou  suck'dst  her  breast, 
j  Had  been  a  little  ratsbane  for  thy  sake! 

I  Or  else,  when  thou  didst  keep  my  lambs  afield,  80 

I  wish  some  ravenous  wolf  had  eaten  thee! 
Dost  thou  deny  thy  father,  cursed  drub? 
O,  burn  her.  bura  her!  hanging  is  too  ^ood.  [Exit, 

Fork.  Take  her  away;  for  she  hath  lived  too  long. 
To  fill  the  world  with  vicious  qualities. 

Pac.  First,  let  me  tell  you  whom  you.  have  condemn'd: 
Not  me  l)egotten  of  a  shepherd  swam. 
But  issued  from  the  progeny  of  kings; 
Virtuous  and  holy,  chosen  from  above, 
By  inspiration  of  celestial  grace,  40 

To  work  exceeding  miracles  on  earth. 
I  never  had  to  do  with  wicked  spirits: 
But  you,  that  are  polluted  with  your  lusts, 
Stain'd  with  the  guiltless  blood  of  innocents. 
Corrupt  and  tainted  with  a  thousand  vices. 
Because  you  want  the  grace  that  others  have. 
You  judge  it  straight  a  thing  impossible 
To  compass  wonders  but  by  help  of  devils. 
No,  misconceived!     Joan  of  Arc  hath  been 
A  virgin  from  her  tender  infancy,  60 

Chaste  and  immaculate  in  very  thought: 
Whose  maiden  blood,  thus  rigorously  effused, 
Will  cry  for  vengeance  at  the  gates  of  heaven. 

York.  Ay,  ay :  away  with  her  to  execution ! 

War.  And  hark  ye,  sir;  because  she  is  a  maid, 
Spare  for  no  faggots,  let  there  be  enow: 
Place  barrels  o^  pitch  upon  the  fatal  stake. 
That  so  her  torture  may  be  sliortened. 

Pae.  Will  nothing  turn  your  unrelenting  hearts? 
Then,  Joan,  discover  thine  infirmity,  00 

•    That  warranteth  by  law  to  be  thy  privilege. 
I  am  with  child,  ye  bloody  homiciucs: 
Murder  not  then  the  fruit  within  my  womb, 
Although  ve  hale  me  to  a  violent  death. 

York.  Now  heaven  forfcnd!  the  holy  maid  with  child! 

8IIAK.   II.— 14 
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War.  The  greatest  miracle  that  e'er  ye  wrought: 
Is  all  your  strict  prcciscness  come  to  this? 

York.  Slie  and  the  Duuplvn  Imve  been  juggling: 
I  did  imagine  wliat  would  be  licr  refuge. 

Wtir.   Well,  go  to;  we'll  have  no  bastaids  live;  70 

Especially  since  Charles  must  father  it. 

Ptie.  \ou  are  deceived;  my  child  is  none  of  his: 
It  was  Alenpon  that  cnjoy'd  my  love. 

Yorkr,  Al6n9onI  that  notorious  Machiavel  I 
It  dies,  an  if  it  had  a  thousand  lives. 

Puc.  O,  give  me  leave,  I  have  deluded  you : 
*Twas  neither  Charles  nor  yet  the  duke  I  named. 
But  Reignier,  king  of  Naples,  that  prevail'd. 

War.  A  married  man!  tlmt's  most  intolerable. 

York.  Why,  here's  a  girl!  I  think  she  knows  not  well. 
There  were  so  many,  whom  she  may  accuse.  81 

War.  It's  sign  she  hath  been  liberal  and  free. 

York.  And  yet,  forsooth,  «he  is  a  virgin  pure. 
Strumpet,  thy  words  condemn  thy  brat  and  thee: 
Use  no  entrcaly,  for  it  is  in  vain. 

Puc.  Then  lead  me  hence;  with  whom  I  leave  my  curse: 
May  never  glorious  sun  reflex  his  beams 
Upon  the  country  where  you  make  abode; 
But  darkness  and  the  gloomy  shade  of  death 
Environ  you,  till  mischief  and  despair  90 

Drive  you  to  break  your  necks  or  hang  yourseltes! 

[Exit,  guarded. 

York.  Break  thou  in  pieces  and  consume  to  ashes. 
Thou  foul  accursed  minister  of  hcUl 

Enter  Cardinal  Beattport,  Bishop  of  Winchester, 

attended. 

Car.  Lord  regent,  I  do  greet  your  cxcellenco 
With  letters  of  commission  from  the  king. 
For  know,  my  lords,  the  states  of  Christendom, 
Moved  with  remorse  of  these  outrageous  broils. 
Have  earnestly  implored  a  general  peace 
Betwixt  our  nation  and  the  aspiring  French ; 
And  here  at  hand  the  Dauphin  and  his  train  100 

Approachetii,  to  confer  aboi^t  some  matter. 

York.  Is  all  our  travail  turn'd  to  this  effect? 
After  the  slaughter  of  so  many  peers, 
So  many  captains,  gentlemen  and  soldiers, 
That  in  tills  quarrel  have  been  overthrown 
And  sold  their  bodies  for  their  country's  benefit, 
Shall  we  at  last  conclude  effeminate  peace? 
Have  we  not  lost  most  part  of  all  the  towns, 
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By  treason,  falsehood  and  by  treachery, 

Our  great  progenitors  had  conquered?  110 

O,  Warwick,  Warwick!    I  foresee  with  grief 

The  utter  loss  of  all  the  realm  of  France. 

War.  Be  patient,  York:  if  we  conclude  a  peace. 
It  shall  be  with  such  strict  and  severe  covenants 
As  little  shall  the  Frenchmen  gain  thercb3^ 

Enter  Charles,  ALE2790N,  Bastard,  Reionieb  arid  other%, 

C/iar,  Since,  lords  of  England,  it  is  thus  agreed 
That  peaceful  truce  shall  be  proclaim*d  in.  France, 
We  come  to  be  informed  by  yourselves 
What  the  conditions  of  that  league  must  be. 

York.  Speak,  Winchester;  for  boiling choler chokes    120 
Tlie  hollow  passage  of  my  poison*d  voice. 
By  sight  of  these  our  baleful  enemies. 

Win.  Charles,  and  the  rest,  it  is  enacted  thus: 
That,  in  regard  King  Henry  gives  consent. 
Of  mere  compassion  and  of  lenitv, 
To  ease  your  country  of  distressful  war. 
And  suffer  you  to  breathe  in  fruitful  peace. 
You  shall  become  time  liegemen  to  his  crown: 
And,  Charles,  upon  condition  thou  wilt  swear 
To  pay  him  tribute,  and  submit  thyself,  180 

Thou  shalt  Iks  placed  as  viceroy  uncler  him. 
And  still  enjoy  thy  regal  dignity. 

Alen.  Must  lie  be  then  as  shadow  of  himself? 
Adorn  his  temples  with  a  coronet. 
And  yet,  in  substance  and  authority. 
Retain  but  privilege  of  a  private  man? 
This  proffer  is  absurd  ancl  reasonless. 

Cliar.  Tis  known  already  that  I  am  possess*d 
"With  more  than  half  the  Gallian  territories. 
And  therein  reverenced  for  their  lawful  king:  140 

Shall  I,  for  lucre  of  the  rest  unvauquish*d, 
Detract  so  much  from  that  prerogative. 
As  to  be  call'd  but  viceroy  of  the  whole? 
No,  lord  ambassador,  I'll  rather  keep 
That  which  I  have  than,  coveting  for  more. 
Be  ciist  from  possibility  of  all. 

York.  Insulting  Charles!  hast  thou  by  secret  means 
Used  intercession  to  obtain  a  league. 
And,  now  the  matter  grows  to  compromise, 
Stand'st  thou  aloof  upon  comparison?  150 

Either  accept  the  title  thou  usurp'st, 
Of  benefit  proceeding  from  our  king 
And  not  of  any  challenge  of  desert, 
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Or  we  will  plague  thee  with  incessant  wars. 

Beig.  My  lord,  you  do  not  well  in  obstinacy 
To  cavil  in  the  course  of  this  contract; 
If  once  it  be  neglected,  ten  to  one 
We  shall  not  find  like  opportunity. 

2ilen.  To  say  the  truth,  it  is  your  policy 
To  save  your  subjects  from  sucii  massacre  100 

And  ruthless  slaughters  as  are  daily  seen 
By  our  proceeding  in  hostility; 
And  therefore  take  this  compact  of  a  truce, 
Although  you  break  it  when  your  pleasure  serves. 

War,  How  say'st  thou,  Charles?  shall  our  condition 
stand? 

CJiar,  It  shall ; 
Only  reserved,  you  claim  no  interest 
In  any  of  our  towns  of  garrison. 

York.  Then  swear  allegiance  to  his  majesty. 
As  thou  art  knight,  never  to  disobey  170 

Nor  be  rebellious  to  the  crown  of  England, 
Thou,  nor  thy  nobles,  to  the  crown  of  England. 
So,  now  dismiss  your  army  when  ye  please; 
Hang  up  your  ensigns,  let  your  drums  be  still. 
For  heixj  we  entertain  a  soJenm  peace.  {Exeunt 

ScjCNB  y.    London,     The  palace. 
Enter  Suffolk  in  conference  with  iJie  King,  Gloucbsteii 

aiid  EXETEK. 

King,  Your  wondrous  rare  description,  noble  earl. 
Of  beauteous  Margaret  hath  astonished  me : 
Her  virtues  graced  with  external  gifts 
Do  breed  love's  settled  passions  in  my  heart: 
And  like  as  rigour  of  tempestuous  gusts 
Provokes  the  mightiest  hulk  against  the  tide. 
So  am  I  driven  by  breath  of  her  renown 
Either  to  suffer  shipwreck  or  arrive 
Where  I  may  have  fruition  of  her  love. 

Suf.  Tush,  my  good  lord,  this  superficial  tale  10 

Is  but  a  preface  of  her  worthy  praise; 
The  chief  perfections  of  that  lovely  dame. 
Had  I  sufficient  skill  to  utter  them, 
Would  make  a  volume  of  enticing  lines, 
Able  to  ravish  any  dull  conceit: 
And,  which  is  more,  she  is  not  so  divine. 
So  full-replete  with  choice  of  all  delights,  ^^ 

But  with  as  humble  lowliness  of  mind 


BCEWB  v.]  KING  IIENRY  VI.  42l 

She  is  content  to  be  at  your  command; 

Command,  I  mean,  of  virtuous  chaste  intents,  20 

To  love  and  honour  Henry  as  lier  lord. 

King.  And  otherwise  will  Henry  ne'er  presume. 
Therefore,  my  lord  protector,  give  consent 
That  Margaret  may  be  England's  royal  queen. 

Qhu.  So  should  I  give  consent  to  flatter  sin. 
You  know,  my  lord,  your  highness  is  betrothed 
Unto  another  lady  of  e&toem: 
How  shall  we  then  dispense  with  that  contract, 
And  not  deface  your  honour  with  reproach? 

Saf,  As  doth  a  ruler  with  unlawful  oaths;  SO 

Or  one  that,  at  a  triumph  having  vow'd 
To  try  his  strength,  forsake th  yet  the  lists 
By  reason  of  his  adversary's  odds: 
The  poor  earl's  daughter  is  unequal  odds. 
And  therefore  may  be  broke  without  offence. 

Oloa.  Why,  what,  I  pray,  is  Margarct  more  than  that? 
Her  father  is  no  better  than  an  earl, 
Although  in  glorious  titles  he  excel. 

Saf.   Yes,  mv  lord,  her  father  is  a  king, 
The  King  of  Naples  and  Jerusalem;  40 

And  of  such  great  authority  in  France 
As  his  alliance  will  confirm  our  peace 
And  keep  the  Frenchmen  in  allegiance. 

Oloa.  And  so  the  earl  of  Armagnf.c  may  do, 
Because  he  is  near  kinsman  unto  Charles. 

Eee.  Beside,  his  wealth  doth  warrant  a  liberal  dower, 
Where  Reignier  sooner  will  receive  than  give. 

Saf.  A  dower,  my  lord!  disgrace  not  so  your  king, 
That  he  should  be  so  abject,  base  and  poor, 
To  choose  for  wealth  and  not  for  perfect  love.  50 

Henry  is  able  to  enrich  his  queen 
And  not  to  seek  a  queen  to  make  him  rich: 
So  worthless  peasants  bargain  for  their  wives. 
As  market-men  for  oxen,  sheep,  or  horse, 
f  Marriage  is  a  matter  of  more  worth 
Thau  to  be  dealt  in  by  attorney.ship; 
Not  whom  we  will,  but  whom* his  grace  affects. 
Must  betompanion  of  his  nupthil  i)ed: 
And  therefore,  lords,  since  he  affects  her  most, 
It  most  of  all  these  reasons  bindetli  us,  60 

In  our  opinions  she  should  l)c  preferred. 
For  what  is  wedlock  forced  but  a  hell. 
An  age  of  discord  and  continual  strife? 
Whereas  the  contrary  briugeth  bliss. 
And  is  a  pattern  of  celestial  peace. 
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Whom  should  we  match  with  Henry,  being  a  king» 

But  Margaret,  that  is  daughter  to  a  king? 

Her  peerless  feature,  joined  with  her  birth. 

Approves  her  fit  for  none  but  for  a  king: 

Her  valiant  courage  and  undaunted  spirit,  70 

More  than  in  women  commonly  is  seen,* 

Will  answer  our  hope  in  issue  of  a  king; 

For  Henry,  son  unto  a  conqueror. 

Is  likely  to  beget  more  conquerors. 

If  with  a  lady  of  so  high  resolve 

As  is  fair  Margaret  he  be  linked  in  love. 

Then  yield,  my  lords;  and  here  conclude  with  me 

That  Margaret  shall  be  queen,  and  none  but  she. 

King.  Whether  it  be  through  force  of  your  report, 
My  noble  Lord  of  Suffolk,  or  for  that  80 

3Iy  tender  youth  was  never  yet  attaint 
With  any  passion  of  inflaming  love, 
I  cannot  tell;  but  this  I  am  assured, 
I  feel  such  sharp  dissension  in  my  breast. 
Such  fierce  alarums  both  of  hope  and  fear. 
As  I  am  sick  with  working  of  my  thoughts. 
Take,  therefore,  shipping;  cost,  my  lord,  to  France; 
Agree  to  any  covenants,  ana  procure 
That  Lady  Margaret  do  vouchsafe  to  come 
To  cross  the  seas  to  England  and  be  crown'd  90 

King  Henry's  faithful  and  anointed  queen: 
For  your  expenses  and  sufficient  charge,. 
Among  the  people  gather  up  a  tenth. 
Pe  gone,  I  say;  for,  till  you  do  return,  / 

I  rest  perplexed  with  a  thousand  cares. 
And  you,  good  uncle,  b&nish  all  offence: 
If  you  do  censure  me  by  what  you  were. 
Not  what  you  are,  I  know  it  will  excuse 
This  sudden  execution  of  my  will. 

And  so,  conduct  me  where,  from  company,  100 

I  may  revolve  and  ruminate  my  grief.  [Exit. 

Qiou,  Ay,  grief,  I  fear  me.  both  at  first  and  last. 

[Exeunt  Oloucester  and  Exeter. 

8uf.  Tlien  Suffolk  hath  prcvaiTd;  and  thus  he  goes. 
As  did  the  youthful  Paris  once  to.  Greece, 
With  hope  to  find  the  like  event  in  love, 
But  prosper  better  than  the  Trojan  did. 
Margaret  shall  now  bo  queen,  and  rule  the  king: 
But  1  will  rule  both  her,  the  king  and  realm.  [ExiL 
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A  Spirit 


Scene:  England, 

ACT  I. 

Scene  I.    London.     TJie  palace. 

Flourish  of  trumpets:  tJien  Juiutboys,  Enter  Vie  EiNO,  Ilirar. 
pniiEY,  Duke  of  Gloucester,  Salisbury,  Warwick, 
and  Cardinal  Beaufort,  on  tJie  one  side;  the  Queen, 
Suffolk,  York,  Somerset,  and  Buckingham,  on  the 
ot/ier. 

8uf.  As  by  your  high  imperial  majesty 
I  had  ia  charge  at  my  depart  for  France, 

(428) 
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As  procurator  to  your  excellence. 

To  marry  Princess  Margaret  for  your  grace, 

So,  in  the  famous  ancient  citv  Tours, 

In  presence  of  the  Kings  of  Franco  and  Sicil, 

Tlie  Dukes  of  Orleans,  Calaber,  Bretagne  and  Alen^on, 

Seven  earls,  twelve  barons  and  twenty  reverend  bishops, 

I  have  performed  my  task  and  was  espoused : 

And  humbly  now  upon  my  bended  knee,  10 

In  sight  of  England  and  her  lordly  peers, 

Deliver  up  my  title  in  the  queen  < 

To  your  most  gracious  hands,  that  arc  the  substance 

Of  that  great  shadow  I  did  represent: 

The  happiest  gift  that  ever  marquess  gave. 

The  fairest  queen  that  ever  king  received. 

King.  Suffolk,  arise.    Welcome,  Queen  Margaret: 
I  can  express  no  kinder  sign  of  love. 
Than  this  kind  kiss.     O  Lord,  that  lends  me  life, 
Lend  me  a  heart  replete  with  thankfulness!  80 

For  thou  hast  given  me  in  this  beauteous  faco 
A  world  of  earthly  blessings  to  my  soul, 
If  sympathy  of  love  unite  our  thoughts. 

Queen,  (ireat  King  of  England  and  my  gracious  lord. 
The  mutual  conference  that  my  mind  hath  had, 
By  day,  by  night,  waking  and  in  my  dreams. 
In  courtly  company  or  at  my  beads. 
With  you,  mine  aldcr-licfest  sovereign. 
Makes  me  the  bolder  to  salute  my  king 
With  ruder  terms,  such  as  my  wit  affords  80 

And  over-joy  of  heart  doth  minister. 

King,  Her  sight  did  ravish ;  but  her  grace  in  speech. 
Her  words  v-clad  with  wisdom's  majesty, 
Makes  me  from  wondering  fall  to  weeping  joys; 
Such  is  the  fulness  of  my  heart's  content. 
Lords,  with  one  cheerful  voice  welcome  my  love. 

AU  [kH'Celing].  Long  live  Queen  Margaret,  England's 
happiness! 

Queen.  We  thank  3'ou  all.  [Floui^h. 

Suf.  My  lord  protector,  so  it  please  your  grace, 
Here  are  the  articles  of  contracted  peace  40 

Between  our  sovereign  and  the  French  king  Charles, 
For  eighteen  months  concluded  by  consent. 

Olou.  [Rcftds]  "Imprimis,  It  is  agreed  between  the 
French  king  Charles,  and  William  de  la  Pole,  Marquess  of 
Suffolk,  ambassador  for  Henry  King  of  England,  ihat  the 
said  Henry  shall  espouse  the  Lady  Margaret,  daughter  uuto 
Reignier  King  of  Naples,  Siciliaand  Jerusalem,  and  crown 
her  Queen  of  England  ero  the  thirtieth  of  May  next  cusu- 
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ing.  Item,  that  the  duchy  of  Anjou  and  the  county  of 
Maine  sliall  be  released  and  delivered  to  the  king  her 
father" —  [Letfi  the  paper  fall. 

King.  Uncle,  how  now ! 

Gloa,  Pardon  me,  gracious  lord; 

Some  sudden  qualm  hath  struck  me  at  the  lieart 
And  dimm'd  mine  eyes,  that  I  can  read  no  further. 

King.  Uncle  of  Winchester,  I  pray,  read  on. 

Car.  [Readii]  "  Item,  It  is  further  agreed  between  them, 
that  tlie  duchies  of  Anjou  and  Maine  shall  be  released  and 
delivered  over  to  the  king  her  father,  and  she  sent  over  of 
the  King  of  England's  own  proper  cost  and  charges,  with- 
out having  any  dowry." 

King,  They  please  us  well.   Lord  marquess,  kneel  down : 
We  here  create  thee  the  first  duke  of  Suffolk, 
And  gird  thee  with  the  sword.     Cousin  of  York, 
We  here  discharge  your  grace  from  being  regent 
I'  the  parts  of  France,  till  term  of  eighteen  months 
Be  full  expired.     Thanks,  uncle  Winchester, 
Gloucester,  York,  Buckingham,  Somerset, 
Salisbury,  and  Warwick;  70 

We  thank  you  all  for  this  great  favour  done. 
In  entertainment  to  my  pnncely  queen. 
Come,  let  us  in,  and  with  all  speed  provide 
To  see  her  coronation  be  performed. 

[Exeunt  King,  Queen,  and  Suffolk, 

Ohu.  Brave  peers  of  England,  pillars  of  the  state. 
To  you  Duke  Humphrey  must  unload  his  grief. 
Your  grief,  the  common  grief  of  all  the  land. 
What!  did  my  brother  Henry  spend  his  youth, 
His  valour,  coin  and  people,  in  the  wars? 
Did  he  so  often  lodee  in  open  field,  80 

In  winter's  cold  and  summer's  parching  heat, 
To  conauer  France,  his  true  inheritance? 
And  did  my  brother  Bedford  toil  his  wits. 
To  keep  by  policy  what  Henry  got? 
Have  you  yourselves,  Somerset,  Buckincham. 
Brave  York,  Salisbury,  and  victorious  Warwick, 
Received  deep  scars  in  France  nnd  Normandy? 
Or  hath  mine  uncle  Beaufort  and  myself, 
With  all  the  learned  council  of  the  realm. 
Studied  so  long,  sat  in  the  council-house  90 

Early  and  late,  debating  to  and  fro 
How  France  and  Frcnclimen  might  be  kept  in  awe, 
And  had  his  highness  in  his  infancy 
Crowned  in  Paris  in  despite  of  fo3s? 
And  shall  theso  labours  and  these  honours  die? 
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Shall  Henry's  conquest,  Bedford's  vigilance. 
Your  deeds  of  war  and  all  our  counsel  die? 

0  peers  of  England,  shameful  is  this  league  1 
Fatal  this  marriage,  cancelling  your  fame, 

Blotting  your  names  from  books  of  memory,  100 

Kazin^  the  characters  of  your  renown, 
Defacmg  monuments  of  conquer'd  France, 
Undoing  all,  as  all  had  never  been! 

Car.  Nephew,  what  means  this  passionate  discourse,       | 
This  peroration  with  such  circumstance? 
For  France,  'tis  ours;  and  we  will  keep  it  still. 

Olou,  Ay,  uncle,  we  will  keep  it,  if  we  can; 
But  now  it  is  impossible  we  should: 
Suffolk,  the  new-made  duke  that  rules  tlie  roast. 
Hath  given  the  duchy  of  Anjou  and  Maine  ilO 

Unto  the  poor  King  Keignier,  whose  large  style 
Agrees  not  with  the  leanness  of  his  purse. 

Sal.  Now,  by  the  death  of  Him  that  died  for  all. 
These  counties  were  the  keys  of  Normandy. 
But  wherefore  weeps  Warwick,  my  valiant  son? 

War.  For  grief  that  they  are  past  recover}': 
For.  were  there  hope  to  conquer  them  again, 
My  sword  should  sned  hot  blood,  mine  eyes  no  tears. 
Anjou  and  Maine!  myself  did  win  them  both; 
Those  provinces  these  arms  of  mine  did  conquer:  120 

And  are  the  cities,  that  I  got  with  wounds, 
Deliver'd  up  again  with  peaceful  words? 
Mort  Dieu! 

York.  For  Suffolk's  duke,  may  he  be  suffocate, 
That  dims  the  honour  of  this  warlike  isle! 
France  should  have  torn  and  rent  my  very  heart, 
Before  I  would  have  yielded  to  this  league. 

1  never  read  but  England's  kings  have  had 
Lar^e  sums  of  gold  and  dowries  with  their  wives; 

And  our  King  Henry  gives  away  hisown,  180 

To  match  witli  her  that  brings  no  vantages. 

Olou,.  A  proper  jest,  and  never  heard  Defore, 
That  Suffolk  should  demand  a  whole  fifteenth 
For  costs  and  charges  in  transporting  her! 
She  should  have  stayed  in  France  and  starved  in  France, 
Before — 

Car.  J/ij  Lord  of  Gloucester,  now  ye  grow  too  hot: 
It  was  the  pleasure  of  my  lord  the  king. 

Glou.  My  Lord  of  Winchester,  I  know  your  mind; 
*Tis  not  my  speeches  that  you  do  mislike,  140 

But  'tis  my  presence  that  doth  trouble  ye. 
Hancour  will  out:  proud  prelate*  in  thy  faoe 


BCKNB  I.]  KING  HENRY  VI.  427 

I  see  thy  fury:  if  I  lon^r  atay,  ^ 

We  shall  begin  our  ancient  bickerings. 

Lordings,  farewell;  and  say,  when  1  am  gone, 

I  prophesied  France  witi  be  lost  ere  long.  [Exit, 

Car,  So,  there  goes  our  protector  in  a  rage. 
'Tis  known  to  you  he  is  mine  enemy. 
Nay,  more,  an  enemy  unto  you  all,  * 

And  no  great  friend,  I  fear  me,  to  the  king.  150 

Consider,  lords,  he  is  the  next  of  blood. 
And  heir  apparent  to  the  English  crown: 
Had  Henry  got  an  empire  by  his  marriage. 
And  all  the  wealthy  km^loms  of  the  west, 
There's  reason  he  shoula  be  displeased  at  it. 
Look  to  it,  lords;  let  not  his  smoothing  words 
Bewitch  your  hearts;  be  wise  and  circumspect. 
What  though  the  common  people  favour  him. 
Calling  him  '*  Humphrey,  the  good  Duke  of  Gloucester," 
Clapping  their  hands,  and  crying  with  loud  voice,         160 
'' Jesu  maintain  your  royal  excellence!" 
With  **Qod  preserve  the  ^ood  Duke  Humphrey  I" 
I  fear  rac,  lords,  for  all  this  flattering  gloss. 
He  will  be  found  a  dangerous  protector. 

Btuik.  Why  should  he,  then,  protect  our  sovereign, 
He  being  of  age  to  govern  of  himself? 
Cousin  of  Somerset,  join  you  with  me. 
And  all  together,  with  the  Duke  of  Suffolk, 
We'll  quickly  hoise  Duke  Humphrey  from  his  seat 

Car,  This  weighty  business  will  not  brook  delay;       170 
I'll  to  the  Duke  of  Suffolk  presently.  [Exit, 

8om,  Cousin  of  Buckingham,  though  Humphrey's  pride 
And  greatness  of  his  place  be  grief  to  us. 
Yet  let  us  w^atch  the  haughty  cardinal: 
His  insolence  is  more  intolerable 
Than  all  the  princes  in  the  land  beside: 
If  Gloucester  be  displaced,  he'll  be  protector. 

Buck.  Or  thou  or  I,  Somerset,  will  be  protector. 
Despite  Duke  Humphrey  or  the  cardinal. 

[Exeunt  Buckingham  and  Somerset 

Sal.  Pride  went  before,  ambition  follows  him.  180 

While  these  do  labour  for  their  own  preferment, 
Behoves  it  us  to  labour  for  the  realm. 
I  never  saw  but  Humphrey  Duke  of  Gloucester 
Did  bear  him  like  a  noble  gentleman. 
Oft  have  I  seen  the  haughty  cardinal, 
JMLore  like  a  soldier  than  a  man  o'  the  church. 
As  stout  and  proud  as  he  were  lord  of  all, 
Swear  like  a  rufllan  and  demean  himself 
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Unlike  the  ruler  of  a  commonweal. 

Warwick,  my  son,  the  comfort  of  my  age,  196 

Thy  deeds,  tliy  plainness  and  thy  housekeeping, 

Hath  won  the  greatest  favour  of  the  commons. 

Excepting  none  hut  good  Duke  Humphrey: 

And,  brother  York,  thy  acts  in  Ireland, 

In  bringing  them  to  civil  discipline, 

Thy  late  exploits  done  in  the  heart  of  France, 

When  thou  wert  regent  for  our  sovereign. 

Have  made  thee  fear*d  and  honoured  of  the  people: 

Join  we  together,  for  the  public  good, 

In  what  we  can,  to  bridle  and  suppress  200 

The  pride  of  Suffolk  and  the  cardinal. 

With  Somerset's  and  Buckingham's  ambition ; 

And,  as  we  may,  cherish  Duke  Humphrey's  deeds. 

While  they  do  tend  the  profit  of  the  land. 

War,  So  God  help  Warwick,  as  he  loves  the  land. 
And  common  profit  of  bis  country  I 

York.  [Aside]  And  so  says  York,  for  he  hath  greatest 
cause. 

Sal.  Then  let's  make  haste  away,  and  look  unto  the 
main. 

War.  Unto  the  main!    O  father,  Maine  is  lost; 
That  Maine  which  by  main  force  Warwick  did  win, 
And  would  have  kept  so  long  as  breath  did  last! 
Main  chance,  father,  you  meant ;  but  I  meant  Maine, 
Which  I  will  win  from  France,  or  else  be  slain. 

[Exeunt  Warwick  and  Salitbury. 

T&rk.  Anjou  and  Maine  are  given  to  the  French; 
Paris  is  lost;  the  state  of  Normandy 
Stands  on  a  tickle  point,  now  they  are  gone: 
Suffolk  conchided  on  the  articles. 
The  peers  agreed,  and  Henry  was  well  pleased 
To  change  two  dukedoms  for  a  duke's  fair  daughter. 
I  cannot  blame  them  all:  what  is't  to  them?  220 

'Tis  thine  they  give  away,  and  not  their  own. 
Pirates  may  make  cheap  pennyworths  of  their  pillage, 
And  purchase  friends  ana  give  to  courtezans. 
Still  revelling  like  lords  till  all  be  gone; 
While  as  the  silly  owner  of  the  goods 
Weeps  over  them  and  wrings  his  hapless  hands 
And  shakes  his  head  and  trembling  stands  aloof. 
While  all  is  shared  and  all  is  borne  away, 
ReiHl}'  to  sUirve  and  dare  not  touch  his  own : 
So  York  must  sit  and  fret  and  bite  his  tongue,  '  230. 

While  his  own  lands  arc  bargain'd  for  and  f^old. 
Methinks  the  realms  of  England,  France  aud  Irdland 
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Bear  that  proportion  to  my  flesh  and  blood 

As  did  the  fatal  brand  Althaea  burn*d 

Unto  the  prince's  heart  of  Calydon. 

Anion  and  Maine  both  given  unto  the  French  I 

Cold  ijcws  for  me,  for  1  had  liope  of  France, 

Even  as  I  have  of  fertile  England's  soil. 

A  day  will  come  when  York  shall  claim  his-own; 

And  therefore  I  will  take  the  Nevils'  parts  240 

And  make  a  show  of  love  to  proud  Duke  Humphrey, 

And,  when  I  spy  advantage,  claim  the  crown. 

For  that's  the  golden  mark  I  seek  to  hit: 

Nor  shall  proud  Lancaster  usurp  my  right. 

Nor  hold  the  sceptre  in  his  childish  flst, 

Nor  wear  the  diadem  upon  his  head, 

Whose  church-like  humours  fits  not  for  a  crown. 

Then,  York,  be  still  awhile,  till  time  do  serve: 

Watch  thou  and  wake  when  others  be  asleep. 

To  pry  into  the  secrets  of  the  state;  250 

Till  Henry,  surfeiting  in  joys  of  love. 

With  his  new  bride  and  England's  dear-bought  qtieen, 

And  Humphrey  with  the  peers  be  fall'u  at  jars: 

Then  will  I  raise  aloft  the  milk-white  rose. 

With  whose  sweet  smell  the  air  shall  be  perfumed; 

And  in  my  standard  bear  the  arms  of  York, 

To  erapple  with  the  house  of  Lancaster;  ^ 

And,  force  perforce,  1*11  make  him  yield  the  crown, 

Whose  bookish  rule  hath  puU'd  fair  England  down.  [ExU. 

Scene  IL    Tfie  Duke  of  Gloucester's  Aoum. 

Enter  Duke  Humphrey  and  his  wife  Eleanor. 

Daeh.  Why  droops  my  lord,  like  over-ripen*d  com, 
Hanging  the  head  at  Ceres' olenteous  load? 
Why  doth  the  great  Duke  Humphrey  knit  his  brows. 
As  frowninc  at  the  favours  of  the  world? 
Why^  are  thine  eyes  flx'd  to  the  sullen  earth, 
Gazmg  on  that  which  seems  to  dim  thy  sight? 
What  seest  thou  there?    King  Henry's  diadem. 
Enchased  with  all  the  honours  of  the  world? 
If  so,  gaze  on,  and  grovel  on  thy  face, 
L'ntil  thy  head  be  circled  with  the  same.  10 

Put  forth  tliy  hand,  reach  at  the  glorious  gold. 
What,  is't  too  short?    I'll  lengthen  it  with  mine; 
And,  having  both  together  heaved  it  up, 
We'll  both  together  lift  our  heads  to  heaven, 
And  never  more  abase  our  sight  so  low 
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As  to  vouchsafe  one  glance  unto  the  ground. 

Olou.  O  Nell,  sweet  Nell,  if  ihou  dost  love  thy  lord. 
Banish  the  canker  of  ambitious  thoughts. 
And  may  that  thought,  when  I  imagine  ill 
Against  my  king  and  nephew,  virtuous  Henry,  £0 

Be  my  last  breathing  in  this  mortal  world ! 
My  troublous  dream  this  night  doth  make  me  sad. 

IhteJi.  What  dream'd  my  lord?  tell  me,  and  I'll  requite  it 
With  sweet  rehearsal  of  my  morning's  dronm. 

Glou.  Methought  this  staff,  mine  oihce-badge  in  court. 
Was  broke  in  twain ;  by  whom  I  have  forgot. 
But,  as  I  think,  it  was  oy  the  cardinal; 
And  on  the  pieces  of  the  broken  wand 
Were  placed  the  heads  of  Edmund  Duke  of  Somerset, 
And  William  de  la  Pole,  first  duke  of  Suffolk.  80 

This  was  my  dream:  what  it  dolh  bode,  God  know^s. 

Duck.  Tut,  this  was  nothing  but  an  arcnment 
That  he  that  breaks  a  stick  of  Gloucester  s  grove 
Shall  lose  his  head  for  his  presumption. 
But  list  to  me,  m^  Humphrey,  my  sweet  duke: 
Methought  I  sat  in  seat  of  majesty 
In  the  cathedral  church  of  Westminster, 
And  in  that  chair  where  kings  and  queens  are  crown'd; 
Where  Henry  and  dame  Margaret  kneel'd  to  mo 
And  on  m^'  head  did  set  the  (liadem.  •       40 

Glou:  Nay,  Eleanor,  then  must  I  chide  outright: 
Presumptuous  dame,  ill-nurlured  Eleanor, 
Art  thou  not  second  woman  m  the  realm. 
And  the  protector's  wife,  beloved  of  him? 
Hast  thou  not  worldly  pleasure  at  command, 
Above  the  reach  or  compass  of  thy  thought? 
And  wilt  thou  still  be  hammering  treachery. 
To  tiunble  down  thy  husband  and  thyself 
From  top  of  honour  to  disgrace'b  feel? 
Away  from  me,  and  let  me  hear  no  morel  50 

Duch.  What,  what,  my  lord!  are  you  so  choleric 
With  Eleanor,  for  telling  but  her  dream? 
Next  time  1*11  keep  my  dreams  unto  myself, 
And  not  be  chcck'd. 

Glou.  Nay,  be  not  angry;  I  am  pleased  again. 

Enter  Mesbenger. 

Mess.  My  lord  protector,  'tis  his  highness'  pleasure 
You  do  prepare  to  ride  unto  Saint  Al ban's, 
Where  as  the  king  and  queen  do  mean  to  hawk. 

Glou,  I  gp.    Come,  Nell,  thou  wilt  ride  with  us? 
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Dueih.  Yes,  my  good  lord,  I'll  follow  presently. 

[EJtfunt  Gloucester  and  Messenger, 
Follow  I  must;  I  cannot  go  before,  61 

While  Gloucester  bears  this  base  and  humble  mind. 
Were  I  a  man,  a  duke,  and  next  of  blood, 
I  would  remove  these  tedious  stumbling-blocks 
And  smooth  my  way  upon  their  headless  necks; 
And,  being  a  woman,  I  will  not  be  slack 
To  play  my  part  in  Fortune's  pageant. 
Where  are  you  there?    Sir  John!  nay,  fear  not,  man. 
We  are  alone ;  here's  none  but  thee  and  I. 

Enter  Hume. 

Hume.  Jesus  preserve  your  royal  majesty!  70 

Dii4ih.  What  say'st  thou?  majesty!  1  am  but  grace. 

Hume.  But,  by  the  grace  of  God,  and  Hume's  advice, 
Your  grace's  title  shall  be  multiplied. 

Dum.  What  say'st  ihoif,  man?  hast  thou  as  yet  conferr'd 
With  Margery  Jourdain,  the  cunning  witch. 
With  Roger  Bolingbrokc,  the  conjurer? 
And  will  thejr  undertake  to  do  me  good? 

Hume.  This  they  have  promised,  to  show  your  highness 
A  spirit  raised  from  depth  of  under-ground, 
That  shall  make  answer  to  such  questions  80 

As  by  vour  grace  shall  be  propounded  him. 

Duen.  It  is  enough;  I'll  think  upon  the  questions: 
When  from  Saint  Alban's  we  do  make  return, 
We'll  sec  these  things  effected  to  the  full. 
Here,  Hume,  take  this  reward;  make  merry,  man, 
With  thy  confederates  in  this  weighty  cause.  [Exit. 

Hume.  Hume  must  make  merry  with  the  duchess*  gold; 
Marry,  and  shall.    But,  how  now.  Sir  John  Hume! 
Seal  up  your  lips,  and  give  no  words  but  mum: 
The  busmess  asketh  silent  secrecy.  90 

Dame  Eleanor  gives  gold  to  bring  the  witch: 
Gold  cannot  come  amiss,  were  she  a  devil. 
Yet  have  I  gold  flies  from  another  coast; 
I  dare  not  say,  from  the  rich  cardinal 
And  from  the  great  and  new-made  Duke  of  Suffolk, 
Yet  I  do  find  it  so;  for,  to  be  plain. 
They,  knowing  Dame  Eleanor's  aspiring  humour. 
Have  hired  me  to  undermine  the  duchess 
And  buz  these  conjurations  in  her  brain. 
Tliey  sav  *' A  crafty  knave  does  need  no  broker;**  100 

Yet  am  I  Suffolk  and  the  cardinal's  broker. 
Hume,  if  you  take  not  heed,  you  shall  go  near 
To  call  them  both  a  pah'  of  crafty  knaves. 
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Well,  so  it  stands;  and  thus,  I  fear,  at  last 

Hume's  knavery  will  be  the  duchess'  wreck, 

And  her  attainture  will  be  Humphrey's  fall; 

Sort  how  it  will,  I  shall  have  gold  for  all.  [Biit. 

Scene  III.     Hie  palace. 

Enter  three  or  four  Fistitloners,  Pktbk,  the  Armourer's  man, 
•  beinff  one, 

Fir9t  Petit.  My  masters,  let's  stand  close :  my  lord  pro- 
tector will  come  this  way  by  and  by,  and  then  we  may 
deliver  our  supplications  in  the  quill. 

See.  Petit.  Marry,  the  Lord  protect  him,  for  he's  a  good 
man  I    Jesu  bless  him! 

Enter  Suffolk  and  Quken. 

Peter.  Here  a'comes,  methinks,  and  the  queen  with  him. 
I'll  be  the  first,  sure. 

Sec.  Petit.  Come  back,  fool;  this  is  the  Duke  of  Suffolk, 
and  not  my  lord  protector.  10 

Suf.  How  now,  fellow  I  wouldst  any  thing  with  me? 

First  Petit.  I  pray,  my  lord,  pardon  me ;  I  took  ye  for 
my  lord  protector. 

Que^n.  [Beading]  **To  ray  Lord  Protector!"  Are  your 
supplications  to  his  lordship?  Let  me  see  them:  what  is 
thine? 

First  Petit.  Mine  is,  an't  please  your  grace,  against  John 
Goodman,  my  lord  cardinal's  man,  for  keeping  my  house, 
and  lands,  and  wife  and  all.  from  me.  21 

Suf.  Thy  wife  too!  that's  some  wrong,  indeed.  What's 
yours?  What's  here!  [Re/ids]  •.•Against  the  Duke  of  Suf- 
folk, for  enclosing  the  commons  of  Melford."  How  now, 
sir  knave! 

See.  Petit.  Alas,  sir,  I  am  but  a  poor  petitioner  of  our 
whole  township. 

Peter.  [Giving  his  petition"]  Against  my  master,  Thomas 
Horner,  for  saying  that  the  Duke  of  York  was  rightful 
heir  to  the  crown.  80 

Queen.  What  say'st  thou?  did  the  Duke  of  York  say  he 
was  rightful  heir  to  the  crown? 

Peter.  That  my  master  was?  no,  forsooth:  my  master 
said  that  he  was,  and  that  the  king  was  an  usurper. 

Suf  Who  is  there?  [Enter  Servant.]  Take  this  fellow  in, 
and  send  for  his  niaster  with  a  pursuivant  presently:  we'll 
hear  more  of  your  matter  before  the  king. 

[ExU  Sertani  toith  Peter, 
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Queen.  And  as  for  you,  that  love  to  be  protected         40 
Under  the  wings  of  our  protector's  grace. 
Begin  your  suits  anew,  and  sue  to  him. 

[Tears  the  Bupplications, 
Away,  base  cullionsi    SuJQfolk,  let  them  go. 

AU,  Come,  let's  be  gone.  [Exeunt, 

Queen.  My  Lord  of  Suffolk,  say,  is  this  the  guise. 
Is  this  the  fashion  in  the  court  of  England? 
Is  this  the  government  of  Britain's  isle. 
And  this  the  royalty  of  Albion's  king? 
What,  shall  King  Henry  be  a  pupil  still 
Under  the  surl^  Gloucester's  governance?  60 

Am  I  a  queen  in  title  and  in  style, 
And  must  be  made  a  subject  to  a  duke? 
I  tell  thee,  Pole,  when  in  the  city  Tours 
Thou  ran'st  a  tilt  in  honour  of  my  love 
And  stolest  away  the  ladies'  hearts  of  France, 
I  thought  King  Henry  had  resembled  thee 
In  coura^,  courtship  and  proportion: 
But  all  ms  mind  is  bent  to  holmess, 
To  number  Ave-Maries  on  his  beads; 
His  champions  are  the  prophets  and  apostles,  60 

His  weapons  holy  saws  of  sacred  writ. 
His  study  is  his  tilt-yard,  and  his  loves 
Are  brazen  images  of  canonized  saints. 
I  would  the  college  of  the  cardinals 
Would  choose  him  pope  and  carry  him  to  Rome, 
And  set  the  triple  crown  upon  his  head : 
That  were  a  state  lit  for  his  holiness. 

8uf.  Madam,  be  patient:  as  I  was  cause 
Your  highness  came  to  England,  so  will  I 
In  England  work  your  grace's  full  content.  70 

Queen.  Beside  the  haughty  protector,  have  we  BeaiifoH, 
The  imperious  churchman.  Somerset,  Buckingham, 
And  grumbling  York;  and  not  the  least  of  these 
But  can  do  more  in  England  than  the  king. 

8uf,  And  he  of  these  that  can  do  most  of  all 
Cannot  do  more  in  England  than  the  Nevils: 
Salisbury  and  Warwick  are  no  simple  peers. 

Queen,  Not  all  these  lords  do  vex  me  half  so  much 
As  that  proud  dame,  the  lord  protector's  wife. 
She  sweeps  it  through  the  court  with  troops  of  ladies,    80 
More  like  an  empress  tlian  Duke  Humphrey's  wife: 
Strangers  in  court  do  take  her  for  the  queen : 
She  bears  a  duke's  revenues  on  her  back, 
And  in  lier  heart  she  scorns  our  poverty: 
Shall  I  not  live  to  be  avenged  on  her? 
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Contemptuous  base-born  callet  as  she  is, 

She  vaunted  'mongst  her  minions  Tothcr  day. 

The  very  train  of  her  worst  wearing  gown 

Was  better  w^orth  tlian  all  my  fatlier's  lands, 

Till  Suffolk  gave  two  dukedoms  for  his  daughter*  90 

Suf,  Madam,  myself  have  limed  a  bush  for  her, 
And  placed  a  quire  of  such  enticing  birds. 
That  she  will  light  to  listen  to  the  lays. 
And  never  mount  to  trouble  you  again. 
So,  let  her  rest:  and,  madam,  list  to  me; 
For  I  am  bold  to  counsel  you  in  this. 
Although  we  fancy  not  the  cardinal, 
Yet  must  we  join  with  him  and  with  the  lords. 
Till  we  have  brought  Duke  Humphrey  in  disgrace. 
As  for  the  Duke  of  York,  this  late  complaint  100 

Will  make  but  little  for  his  benefit. 
So,  one  by  one,  we*ll  weed  them  all  at  last. 
And  you  yourself  shall  steer  the  happy  helm. 

Sound  a  sennet.  Enter  tJie  King,  Duke  Huhphret  of 
Gloucester,  Cardinal  Beaufort,  Buckii^oham,  York. 
Somerset,  Salisbury,  AVarwick,  and  Vie  DucuESs  of 
Gloucester. 

King.  For  my  part,  noble  lords,  I  care  not  which; 
Or  Somerset  or  \  ork,  all's  one  to  me. 

York.  If  York  have  ill  demeaned  himself  in  France, 
Then  let  him  be  denay'd  the  regentship. 

Sam.  If  Somerset  be  unworthy  of  the  place, 
Let  York  be  regent;  I  will  yield  to  him. 

War.  Whpther  vour  grace  be  worthy,  yea  or  no,        110 
Dispute  not  that:  York  is  the  worthier. 

Car.  Ambitious  Warwick,  let  thy  belters  speak. 

War.  The  cardinal's  not  my  better  in  the  field. 

Buck.  All  in  this  presence  arc  thy  betters,  Warwick. 

War.  Warwick  may  live  to  be  the  best  of  all. 

Sal.  Peace,  son)  and  show  some  reason,  Buckingham, 
Why  Somerset  should  be  preferred  in  this. 

Sueen.  Because  the  king,  forsooth,  will  have  it  so. 
Imi.  Madam,  the  king  is  old  enough  himself 
To  give  his  censure:  these  are  ho  women's  matters.        120 

Queen.  If  he  be  old  enough,  what  needs  your  grace 
To  be  protector  of  his  excellence? 

Olou.  Madam,  I  am  protector  of  the  realm; 
And,  at  his  pleasure,  will  resign  my  place.  ^ 

Suf.  liesign  it  then  and  leave  thine  insolence. 
Since  thou  wert  king — as  who  is  king  but  thou? — , 
The  commonwealth  hath  daily  run  to  wreck; 
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The  Dauphin  hath  prevaird  he3'ODd  the  seas; 

And  all  the  peers  and  nobles  of  the  realm 

Have  been  as  bondmen  to  thy  sovereignty.  130 

Car.  The  commons  hast  thou  rack'd;  the  clergy's  bags 
Are  lank  and  lean  with  thy  extortions. 

Som.  Thy  sumptuous  buildings  and  thy  wife's  attire 
Have  cost  a  mass  of  public  treasury. 

Buck.  Thy  cruelty  in  execution 
Upon  offenders  hath  exceeded  law 
And  left  thee  to  the  mercy  of  the  law. 

Queen.  Thy  sale  of  offices  and  towns  in  France, 
If  they  were  known,  as  the  suspect  is  great, 
Would  make  thee  quickly  hop  without  thy  liead. 

[EjcU  Gloueettter.     The  Queen  drops  fier  fan. 
Give  me  my  fan:  what,  minion!  can  ye  not? 

[S^te  gioes  tlie  Ducheas  a  box  on  the  ear. 
I  cry  you  mercy,  madam;  was  it  you? 

Buch.  Was  it  I !  yea,  I  it  was,  proud  Frenchwoman : 
Could  1  come  near  your  beauty  with  my  nails, 
I'ld  set  my  ten  commandments  in  your  face. 

King.  Sweet  aunt,  be  quiet;  'twas  against  her  will. 

Dudi.  Against  her  will  I  good  king,  look  to't  in  time ; 
She'll  hamper  thee,  and  dandle  thee  like  a  baby: 
Though  in  this  place  most  master  wear  no  breeches, 
She  shall  not  strike  Dame  Eleanor  unrevenged.  [Exit. 

Buck.  Lord  cardinal,  I  will  follow  Eleanor, 
And  listen  after  Humphrey,  how  he  proceeds: 
She's  tickled  now;  her  fume  needs  no  spurs. 
She'll  gallop  far  enough  to  her  destruction.  [Exit. 

Re-enter  Gloucester. 

GUm.  Now,  lords,  ray  choler  being  over-blOwn 
With  walking  once  about  the  quadrangle, 
I  come  to  talk  of  commonwealth  affairs. 
As  for  your  spiteful  false  objections, 
Prove  them,  and  I  lie  open  to  the  law: 
c  But  God  in  mercy  so  deal  with  my  soul,  160 

As  I  in  duty  love  my  king  and  country  1 
But,  to  the  matter  that  we  have  in  hand: 
I  say,  my  sovereign,  York  is  meetest  man 
To  be  your  regent  in  the  realm  of  France. 

8uf,  Before  we  make  election,  give  me  leave 
To  show  some  reason,  of  no  litlle  force. 
That  York  is  most  unmeet  of  any  man. 

York.  I'll  tell  thee,  Suffolk,  why  I  am  unmeet: 
First,  for  I  cannot  flatter  thee  in  pride; 
Next,  if  I  be  appointed  for  the  place,  170 
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My  Lord  of  Somerset  will  keep  me  here, 
Wiiliout  disclmrgc,  money,  or  furniture, 
Till  France  be  won  into  tlie  Dauphin's  hands: 
Last  time,  I  danced  attendance  on  his  will 
Till  Paris  was  besieged,  famish'd,  and  lost. 

War.  That  can  I  witness;  and  a  fouler  fact 
Did  never  traitor  in  the  land  commit. 

Suf.  Peace,  headstrong  Warwicic ! 

War,  Image  of  pride,  why  should  I  hold  my  peace? 

Enter  Hori^er,  t/ie  Armourer,  and  hin  man  Peter, 

guai^dcd, 

Suf.  Because  here  is  a  man  accused  of  treason;  16v/ 

Prav  €rod  the  Duke  of  York  excuse  himself! 

}  ork.  Doth  any  one  accuse  York  for  a  traitor? 

King.  Wliat  mean'st  thou,  Suffolk;  tell  me,  what  are 
these? 

Suf.  Please  it  your  majesty,  this  is  the  man 
That  doth  accuse  his  master  of  high  treason: 
His  words  were  these:  that  Richard  Duke  of  Y'ork 
Was  rightful  heir  imto  the  English  crown 
And  that  your  majesty  was  an'usurper. 

King.  &iy,  man,  were  these  thy  words? 

Ilor.  An*t  shall  please  your  majest3%  I  never  said  nor 
thought  any  such  matter:  *Go<l  is  my  witness,  I  am  falsely 
accused  by  the  villaip. 

PcL  By  these  ten  bones,  my  lords,  he  did  speak  them  to 
me  in  the  garret  one  night,  as  we  were  scouring  my  Lord 
of  York's  armour. 

York.  liase  dunghill  villain  and  mechanical, 
I'll  have  thy  head  for  this  thy  traitor's  speech. 
I  do  l)eseech  ^our  royal  majesty. 
Let  him  have  all  the  rigour  of  the  law.  199 

HoK  Alas,  my  lord,  hang  me,  if  ever  I  spake  the  words. 
My  accuser  is  my 'prentice;  and  when  I  did  correct  him 
for  his  fault  the  other  day,  l»c  did  vow  upon  his  knees  he 
would  be  even  with  me:  I  have  good  witness  of  this: 
therefore  I  beseech  your  majesty,  do  not  cast  away  an 
honest  man  for  a  villain's  accusation. 

King,  Uncle,  what  shall  we  say  to  this  in  law? 

Olou.  This  doom,  my  lord,  if  1  may  judge: 
Let  S<>mers<»t  l»e  regent  o'er  tlie  French, 
Because  in  York  this  breeds  suspicion:  310 

And  let  these  have  a  day  appointed  them 
For  sinelc  combat  in  convenient  place, 
For  he  Tiath  witness  of  his  servant's  malice: 
This  is  the  law,  and  this  Duke  Humphrey's  doom. 
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&>m.  I  humbly  thank  your  royal  majesty. 

Hor.  And  I  accept  tlie  combat  willingly. 

Pet  Alas,  ray  lord,  I  cannot  fight;  for  God*s  sake,  pitv 
my  case.  The  spite  of  man  prevaileth  against  mc.  O 
Lord,  have  mercy  upon  me!  I  shall  never  be  able  to  fight 
a  blow.     O  Lord,  my  heart!  220 

Glou.  Sirralf,  or  you  must  fight,  or  else  l)c  hang'd. 

Kitig.  Away  with  them  to  prison;  and  the  day  of  comr 
bat  shall  be  the  last  of  the  next  month.  Come,  Somerset, 
we'll  see  thee  sent  away.  [FlourUti.    Ex&unL 

Scene  IV.    Gloucester's  garden. 
Enter  Margery  Jourdain,  Hume,  Southwell,  and 

BOLINQBROKK. 

Hume.  Come,  my  masters;  the  duchess,  I  tell  you, 
expects  performance  of  your  promises. 

Bolinff.  Master  Hnme,  we  arc  therefore  provided:  will 
her  ladyship  behold  and  hear  our  exorcisms? 

Hume.  Ay,  what  else?  fear  you  not  her  courage. 

BoUng.  I  have  heard  her  reported  to  be  a  woman  of  an 
invincible  spirit:  but  it  shall  be  convenient,  Master  Hume, 
that  you  be  by  her  aloft,  while  we  be  busy  below;  and  so, 
I  pray  you,  go,  in  God's  name,  and  leave  us.  [Kxitllum€.\ 
Mother  Jourdain,  be  you  prostrate  and  grovel  on  the 
earth;  John  Soutliwell,  read  you;  and  let  us  to  our  woxk. 

Enter  Duchess  o^,  Hume  foUawing. 

DueJi.  Well  said,  my  masters;  and  welcome  all.  To  this 
gear  the  sooner  the  better. 

Holing.  Patience,  good  lady;  wizards  know  their  times: 
Deep  night,  dark  night,  the  silent  of  the  night, 
The  time  of  night  when  Troy  was  set  on  fire;  20 

The  time  when  screech-owls  cry  and  ban-dogs  howl 
And  spirits  walk  and  ghosts  break  up  their  graves, 
That  time  best  fits  Uie  work  we  have  in  hand. 
Madam,  sit  vou  and  fear  not:  whom  we  raise. 
We  will  make  fast  within  a  hallow 'd  verge. 

[Here  they  do  theceremomes  belonging,  and  mai.^ 
the  circle;  Bolingbroke  or  SouthweU  readA, 
Conjuro  te,  &c.     It  tliunders  and  Ugkteni 
teriMy;  then  the  Spirit  riseth, 
Spir.  Adsum. 
M.  Jourd.  Asmath, 
By  the  eternal  God,  whose  name  and  power 
Thou  tremblest  at,  answer  that  I  shall  ask; 
For,  till  thou  speak,  thou  shalt  not  pass  from  hence.       80 
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Spir.  Ask  ^'hat  thou  wilt.    That  I  had  said  and  done! 
Boling,  **  First  of  the  king:  what  shall  of  him  become?" 

[licadin-g  out  of  a  i^ijpcr, 
Spir,  The  duke  yet  lives  that  Henry  shall  depose; 
But  hiiu  outlive,  and  die  a  violent  death. 

[As  the  Spirit  speaks,  Southicell  rtntes  the  ansiccr. 
Boling,  "What  fates  await  the  Duke  of  Suffolk?" 
;     J^ir,  By  water  shall  he  die,  and  take  his  end. 

BoHng.  "What  shall  befall  the  Puke  of  Somerset?" 
Spir.  Let  him  shun  castles; 
Safer  shall  he  be  upon  the  sandy  plains 
Than  where  castles  mounted  stand.  40 

Have  done,  for  more  I  hardly  can  endure. 

Boling.  Descend  to  darkness  and  the  burning  lake  I 
False  fiend,  avoid  I 

[Thunder  and  Uglitning.     Exit  Spirit. 

Enter  the  Duke  op  York  and  Vie  Duke  of  Buckingham 
trtY/i  tliMr  Guard  and  break  in. 

York.  Lay  hands  upon  these  traitors  and  their  trash. 
Beldam,  I  think  we  watch'd  you  at  an  inch. 
What,  madam,  arc  you  there?  the  king  and  commonweal 
Are  deeply  indebtea  for  this  piece  of  pains: 
My  lord  protector  will,  I  doubt  it  not, 
See  you  well  guerdon'd  for  these  good  de.serls. 

JhiiJi.  Not  half  so  bad  as  thine  to  England's  king,        50 
Injjirious  duke,  that  thrcatest  where's  no  cause. 

Buck.  True,  madam,  none  at  all:  what  call  you  this? 
Away  with  them  1  let  them  be  clapp'd  up  close, 
And  kept  asunder.     You,  madam,  shall  with  us. 
Stafford,  take  her  to  thee. 

[Ej^eunt  above  Duchess  and  Hume,  guarded. 
We'll  sec  your  trinkets  here  all  forthcoming. 
All,  away  I 

[Ejfeunt  guard  irith  Jourdain,  South\reUy  d'c. 

York.   Lord  Buckingham,  methinks,  you  watch'd  her 
r        well : 
A  pretty  plot,  well  chosen  to  build  upon  1 
Now,  pray,  my  lord,  let's  sec  the  devil's  writ.  GO 

What  have  we  here?  [Reads. 

*'  The  duke  yet  lives,  that  Henry  shall  depose; 
But  him  outlive,  and  die  a  violent  death." 
Whv,  this  is  just 

**  Aio  te,  ^acida,  Romanos  vincere  posse." 
Well,  to  the  rest: 

"  Tell  me  what  fate  awaits  the  Duke  of  Suffolk? 
By  water  shall  he  die,  and  take  his  end. 
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"What  shall  betide  llic  Duke  of  Somerset? 

Let  him  shun  castles;  70 

Safer  shall  he  be  upon  the  sandy  plains 

Than  where  castles  mounted  stand." 

Come,  come,  my  lords; 

These  onicles  are  hardly  attaln'd, 

And  hardly  understood. 

The  king  is  now  in  progress  towards  Saint  Alban's,  i 

With  him  the  husband  of  this  lovely  lady:  { 

Thither  go  these  news,  as  fast  as  horse  can  carry  them: 

A  sorry  breakfast  for  my  lord  protector. 

Buck.  Your  grace  shall  give  me  leave,  my  Lord  of  York. 
To  be  the  post,  in  hope  of  his  reward.  80 

York,  At  your  pleasure,  my  good  lord.    Who's  within 
there,  ho! 

Enter  a  Servingman. 

Invite  my  lords  of  Salisbury  and  Warwick 

To  sup  with  me  to-morrow  night.     Away  I    *        [Exeunt. 


ACT  II. 

Scene  I.    Saint  Alban's. 

Enter  the  Kmo,  Queen.   Gloucester,   Cardinal,  and 
Suffolk,  witJi  Falconers  halloing. 

Queen.  Believe  me.  lords,  for  flying  at  the  brook, 
I  saw  not  better  sport  these  seven  years'  day  : 
Yet,  by  your  leave,  the  wind  was  very  high ; 
And.  ten  to  one,  old  Joan  had  not  gone  out. 

King.  But  what  a  point,  my  lord,  your  falcon  made, 
And  what  a  pitch  she  flew  above  the  rest! 
To  see  how  God  in  all  his  creatures  works! 
Yea,  man  and  birds  are  fain  of  climbing  high. 

8uf.  No  marvel,  an  it  like  your  majesty. 
My  lord  protector's  hawks  do  tower  so  well;  10 

Thev  know  their  master  loves  to  be  aloft 
Ancl  bears  his  thoughts  above  his  falcon's  pitch. 

Glou,  My  lord,  'tis  but  a  base  ignoble  mind 
That  mounts  no  higher  than  a  bird  can  soar. 

Car,  I  thought  &s  much ;  he  would  be  above  the  clouds. 

Glou.  Ay,  my  lord  cardinal?  how  think  you  by  that? 
Were  it  not  good  your  grace  could  fly  to  heaven? 

King.  The  treasury  of  everlasting  joy. 

Car,  Thy  heaven  is  on  earth ;  thine  eyes  and  thoughts 
Beat  on  a  crown,  the  treasure  of  thy  heart;  20 
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Pernicious  protector,  dangerous  peer. 

That  smooth'st  it  so  witli  l%ing  aud  commonweal! 

Ghu,  Wiiat,  cardinal,   is  your  priesthood  grown  per- 
emptory? 
Tantsne  aiiimis  co'lestibus  ira*? 
Churchmen  so  liot?  good  uncle,  hide  such  malice; 
With  such  holiness  can  you  do  it? 

8uf.  No  malice,  sir;  no  more  than  well  becomes 
So  good  a  quarrel  and  so  bad  a  peer. 

OUm,  As  who,  my  lord? 

Suf.  Why,  as  you,  my  lord,  80 

Au't  like  vour  lordly  lord-protectorship. 

Qlou.  Why,  Suffolk,  England  knows  thine  insolence. 

Queen,  Aud  thy  ambition,  Gloucester. 

Ring,  I  prithee,  peace,  ^ood  queen, 
And  whet  not  on  these  furious  peers; 
For  blessed  are  the  peacemakers  on  earth. 

Car.  Let  me  be  blessed  for  the  peace  I  make, 
Against  this  proud  protector,  with  iny  sword! 

OloH.   [Asule  to  Car.]  Faith,  holy  uncle,  would  'twere 
come  to  that! 

Car.  [Aside  to  Gfov.]  Marry,  when  thou  darest. 

GUm,  lAside  to  Car.]  Make  up  no  factious  numbers  for  the 
matter;  40 

In  thine  own  person  answer  thv  abuse. 

Car.  [Aside  to  Glou.]  Ay,  where  thou  darest  not  peep: 
on  if  thou  darest. 
This  evening,  on  the  east  side  of  the  grove. 

Jiitiff.  How  now,  my  lords! 

Car.  Believe  me,  cousin  Gloucester, 

Had  not  your  man  put  up  the  fowl  so  suddenly. 
We  had  had  more  sport.    [Aside  to  Glou.]    Come  with  thy 
two-hand  sword. 

Glou.  True,  uncle. 

Car.  [Aside  to  Glou.]  Are  ye  advised?  the  east  side  of 
the  grove? 

Glou.  [Aside  to  Car.]  Cardinal,  I  am  with  you. 

King.  Why,  how  now,  uncle  Gloucester  I 

Glau.  Talking  of  hawking;  nothing  else,  my  lord.       50 
[Aside  to  Car.]  Now,  by  God's  mother,  priest,  Til  shave 

your  crown  for  tliis. 
Or  all  my  fence  shall  fail. 

Car,  [Asida  to  Glou.]  Medice,  teipsum — 
Protector,  see  to't  well,  protect  yourself, 

King.  The  winds  grow  high ;  so  do  your  stonuidis,  lords. 
How  irksome  is  this  music  to  my  heart! 
When  such  strix^  jar,  what  hope  of  harmony? 
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I  pray,  my  Vords,  let  me  compound  this  strife. 
Enter  a  ToyfnsmAXi  of  Saint  AU>an%  crying  "A  miracle  I" 

Olou.  What  means  this  noise? 
Fellow,  what  miracle  dost  thou  proclaim?  CO 

Totoru,  A  miracle!  a  miracle! 

8uf.  Come  to  the  kinj^  and  tell  him  what  miracle. 

Towns,  Forsooth,  a  blind  man  at  Saint  Alhau's  shrine, 
Within  this  half-hour,  hath  received  his  sight; 
A  man  that  ne*er  saw  in  his  life  before.  ^ 

Kififf,  Now,  God  be  praised,  that  to  belieyiug  souls 
Gives  light  in  darkness,  comfort  in  despair! 

^nier  the  Mayor  of  Saint  AlbarCs  and  his  brethi'en,  hearing 
SiMPCOx,  between  iu>o  in  a  ehair^  Simpcox's  Wife  foVUne- 
ing. 

Car,  Here  comes  the  townsmen  on  procession. 
To  present  your  highness  with  the  man. 

King.  Great  is  his  comfort  iu  this  earthly  vale,  70 

Although  by  his  sight  his  sin  be  multiplica. 

Olou.  Stand  by,  my  masters:  bring  him  near  the  king; 
His  highness*  pleasure  is  to  talk  with  him. 

King,  Good  fellow,  tell  us  here  the  circumstance. 
That  we  for  thee  may  glorify  the  Lord. 
What,  hast  thou  been  long  blind  and  now  restored? 

Simp.  Born  blind,  an't  please  your  graco. 

Wife,  Ay,  indeed,  was  he. 

Snf.  What  woman  is  this? 

Wife.  His  wife,  an't  like  your  worship.   •  80 

isiou.  Hadst  thou  been  his  mother,  thou  couldst  have 
better  told. 

King.  Where  wert  thou  bom? 

Simp,  At  Berwick  in  the  north,  an't  like  your  grace. 

King.  Poor  soul,  God's  goodness  hath  been  great  to  thee: 
Let  never  day  nor  night  unhallow'd  pass. 
But  still  remember  wliat  the  Lord  hath  done. 

Queen.  Tell  me,  good  fellow,  camest  thou  here  by  chance. 
Or  of  devotion,  to  this  holy  slirine? 

Simp.  God  knows,  of  pure  d&votion;  being  caird 
A  hundred  times  and  oftener,  in  my  sleep,  90 

By  good  Saint  Alban;  who  said,  "Simpcox,  come. 
Come,  offer  at  my  shrine,  and  I  will  help  thee." 

Wife.  Most  true,  forsooth ;  and  many  time  and  oft 
Myself  have  heard  a  voice  to  call  him  so. 

Car.  What,  art  thou  lame?  # 

Simp.  Ay,  Gknl  Almighty  help  me! 

S^f.  How  camest  thou  so? 
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Simp,  A  fall  off  of  a  tree. 

Wife.  A  plum-tree,  master. 

Oiou,  How  long  bast  thou  been  blind? 

Simp,  O,  born  so,  master. 

Qhu,  AVhat,  and  wouldst  climb  a  tree? 

Simp,  But  that  in  all  my  life,  when  I  was  a  youth. 

Wife,  Too  true;  and  bought  his  climbing  very  dear.  100 

Glau,  Mass,  thou  iovedst  plums  well,  that  wouldst  ven- 
ture so. 

Simp.  Alas,  good  master,  my  wife  desired  some  damsons. 
And  made  me  climb,  with  danger  of  mv  life. 

Glou.  A  subtle  knave  1  but  yet  it  shall  not  serve. 
Let  me  see  tliinc  eyes:  wink  now:  now  open  them: 
In  my  opinion  yet  thou  sec'st  not  well. 

Simp,  Yes,  master,  clear  as  day,  I  thank  God  and  Saint 
Alban. 

Glou,  Say'st  thou  mc  so?    What  colour  is  this  cloak  of? 

Simp,  Red,  master;  red  as  blood.  110 

GUm,  "Why,  that's  well  said.  What  colour  is  my  gown  of? 

Simp,  Black,  forsooth:  coal-black  as  jet. 

King.  Why,  then,  thou  know'st  what  colour  jet  is  of? 

Suf,  And  yet,  I  think,  jet  did  he  never  sec. 

Glou,  But  cloaks  and  gowns,  before  this  day,  a  many. 

Wife,  Never,  before  this  day,  in  all  his  life, 

Glou,  Tell  me,  sirrah^  what's  my  name? 

Simp,  Alas,  master,  I  know  not. 

Glou,  What's  his  name? 

Simp,  I  know  not.  120 

Glou,  Nor  his? 

Simp,  No,  indeed,  master. 

Glou.  What's  thine  own  name? 

Simp.  Saundcr  Simpcox,  an  if  it  please  you,  master. 

Glou.  Then,  Saunder,  sit  there,  the  ly ingest  knave  in 
Christendom.  If  thou  hadst  been  born  blind,  thou  mightst 
as  well  have  known  all  our  names  as  thus  to  name  tlve  sev- 
eral colours  we  do  wear.  Sight  may  distinguish  of  colours, 
but  suddenly  to  nominate  them  all.  it  is  impossible,  ily 
lords,  Saint  Alban  here  hath  done  a  miracle;  and  would  ye 
not  think  his  cunning  to  be  great,  that  could  restore  this 
cripple  to  his  legs  again? 

Simp.  O  niJisicr,  that  you  could! 

GUm,  My  masters  of  Saint  Alban 's.  have  you  not  beadles 
in  your  town,  and  thinjis  called  whips? 

May.  Yes,  my  lord,  if  it  please  your  grace, 

Glou,  Theu^eiul  for  one  presently. 

May,  Sirrah,  go  fetch  the  beadle  hither  straight, 

{Exit  an  Attendant,  141 
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Ohu.  Now  fetch  mc  a  stool  hither  by  and  by.  Now, 
shi'ah,  if  you  mean  to  save  yourself  from  whipping,  leap 
me  over  this  stool  and  run  nway. 

Simp.  Alas,  master,  I  am  not  able  to  stand  alone : 
You  go  about  to  torture  me  in  vain. 

Enter  a  Beadle  mth  viJiips, 

Olou.  Well,  sir,  we  must  have  you  find  your  legs.  Sir- 
rali  beadle,  whip  him  till  he  leap  over  that  same  stool. 

Bead.  I  will,  my  lord.  Come  on,  sirrah ;  off  with  your 
doublet  quickly.  l**)! 

Simp.  Alas,  master,  what  shall  I  do?    I  am  not  able  to 
stand.      [After  i/ie  beadle  hath  hit  him  once,  he  leaps  otei'  (/te 
stool  and  I'uns  away;  and  th^y  follow  and  cry,  "A 
miracle  r 

Eing.  O  God,  seest  Thou  this,  and  bearest  so  long? 

Queen.  It  made  me  laugh  to  see  the  villain  run. 

Glou.  Follow  the  knave;  and  take  this  drab  away. 

Wife.  Alas,  sir,  we  did  it  for  pure  need. 

Glou.  Let  them  be  whipped  through  every  market-town, 
till  they  come  to  Berwick,  from  whence  they  came.       160 

[Exeunt  Wife,  Beadle,  Mayor,  dfec 

Car.  Duke  Humphrey  has  done  a  miracle  to-day. 

Suf.  True;  made  the  lame  to  leap  and  fly  away. 

Oiou.  But  you  have  done  more  miracles  than  1; 
You  made  in  a  day,  my  lord,  whole  towns  to  fly. 

Enter  Buckingham. 

King.  What  tidings  with  our  cousin  Buckingham? 

Buck.  Such  as  my  heart  doth  tremble  to  unfold. 
A  sort  of  naughty  persons,  lewdly  bent. 
Under  the  countenance  and  confederacy 
Of  Lady  Eleanor,  the  protector's  wife, 
The  ringleader  and  head  of  all  this  rotit,  170 

Have  practised  dangerously  against  your  state, 
Dealing  with  witches  and  with  conjurers: 
Whom  we  have  apprehended  in  the  fact; 
Kaisiiig  up  wicked  spirits  from  under  ground. 
Demanding  of  King  Henry's  life  and  cleath, 
And  other  of  your  highness'  privv-council ; 
As  more  at  large  your  grace  shall  understand. 

Car.  [Aside  to  OlauJ]    And  so,  my  lord  protector,  by 
this  means 
Your  lady  is  forthcoming  yet  at  London. 
This  news,  I  think,  iiath  turn 'd  your  weapon's  edge;     180 
*Tis  like,  my  lord,  you  will  not  Keep  your  hour. 

Olou.  Ambitious  churchman,  leave  to  afflict  my  heart: 
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Sorrow  and  grief  have  vaDquish'd  all  my  powers; 
And,  vanquisli'd  as  I  am,  1  yield  to  thee, 
Or  to  the  meanest  groom. 

King.  O  God,  wnai  mischiefs  work  the  wicked  ones, 
Hcnping  confusion  on  their  own  heads  theieby! 

Queen.  Gloucester,  see  here  the  tainturc  of  lliy  nest, 
And  look  thyself  be  faultless,  thou  wert  best. 

Glou.  Madam,  for  myself,  to  heaven  I  do  appeal,       100 
How  I  have  loved  mv  king  and  commonweal : 
And,  for  my  wife,  I  know  not  how  it  stands; 
Sorrv  I  am  to  hear  what  I  have  heard : 
Noble  she  is,  but  if  she  have  for^t 
Honour  and  virtue  and  conversed  with  such 
As,  like  to  pilch,  defile  nobility, 
1  banish  her  my  bed  and  company 
And  give  her  as  a  prey  to  law  and  shame, 
That  hath  dishonoured  Gloucester's  honest  name. 

King.  Well,  for  this  night  we  will  repose  us  iiere:     SOO 
To-morrow  toward  London  back  again. 
To  look  into  this  business  thoroughly 
And  call  these  foul  offenders  to  their  answers 
And  poise  the  cause  in  justice*  equal  scales, 
Whose  beam  stands  sure,  whose  rightful  cause  prevails. 

[Flounm,    Keeunt 

Scene  IT.    London.     TJie  Duke  of  York's  garden. 
Enter  Yoiik,  Salisbury,  and  Warwick. 

York.  Now,  my  good  Lords  of  Salisbury  and  Warwick, 
Our  simple  supper  ended,  give  me  leave 
In  this  close  walk  to  satisfy  myself, 
In  craving  your  opinion  of  my  title, 
Which  is  infallible,  to  England's  crown. 

Sal.  My  lord,  I  long  to  hear  it  at  full. 

War.  Sweet  York,  liegin :  and  if  thy  claim  be  good. 
The  Ncvils  are  thy  subjects  to  command. 

York.  Then  thus: 
Edward  the  Third,  my  lords,  had  seven  sons:  10 

The  first,  Edward  the  Black  Prince,  Prince  of  Wales; 
The  second,  William  of  Hatfield,  and  the  third, 
Lionel  Duke  of  Clarence;  next  to  whom 
Was  John  of  Gaunt,  the  Duke  of  Lancaster; 
The  fifth  was  Edmund  Langley,  Duke  of  York; 
The  sixth  was  Thomas  of  Woodstock,  Duke  of  Gloueester; 
William  of  Windsor  .was  the  seventh  and  last. 
Edward  the  Black  Prince  died  before  liis  father 
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And  left  behind  him  Kichard,  his  only  son, 

Who  after  Edward  the  Thii-d's  death  rcign'd  at  king;      20 

Till  Henry  Bolingbroke,  Duke  of  Lftncaslcr, 

The  eldest  son  and  heir  of  John  of  Gaunt, 

Crown*d  by  the  name  of  Henry  the  Fourth, 

Seized  on  the  realm,  deposed  tlie  rightful  king, 

Sent  his  poor  queen  to  France,  from  whence  she  came. 

And  him  to  Pomfrct;  where,  as  all  you  know. 

Harmless  Richani  was  murder'd  traitorously. 

War.  Father,  the  duke  hath  told  the  truth; 
Thus  got  the  house  of  Lancaster  the  crown. 

York.  Which  now  they  hold  by  force  and  not  by  right; 
For  Richard,  the  flrst  scm's  heir,  being  dead,  81 

Tlie  issue  of  the  next  son  should  have  reign 'd. 

Sal.  But  William  of  Hatlleld  died  without  an  heir. 

York.  The  third  son,  Duke  of  Clarence,  from  whose  line 
I  claim  the  crown,  liad  issue,  Philippe,  a  daughter. 
Who  maiTied  Edmund  Mortimer,  Earl  of  March: 
Edmund  had  issue.  Roger  Earl  of  March ; 
Ro^er  had  issue,  Edmund,  Anne  and  Eleanor. 

SnU.  This  Edmund,  in  the  reign  of  Bolingbroke, 
As  I  have  read,  laid  claim  unto  the  crown ;  40 

And,  but  for  Owen  Glendow^er,  had  been  king. 
Who  kept  him  in  captivity  till  he  died. 
But  to  the  rest. 

York.  His  eldest  sister,  Anne, 

My  mother,  beinff  heir  unto  tlie  crown. 
Married  Riclianl  Earl  of  Cambridge;  who  was  son 
To  Edmund  Langley,  Edward  the  Third's  fifth  son. 
By  her  I  claim  the  kingdom :  she  was  heir 
To  Roger  Earl  of  March,  who  was  tlie  son 
Of  Edmund  Mortimer,  who  married  Philippe, 
Sole  daughter  unto  Lionel  Duke  of  Clarence:  CO 

So,  if  the  issue  of  the  elder  son 
Succeed  before  the  younger.  I  am  king. 

War.  Wliat  plain  proceeding  is  more  piain  than  this? 
Heunr  doth  claim  the  crown  from  John  of  Gaunt, 
The  fourth  son;  York  claims  it  from  the  third. 
Till  Lionel's  issue  fails,  his  should  not  reign: 
It  fails  not  yet,  but  flourishes  in  thee 
And  in  thy  sons,  fair  slips  of  such  a  stock. 
Then,  father  Salisburv,  kneel  we  together; 
And  in  this  private  plot  l)e  we  the  first  60 

That  shall  salute  our  rightful  sovereign 
With  honour  of  his  birthright  to  the  crown. 

Both.  Long  live  our  sovereign  Richard,  England's  king! 

York.  We  thank  you,  lords.    But  I  am  not  your  king 
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Till  I  be  crown*d  and  that  my  sword  be  stun'd 

With  heart-blood  of  the  house  of  LaDcaster; 

And  that's  not  suddenly  to  be  pcrform'd, 

But  with  advice  and  silent  secrecy. 

Do  you  as  I  do  in  these  dangerous  days: 

Wink  at  the  Duke  of  Suffolk's  insolence,  70 

At  Beaufort's  pride,  at  Somerset's  ambition. 

At  Buckingham  and  all  tlie  crew  of  tbem. 

Till  they  have  snared  the  shepherd  of  the  flock,  ^ 

That  virtuous  prince,  the  good  Duke  Humphrey: 

'Tis  that  they  seek,  and  they  in  seeking  that 

Shall  find  their  deaths,  if  York  can  prophesy. 

Sill.  >Iy  lord,  break  we  off;  we  know  your  mind  at  full. 

War.  My  heart  assures  me  that  the  Earl  of  Warwick 
Shall  one  dav  make  the  Duke  of  York  a  king. 

York.  And,,  Nevil,  this  I  do  assure  myself: 
Richard  shall  live  to  make  the  Earl  of  Warwick 
The  gi'eatcst  man  in  England  but  the  king.  {Exeunt 

ScENB  in.    A  hall  of  justice. 

Sound  trumpets.  Enter  the  Kino,  t7ie  Queen,  Gloucester, 
York,  Suffolk,  and  Salisbury;  the  Duchebsof  Glou- 
cester, Margery  Jourdain,  Southwell,  Hume,  and 
BoLiNOBROKE,  Under  guard. 

Kin^.  Stand  forth,  Dame  Eleanor  Cobham,  Gloucester's 
wife: 
In  si^ht  of  God  and  us,  your  guilt  is  great: 
Receive  the  sentence  of  the  law  for  sins 
Such  as  by  God's  book  are  adjudged  to  death. 
You  four,  from  hence  to  prison  back  again; 
From  thence  unto  the  place  of  execution: 
The  witch  in  Smithfield  shall  be  burn'd  to  ashes. 
And  you  three  shall  be  strangled  on  the  gallows. 
You,  madam,  for  you  are  more  nobly  born. 
Despoiled  of  j'our  honour  in  your  life,  10 

Shall,  after  three  days'  open  penance  done, 
Live  in  your  country  here  in  banishment. 
With  Sir  John  Stanley,  in  the  Isle  of  3Ian. 

Duch.  Welcome  is  banishment:  welcome  were  my  death. 

Glou.  Eleanor,  the  law,  thou  see'st,  hath  judged  thee: 
I  cannot  justify  whom  the  law  condemns. 

[^E^jf6unt  DucJiess  and  other  pnsoners,  guarded. 
>Iine  eyes  are  full  of  tears,  my  heart  of  grief. 
Ah.  Humphrey,  this  dishonour  in  thine  age 
Will  bring  thy  head  with  sorrow  to  the  ground! 
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1  beseech  your  majesty,  give  me  leave  to  go;  20 

Sorrow  would  solace  ana  mine  age  would  ease. 

King,  Stay,  Humphrey  Duke  of  Gloucester:  ere  thou  go. 
Give  up  thy  staff:  Henry  will  to  himself 
Protector  be;  and  Gk)d  shall  be  my  hope, 
My  stay,  my  guide  and  lantern  to  my  feet: 
And  go  in  peace,  Humphrey,  no  less  beloved 
fTIian  when  thou  wert  protector  to  thy  king. 

Queen.  I  see  no  reason  why  a  king  of  years 
Should  be  to  be  protected  like  a  child. 
God  and  King  Henry  govern  England's  realm.  80 

Give  up  your  staff,  sir,  and  the  kmg  his  realm. 

Olou.  iiy  staff?  here,  noble  Henry,  is  my  staff: 
As  willingly  do  I  the  same  resi^ 
As  e'er  thy  father  Henry  made  it  mine; 
And  even  as  willingly  at  thy  feet  I  leave  it 
As  others  would  ambitiously  receive  it. 
Farewell,  good  king:  when  I  am  dead  and  gone, 
Miiy  honourable  peace  attend  thy  throne !  [Exit, 

Qtieen.  Why,  now  is  Henry  kmg,  and  Margaret  queen ; 
And  Humphrey  Duke  of  Gloucester  scarce  hmiself,        40 
That  bears  so  shrewd  a  maim;  two  pulls  at  once; 
His  lady  banish'd,  and  a  limb  lopp'a  off. 
This  staff  of  honour  rau^ht,  there  let  it  stand 
Where  it  best  fits  to  be,  m  Henry's  hand. 

Saf.  Thus  droops  this  lofty  pine  and  hangs  his  sprays; 
Thus  Eleanor's  pride  dies  in  her  youngest  days. 

York.  Lords,  let  him  go.    Please  it  your  majesty, 
This  is  the  day  appointed  for  the  combat; 
And  ready  are  the  appellant  and  defendant. 
The  armourer  and  his  man,  to  enter  the  lists,  60 

So  please  your  highness  to  behold  the  fight. 

Queen.  Ay,  good  my  lord;  for  purposely  therefore 
Left  I  the  court,  to  see  this  quarrel  tried. 

King.  O'  God's  name,  see  the  lists  and  all  things  fit: 
Here  let  them  end  it;  and  God  defend  the  right! 

York.  I  never  saw  a  fellow  worse  bested. 
Or  more  afraid  to  fight,  than  is  the  appellant, 
'The  servant  of  this  armourer,  my  lords. 

Enter  at  one  door,  Horneii,  the  Armourer,  and  hia  Neigh- 
bours, drinking  to  him  so  muc/i  thut  he  is  drunk;  and  he 
enters  with  a  drum  before  him  and  his  staff  with  a  sand- 
bag fastened  to  it;  and  at  the  otJicr  door  Peter,  his  man, 
mth  a  drum  and  sandbag,  and  'Prentices  drinking  to  him. 

First  Neigh.  Here,  neighbour  Ilorncr,  I  drink  to  you  in 
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a  cup  of  8ack :  and  fear  not,  neighbour,  you  shall  do  well 
enough.  61 

See.  Neigh,  And  here,  neighbour,  here's  a  cup  of  char- 
neco. 

Third  Neigh,  And  here's  a  pot  of  good  double  beer, 
neighbour:  drink,  and  fear  not  your  man. 

Uor.  Let  it  com^,  i*  faith,  and  I'll  pledge  you  all ;  and  a 
fig  for  Peter! 

First  'Pren,  Here,  Peter,  I  drink  to  thee:  and  Ikj  not 
afraid. 

Sec  'Pren.  Be  merry,  Peter,  and  fear  not  Ihy  master: 
flght  for  credit  of  the  'prentices.  71 

Peter.  I  thank  you  all:  drink,  and  pray  for  mc,  I  prnv 
you;  for  I  think  I  have  taken  my  last  draught  in  this 
world.  Here,  Robin,  an  if  I  die,  I  give  thee  "my  apron : 
and.  Will,  thou  ahalt  have  my  hammer:  and  here,  Tom, 
take  all  tlic  money  that  I  have.  O  Lord  bless  me!  I  pray 
God  I  for  I  am  never  able  to  deal  with  my  masler,  he  liatli 
learnt  so  much  fence  already. 

Sal.  Come,  leave  your  drinking,  and  falh  to  blows. 
Sirrah,  what's  thy  name?  81 

Pefer.  Peter,  forsooth. 

Stil.  Peter  1  what  more? 

PeUr.  Thump. 

SfU.  Thump  I  then  see  thou  thump- thy  master  well. 

Hor.  Masters,  I  am  come  hither,  as  it  were,  upon  my 
man's  instigation,  to  prove  him  a  knave  and  myself  an 
honest  man:  and  touching  the  Duke  of  York,  I  will  take 
my  death,  I  never  meant  him  any  ill,  nor  the  king,  nor  the 
queen:  and  therefore,  Peter,  have  at  thee  with  a  downright 
blow! 

York.  Dispatch:  this  knave's  tongue  begins  to  double. 
Sound,  trumi^ets,  alanun  to  the  combatants! 

[Alarum,     lliey  figJU„  and  Peter  strikes  him  dmcii. 

Uor.  Ilold,  Peter,  hold!  I  confess,  I  confess  treason. 

[Dies. 

York.  Take  away  his  weapon.     Fellow,  thank 
God,  and  the  good  wine  in  th}'  master's  way.  C9 

Peter.  O  God,  have  1  overcome  mine  enemy  in  this  pres- 
ence?    0  Peter,  thou  hast  prevailed  in  right! 

King.  Go,  take  hence  that  traitor  from  our  sight; 
For  bv  his  death  we  do  perceive  his  guilt: 
And  6()d  in  justice  hath  revoal'd  to  us 
The  truth  and  innocence  of  this  poor  fellow. 
Which  he  had  thouglit  to  have  murder 'd  wrongfully. 
Come,  fellow,  follow  us  for  thy  reward. 

[ ISou n d  a  ftou  ritJi.     Exeunt, 
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ScEKE  rV.    A  street. 
Enter  GlotTCEStbr  and  his  Servingmeny  in  mourning  cloaks, 

Qlou,  Thus  sometimes  hath  the  brightest  day  a  cloud ; 
And  after  summer  evermore  succeeds 
Barren  winter,  with  his  wrathful  nipping  cold: 
So  cares  and  joys  abound,  as  seasons  fleet. 
Sirs,  what's  o'clock? 

8erv.  Ten,  my  lord. 

Olou.  Ten  is  the  hour  that  was  appointed  me 
To  watch  the  coming  of  my  punish'd  duchess: 
^Uneath  may  she  endure  the  flinty  streets, 
To  tread  them  with  her  tender-feeling  feet. 
Sweet  Nell,  ill  can  thy  noble  mind  abrook  19 

The  abject  people  gazing  on  thy  face, 
With  envious  looks,  laughing  at  thy  shame, 
That  erst  did  follow  thy  proud  chariot-wheels 
When  thou  didst  ride  in  triumph  through  the  streets. 
But,  soft!  I  think  she  comes;  and  I'll  prepare 
My  tear-stain'd  eyes  to  see  her  miseries. 

Enter  the  Duchess  of  GLOUCESTiiR  in  a  white  slicct,  and  a 
taper  burning  in  her  hand;  with  Sin  John  Stakljey,  the 
Sheriff,  and  Ofiicers. 

8erv.  So  please  your  grace,  we'll  take  her  from  the 
sheriff. 

Glou,  No,  stir  not,  for  your  lives;  let  her  pass  by. 

Duch.  Come  you,  my  lord,  to  see  my  open  shame? 
Now  thou  dost  penance  too.     Look  how  they  gaze!         20 
See  how  the  giddy  multitude  do  point, 
And  nod  their  heads,  and  throw  their  eyes  on  thee! 
Ah,  Gloucester,  hide  thee  from  their  hateful  looks. 
And,  in  thy  closet  pefft  up,  rue  my  shame. 
And  baa  thine  enemies,  both  mine  and  thine! 

Giou.  Be  p:itient,  gentle  Nell;  forget  this  grief. 

Dueh.  Ah,  Gloucester,  teach  me  to  forget  myself  1 
For  whilst  I  think  I  am  thy  mairled  wife 
And  thou  a  prince,  protector  of  this  land, 
Methinks  I  should  not  thus  be  led  along,  80 

Mail'd  up  in  shame,  with  papers  on  my  back. 
And  folio w'd  with  a  rabble  that  rejoice 
To  see  mv  tears  and  hear  my  deep-fet  groans. 
The  ruthless  flint  doth  cut  my  tender  feet, 
And  when  I  start,  the  envioius  people  laugh 
And  bid  me  be  advised  how  I  tread. 
Ah,  Humphrey,  can  I  bear  this  shameful  yoke? 

SHAK.   II. — 15 
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Trow'st  thou  that  e'er  I'll  look  upon  the  world. 

Or  count  them  happy  that  enjoy  the  sun? 

No;  dark  shall  be  my  light  and  night  my  day;  40 

To  thing  upon  my  pomp  shall  be  my  hell. 

Sometime  I'll  say,  I  am  Duke'Humphrey's  "wife. 

And  he  a  prince  and  ruler  of  the  laud: 

Yet  80  he  ruled  and  such  a  prince  he  was 

As  he  stood  by  whilst  I,  his  forlorn  duchess. 

Was  made  a  wonder  and  a  pointing- stock 

To  every  idle  rascal  follower. 

But  be  thou  mild  and  blush  not  at  my  shame. 

Nor  stir  at  nothing  till  the  axe  of  death 

Hang  over  thee,  as,  sure,  it  shortly  will;  50 

For  Suffolk,  he  that  can  do  all  in  all 

With  her  that  hateth  thee  and  hates  us  all. 

And  York  and  impious  Beaufort,  that  false  priest. 

Have  all  limed  bushes  to  betray  thy  wings. 

And,  fly  thou  how  thou  canst,  they'll  tangle  thee: 

But  fear  not  thou,  until  thy  foot  be  snared, 

Nor  never  seek  prevention  of  thy  foes. 

Olou,  Ah,  Nell,  forbear  1  thou  aimest  all  awry; 
I  must  offend  before  I  be  attainted; 

And  had  I  twenty  times  so  many  foes,  60 

And  each  of  them  had  twenty  times  their  power. 
All  these  could  not  procure  me  any  scathe. 
So  long  as  I  am  loyal,  true  and  crimeless. 
Wouldst  have  mc  rescue  thee  from  this  reproach? 
Why,  yd  thy  scandal  were  not  wiped  away. 
But  I  m  danger  for  the  breach  of  law. 
Thy  greatest  help  is  quiet,  gentle  Nell: 
I  pray  thee,  sort  thy  heart  to  patience; 
These  few  days'  wonder  will  be  quickly  worn. 

Enter  a  Heralfl. 

Her.  I  summon  your  grace  to  his  majesty's  parliament,  70 
Holden  at  Bury  the  first  of  this  next  month. 

Glou,  And  my  consent  ne'er  ask'd  herein  before! 
This  is  close  dealing.     Well,  I  will  be  there.  [Exit  Herald. 
My  Nell,  I  take  my  leave:  and,  master  sheriff,^ 
Let  not  her  penance  exceed  the  king's  commission. 

Sher.  An't  please  your  grace,  here  my  commission  stays. 
And  Sir  John  Stanley  is  ap}>ointed  now 
To  take  her  with  him  to  the  Isle  of  Man. 

Glou.  Must  you,  Sir  John,  protect  my  lady  here? 

Sum,  So  am  I  given  in  charge,  may't  please  your  grace. 

Olou.  Entreat  her  not  the  worse  in  that  I  pray  81 

You  use  her  well:  the  world  may  laugh  again; 
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And  I  may  live  to  do  you  kindness  if 
You  do  it  her:  and  so,  Sir  Jolin,  farewell! 

Duch.  What,  gone,  my  lord,  and  bid  me  not  farewell  1 

Qlou.  Witness  my  tears,  I  cannot  stay  to  speak. 

[Exeunt  Gloucester  and  Sertingmen, 

Duch,  Art  thou  gone  too?  all  comfort  go  with  thee! 
For  none  abides  with  me;  my  joy  is  death; 
Death,  at  whose  name  I  oft  have  been  afear*d, 
Because  I  wish'd  tliis  world's  eternity.  90 

Stanley,  I  prithee,  go,  and  take  me  hence; 
I  care  not  whither,  for  I  beg  no  favour, 
Only  convey  me  where  thou  art  commanded. 

Stan.  Why,  madam,  that  is  to  the  Isle  of  Man; 
There  to  be  used  according  to  your  state. 

Dudi.  That's  bad  enough,  for  I  am  but  reproach: 
And  shall  I  then  be  u.sed  reproachfully? 

Stan.  Like  to  a  duchess,  and  Duke  Humphrey's  lady; 
According  to  that  state  you  shall  be  used. 

BucK  Sheriff  farewell,  and  better  than  I  fare,  100 

Although  thou  hast  been  conduct  of  my  shame. 

Sher.  It  is  my  office;  and,  madam,  pardon  me. 

Duch,  Ay,  ayi  farewell ;  thy  office  is  discharged. 
Come,  Stanley,  shall  we  go? 

Stan.  Madam,  yoMv  penance  done,  throw  off  this  sheet, 
And  go  we  to  attire  j'ou  for  our  journey. 

Duch.  My  shame  will  not  be  shifted  with  my  sheet: 
No,  it  will  hang  upon  my  richest  robes 
And  show  itself,  attire  me  how  I  can. 
Go,  lead  the  way;  I  long  to  see  my  prison.       [Exeunt,  110 


ACTIIL 

Scene  I.     TJie  Abbey  at  Bury  St,  EdmttncTs^ 

Sound  a  sennet.  Enter  tJie  Kino,  t/ie  Queex,  Cardinai. 
Beaufort,  Suffolk,  York,  Bucionoham,  Sausburv 
and  Warwick  to  tJie  Parliament, 

King.  I  muse  my  Lord  of  Gloucester  is  not  come: 
'Tis  not  his  wont  to  be  the  hindmost  man, 
"NVhate'er  occasion  keeps  him  from  us  now. 

Queen.  Can  you  not  see?  or  will  ye  not  observe 
The  strangeness  of  his  alter'd  countenance? 
With  what  a  majesty  he  bears  himself. 
How  insolent  of  late  he  is  become, 
How  proud,  how  peremptory,  and  unlike  himself? 
We  know  the  time  since  he  was  mild  and  liable. 
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And  if  we  did  but  glance  a  far-off  look,  10 

Immediately  he  was  upon  his  knee, 

That  all  the  court  admired  him  for  submission: 

But  meet  liim  now,  and,  be  it  in  the  morn. 

When  every  one  will  give  the  time  of  day, 

He  knits  his  brow  ana  shows  an  angry  eye 

And  passeth  by  with  stiff  unbowed'knee. 

Disdaining  duty  that  to  us  belongs. 

Small  curs  are  not  regarded  when  they  grin; 

But  great  men  tremble  when  the  lion  roars; 

And  Humphrey  is  no  little  man  in  England.  20 

First  note  that  he  is  near  you  in  descent, 

And  should  you  fall,  he  as  the  next  will  mount. 

Mo  seemeth  then  it  is  no  policy, 

Respecting  what  a  rancorous  mind  he  bears 

And  his  advantage  following  your  decease, 

That  he  should  come  about  your  royal  person 

Or  he  admitted  to  your  highness*  council. 

By  flattery  hath  he  won  the  commons'  hearts. 

And  when  he  please  to  make  commotion, 

'Tis  to  be  fear'd  they  nil  will  follow  him.  30 

Now  'tis  the  spring,  and  weeds  are  shalloW-rooted; 

Suffer  them  now,  and  they'll  o'ergrow  the  garden 

And  choke  the  herbs  for  want  of  husbandry. 

The  reverent  care  I  bear  unto  my  lord 

Made  me  collect  these  dangers  in  the  duke. 

If  it  be  fond,  call  it  a  woman's  fear; 

"Which  fear  if  better  reasons  can  supplant, 

I  will  subscribe  and  siiy  I  wrong'd  the  duke. 

My  Lord  of  Suffolk,  Buckingham,  and  York, 

Reprove  my  allegation,  if  you  can;  40 

Or  else  conclude  my  words  effectual. 

Suf.  Well  hath  your  highness  seen  into  this  duke; 
And,  had  I  first  been  put  to  speak  my  mind, 
I  think  I  should  have  told  your  grace's  tale. 
The  duchess  by  his  subornation, 
Upon  my  life,  began  her  devilish  practices: 
Or,  if  he  were  not  privy  to  those  faults. 
Yet,  by  reputing  of  his  high  descent. 
As  next  the  king  he  was  successive  heir, 
And  such  high  vaunts  of  his  nobility,  50 

Did  instigiite  the  bedlam  brain-sick  duchess 
By  v»ieked  means  to  frame  our  sovereign's  fall. 
Smooth  runs  the  water  w^here  the  brook  is  deep; 
And  in  his  simple  show  he  harbours  treason. 
The  fox  barks  not  when  he  would  steal  the  lamb. 
Ko,  no,  my  sovereign;  Gloucester  is  a  man 
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.  Unsounded  yet  and  full  of  deep  deceit 

Car.  Did  he  not,  contrary  lo  form  of  law, 
Devise  strange  deaths  for  small  offences  done? 

York.  And  did  he  not,  in  his  protectorship,  60 

V  Levy  neat  sums  of  mon6y  through  the  realm 

For  soldiers'  pay  in  France,  and  never  sent  it? 
By  means  whereof  the  towns  each  day  revolted. 

Buck.  Tut,  these  are  petty  faults  to  faults  unknown. 
Which  time  will  bring  to  light  in  smooth  Duke  Humphrey; 

King.  My  lords,  at  once:  the  care  you  haye  of  us, 
To  mow  down  thorns  that  would  annoy  our  foot. 
Is  worthy  praise :  but,  shall  I  speak  my  conscience. 
Our  kinsman  Gloucester  is  as  innocent 
From  meaning  treason  to  our  royal  person  70 

As  is  the  sucking  lamb  or  harmless  dove: 
The  duke  is  virtuous,  mild  and -too  well  given 
To  dream  on  evil  or  to  work  my  downfall. 

Queen.  Ah,  what's  more  dangerous  tlinn  this  fond  afflanc«  I 
Seems  he  a  dove?  his  feathers  are  but  borrowed, 
For  he's  disposed  as  the  hateful  raven: 
Is  he  a  lamb?  his  skin  is  surely  lent  him. 
For  he's  inclined  as  is  the  ravenous  wolf. 
Who  cannot  steal  a  shape  that  means  deceit? 
Take  heed,  my  lord ;  the  welfare  of  us  all  80 

Hangs  on  the  cutting  short  that  fraudful  man. 

Enter  Bokekset. 

Som.  All  health  unto  my  gracious  sovereign ! 

King.  Welcome,   Lord    Somerset     What   news   from 
France? 

&>m.  That  all  your  interest  in  those  territories 
Is  utterly  bereft  you;  all  is  lost. 

King.  Cold  news.  Lord  Somerset:  but  God's  will  be  done  I 

York.  [Anile]  Cold  news  for  me;  for  I  had  hope  of  France 
As  firmly  as  I  hope  for  fertile  England. 
Thus  are  m^  blossoms  blasted  in  the  bud 
And  caterpillars  eat  my  leaves  away;  90 

But  I  will  remedy  Uiis  gear  ere  long. 
Or  sell  my  title  for  a  glorious  grave. 

Enter  Gloucebteh. 

Olou.  All  happihess  unto  my  lord  the  king! 
Pardon,  my  liege,  that  I  have  stay'd  so  long. 

Suf.  Nay,  Gloucester,  know  that  thou  art  come  too  soon. 
Unless  thou  wert  more  loyal  than  thou  art: 
I  do  arrest  thtfc  of  high  treason  h^re. 

Olou.  Well,  Suffolk,  thou  slmlt  not  see  me  blush 
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Nor  change  my  countenance  for  this  arrest: 

A  heart  unspoltcd  is  not  easily  daunted.  100 

The  purest  spring  is  not  so  free  from  mud 

As  I  am  clear  from  treason  to  my  sovereign: 

Who  can  accuse  me?  wlierein  am  I  guilty? 

York,  *Ti'i3  thought,  my  lord,  that  you  took  bribes  of 
France, 
And,  being  protector,  stayed  the  soldiers'  pay; 
By  means  whereof  his  highness  hath  lost  France. 

Glou,  Is  it  but  thought  so?  what  are  they  that  think  it? 
I  never  robb'd  the  soldiers  of  their  pay, 
Nor  ever  had  one  penny  bribe  from  France. 
So  help  me  God,  as  I  have  watch'd  the  niglit,  110 

Ay,  night  by  ni^lit,  in  studying  good  for  England, 
That  doit  that  e^r  I  wrested  from  the  king, 
Or  any  groat  I  hoarded  to  my  use, 
Be  brought  against  roe  at  my  trial  day! 
No;  many  a  pound  of  mine  own  proper  store. 
Because  I  would  not  tax  the  needy  commons, 
Have  I  disbursed  to  the  garrisons, 
And  never  ask'd  for  restitution. 

Car,  It  serves  you  well,  my  lord,  to  say  so  much. 
■   G20U.  I  say  no  more  than  truth,  so  help  me  God  1        120 

York,  In  your  protectorship  you  did  devise 
Strange  tortures  for  offenders  never  heard  of. 
That  l^ugland  was  defamed  by  tyranny. 

Olou.  Why,  'tis  well  known  that,  whiles  I  was  protector. 
Pity  was  all  the  fault  that  was  in  me ; 
For  I  should  melt  at  an  offender's  tears, 
And  lowly  words  were  mnsom  for  their  fault. 
Unless  it  were  a  bloody  murderer, 
Or  foul  felonious  thief  that  fleeced  poor  passengers, 
I  never  gave  them  condign  punishment:  ISO 

Murder  indeed,  that  bloody  sin,  I  tortured 
Above  the  felon  or  what  trespass  else. 

Suf.  My  lord,  these  faults  are  easy,  quickly  answered: 
But  mightier  crimes  are  laid  unto  your  charge. 
Whereof  you  cannot  easily  purge  yourself. 
I  do  arrest  you  in  his  highness'  name; 
And  here  commit  you  to  my  lord  cardinal 
To  keep,  until  your  further  time  of  trial. 

King.  My  lord  of  Gloucester,  'tis  my  Special  hope 
That  you  will  clear  yourself  from  all  suspect:  140 

My  conscience  tells  me  you  are  innocent. 

Olou,  Ah,  gracious  lord,  these  days  are  dangerous: 
Virtue  is  choked  with  foul  ambition 
And  charity  chased  hence  by  rancour's  hand; 
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Foul  subornation  is  predominant 
And  equity  exiled  your  liigbness*  land. 
I  know  their  coraplot  is  to  have  my  life, 
And  if  my  death  might  make  tliis  island  happy 
And  prove  the  period  of  their  tyranny, 
I  would  expend  it  with  all  willingness:  150 

But  mine  is  made  the  prologue  to  their  play ; 
T  For  thousands  more,  that  yet  suspect  no  peril, 
Will  not  conclude  their  plotted  tragedy. 
Beaufort's  red  sparkling  eyes  blab  his  heart's  malice, 
And  Suffolk's  cloudy  brow  his  stormy  hate; 
Sharp  Buckingham  unburthens  with  his  tongue 
The  envious  load  that  lies  upon  his  heart; 
And  dogged  York,  that  reaches  at  the  moon, 
Wliose  overweening  arm  I  have  pluck'd  back. 
By  false  accuse  doth  level  at  my  life:  160 

And  you,  my  sovereign  lady,  with  the  rest. 
Causeless  have  laid  disgraces  on  my  head 
And  with  your  best  endeavour  have  stirr'd  up 
My  liefest  liege  to  be  mine  enemy: 
Ay,  all  of  you  have  laid  your  heads  together — 
Myself  had  notice  of  your  conventicles — 
And  all  to  make  away  my  guiltless  life. 
I  shall  not  want  false  witness  to  condemn  mc, 
Nor  store  of  treasons  to  augment  my  guilt; 
The  ancient  proverb  will  be  well  effected:  170 

**  A  staff  is  quickly  found  to  beat  a  dog." 

Car,  My  liege,  his  railing  is  intolerable: 
If  those  that  care  to  keep  your  royal  person 
From  treason's  secret  knife  and  traitore'  rage 
Be  thus  upbraided,  chid  and  rated  at, 
And  the  offender  granted  scope  of  speech, 
'Twill  make  them  cool  in  zeal  unto  your  grace. 

Siif.  Hath  he  not  twit  our  sovereign  lady  here 
With  ignominious  words,  though  clerkly  couch'd. 
As  if  she  had  suborned  some  to  swear  180 

False  allegations  to  o'erthrow  his  state? 

Queen.  But  I  can  give  the  loser  leave  to  chide. 

dlou.  Far  truer  spoke  than  meant:  1  lose,  indeed; 
Beshrew  the  winners,  for  they  play'd  me  false! 
And  well  such  losers  may  have  leave  to  speak. 

Buck.  He'll  wrest  the  sense  and  hold  us  here  all  day: 
Lord  cardinal,  he  is  your  prisoner. 

Car.  Sirs,  take  away  the  duke,  and  guard  him  sure. 

Olou.  Ah!  thus  King  Henry  throws  away  his  crutch 
Before  his  legs  be  firm  to  bear  his  body.  190 

Thus  is  the  shepherd  beaten  from  thy  side 
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And  wolves  arc  gnarline  who  shall  gnaw  i]ice  first. 

Ah,  that  my  fear  were  false!  ah,  that  it  were! 

For,  good  £ing  Henry,  thy  decay  I  fear.     [Exit,  guarded. 

King.  My  lords,  what  to  your  wisdoms  seemeth  best, 
Do  or  undo,  as  if  ourself  were  here. 

Queen.  What,  will  your  ^^ighness  leave  the  parliament? 

King,  Ay,  Margaret;  my  heart  is  drown 'd  with  grief. 
Whose  flood  begins  to  flow  within  mine  eyes. 
My  body  round  engirt  with  misery,  200 

For  what's  more  miserable  than  discontent? 
Ah,  uncle  Humphrey!  in  thy  faee  I  see 
The  map  of  honour,  truth  and  lo3*aIty : 
And  yet,  good  Humphrey,  is  the  hour  to  come 
That  e*er  I  proved  thee  false  or  fear'd  thy  failh. 
What  louring  star  now  envies  thy  estate, 
That  these  great  lords  and  Margaret  our  queen 
Do  seek  subversion  of  thy  harmless  life? 
Thou  never  didst  them  wrong  nor  no  man  wrong; 
And  as  the  butcher  takes  away  the  calf  210 

And  binds  the  wretch  and  beats  it  when  it  strap's, 
Bearing  it  to  the  bloody  slaughter-liousc, 
Even  so  remorseless  have  they  borne  him  hence; 
And  as  the  dam  runs  lowing  up  and  down. 
Looking  the  way  her  harmless  youn^  one  went, 
And  can  do  nought  but  wail  her  darimg  s  loss. 
Even  so  myself  bewails  good  Glouce.«?tcr's  case 
With  sad  unhelpful  tears,  and  with  dimm'd  eyes 
Look  after  him  and  cannot  do  him  good. 
So  mighty  arc  his  vowed  enemies.  220 

His  fortunes  I  will  weep  and  'twixt  each  groan 
Say  "  Who's  a  traitor?    Gloucester  he  is  none." 

[Exettntallbut  Queen,  Cardinal  Jkauf&rtf  Suffolk^  and 
York;  Somerset  remains  apart 

Queen.  Free  lords,  cold  snow  melts  with  the  sun's  hot 
beams. 

Henry  my  lord  is  cold  in  great  affairs. 
Too  full  of  foolish  pity,  and  Gloucester's  show 

Beguiles  him  as  the  mournful  crocodile  *t 

With  sorrow  snares  relenting  passengers, 

Or  as  the  snake  roU'd  in  a  flowering  uank,  I 

With  shining  checker'd  slough,  dotli  sting  a  child  ' 

That  for  the  beauty  thinks  it  excellent.  2S0  I 

Believe  me,  lords,  were  none  more  wise  than  I — 
And  yet  herein  I  jud^o  mine  own  wit  good — 

This  Gloucester  should  be  quickly  rid  the  world,  ' 

To  rid  us  from  the  fear  we  have  of  him. 

Cetr,  That  ho  should  die  is  worthy  policy; 
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But  yet  we  want  a  colour  for  Ins  death: 
*Tis  meet  he  be  condcmn'd  by  course  of  law. 

Suf,  But,  in  my  mind,  that  were  no  policy: 
The  king  will  labour  still  to  save  his  life, 
The  commoDs  haply  rise,  to  save  his  life;  240 

And  yet  we  have  but  trivial  argument, 
3Iore  than  mistrust,  that  shows  him  worthy  death. 

York.  So  that,  by  this,  you  would  not  have  him  die. 

Suf.  Ah,  York,  no  man  alive  so  fain  as  1 ! 

York.  Tis  York  that  hath  more  reason  for  his  death. 
But,  my  lord  cardinal,  and  you,  my  Lord  of  Suffolk, 
Say  as  you  think,  and  speak  it  from  your  souls, 
Were't  not  all  one,  an  empty  eagle  were  set 
To  guard  the  chicken  from  a  hungry  kite, 
As  place  Duke  Humphrey  for  the  king's  protector?       250 

Queen.  So  the  poor  chicken  sliould  be  sure  of  death. 

Sttf.  Madam,  'tis  true;  and  were't  not  madness  then 
To  make  the  fox  surveyor  of  the  fold? 
Who  being  accused  a  crafty  murderer, 
Ills  guilt  should  be  but  idly  posted  over. 
Because  his  purpose  is  not  executed. 
No;  let  him  die,  in  that  he  is  a  fox. 
By  nature  proved  an  enemy  to  the  flock, 
Before  his  chaps  be  stain'd  with  crimson  blood. 
As  Humphrey,  proveci  by  reasons,  to  my  liege.  260 

And  do  not  stand  on  quillets  how  to  slay  him: 
Be  it  by  gins,  by  snares,  by  subtlety. 
Sleeping  or  waking,  'tis  no  matter  how. 
So  he  be  dead;  for  that  is  good  deceit 
Which  mates  him  first  that  first  intends  deceit. 

Queen.  Thrice-noble  Suffolk,  His  i-esolutcly  spoke. 

auf.  Not  resolute,  except  so  much  were  done; 
For  things  are  often  spoke  and  seldom  meant: 
But  tliat  my  heart  accordeth  with  my  tongue, 
Seeing  the  deed  is  meritorious,  270 

And  to  preserve  my  sovereign  from  his  foe. 
Say  but  the  word,  and  I  wiu  be  his  priest. 

Car.  But  I  would  have  him  dead,  my  Lord  of  Suffolk, 
Ere  you  can  take  due  orders  for  a  priest: 
Say  you  consent  and  censure  well  the  deed, 
And  ril  provide  his  executioner, 
I  tender  so  the  safety  of  my  liege. 

Suf.  Here  is  my  hand,  the  deed  is  .worthy  doing. 

Queen.  And  so  sav  I. 

York.  And  I :  and  now  we  three  have  spoke  it,  280 

It  skills  not  greatly  who  impugns  our  doom. 

Enter  a  Post. 
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Past»  Great  lords,  from  Ireland  am  I  como  amain, 
To  signify  tliat  rebels  there  are  up 
And  put  the  Englishmen  unto  the  sword: 
Send  succours,  lords,  and  stop  the  rage  bctimc. 
Before  the  wound  do  grow  uncurable; 
For,  being  green,  there  is  great  hope  of  help. 

Car,  A  breach  that  craves  a  quick  expedient  stop! 
"What  counsel  give  you  in  this  weighty  cause? 

York.  That  bonierset  be  sent  as  regent  thither:  2C0 

Tis  meet  that  lucky  ruler  be  employ 'd; 
AVitnoss  the  fortune  he  hath  had  in  France. 

Som.  If  York,  with  all  his  far-fet  policy, 
Had  been  the  regent  there  instead  of  me. 
He  never  would  have  stay'd  in  France  so  long. 

York.  No,  not  to  lose  it  all,  as  thou  hast  done: 
I  nither  would  have  lost  my  life  betimes 
Than  bring  a  burthen  of  dishonour  home 
By  staying  there  so  long  till  all  were  lost. 
Show  me  one  scar  charactered  on  thy  skin:  800 

Men's  flesh  preserved  so  whole  do  seldom  win. 

Queen,  Nay,  then,  this  spark  will  prove  a  raging  fire, 
If  wind  and  fuel  be  brought  to  feed  it  with: 
No  more,  good  York;  sweet  Somerset,  be  still: 
Thy  fortime,  York,  hadst  thou  been  regent  there, 
^li^ht  happily  have  proved  far  w-orse  than  his. 

York,   What,  worse  than  nought?   nay,  then,  a  shame 
take  all  t 

Som,  And,  in  the  number,  thee  that  wishest  shame! 

Car.  My  Lord  of  York,  try  what  your  fortune  is. 
The  uncivil  kerns  of  Ireland  are  in  arms  310 

And  temper  clay  with  blood  of  Englishmen: 
To  Ireland  will  you  lead  a  band  of  men, 
Collected  choicely,  from  each  county  some. 
And  try  your  hap  against  the  Irishmen? 

York.  I  will,  my  lord,  so  please  his  majesty. 

Suf.  Why,  our  authority  is  his  consent, 
And  what  we  do  establish  he  confirms: 
Then,  noble  York,  take  thou  this  task  in  hand. 

York,  1  am  consent:  provide  me  soldiers,  lords. 
Whiles  I  take  order  for  mine  own  affairs.  820 

Suf,  A  charge.  Lord  Y'ork,  that  I  will  see  performed. 
But  now  return  we  to  the  false  Duke  Humphrejr. 

Car,  No  more  of  him;  for  I  will  deal  wnth  him 
That  henceforth  he  sliall  trouble  us  no  more. 
And  80  break  off;  the  day  is  almost  spent: 
Lord  Suffolk,  you  and  I  must  talk  of  that  event 

York.  My  Lord  of  Suffolk,  within  fourteen  days 
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At  Bristol  I  expect  my  soldiers;  * 

For  there  TU  ship  them  all  for  Ireland. 

Buf,  1*11  see  it  truly  done,  my  Lord  of  York.  880 

[Exeunt  all  but  York. 

York,  Now,  York,  or  never,  steel  thy  fearful  thoughts, 
And  change  misdoubt  to  resolution: 
Be  that  thou  hopest  to  be,  or  what  thou  art 
Resign  to  death;  it  is  not  worth  the  enjoying: 
1/6 1  pale-faced  fear  keep  with  the  mean-born  man, 
And  find  no  harbour  in  a  royal  heart 
Faster  than  spring-time  showers  comes  thought  on  thought, 
And  not  a  thought  but  thinks  on  dignity. 
Hy  brain  more  busy  than  the  labouring  spider 
Weaves  tedious  snares  to  trap  mine  enenues.  840 

Well,  nobles,  well,  *tis  politicly  done. 
To  send  me  packing  with  an  host  of  men: 
I  fear  me  you  but  warm  the  starved  snake. 
Who,  cherish*d  in  vour  breasts,  will  sting  your  hearts. 
'Twas  men  I  lack*a  and  you  will  give  them  me: 
I  take  it  kindly;  yet  be  well  assured 
You  put  sharp  weapons  in  a  madman's  hands. 
Whiles  I  in  Ireland  nourish  a  mighty  band, 
I  will  stir  up  in  England  some  black  storm 
Shall  blow  ten  thousand  souls  to  heaven  or  hell;  850 

And  this  fell  tempest  shall  not  cease  to  rage 
Until  the  golden  circuit  on  my  head. 
Like  to  the  glorious  sun*s  transparent  beams, 
Do  calm  the  fury  of  this  mad-bred  flaw. 
And,  for  a  minister  of  my  intent, 
I  have  seduced  a  headstrong  Eentishman, 
John  Cade  of  Ashford, 
To  make  commotion,  as  full  well  he  can, 
Under  the  title  of  John  Mortimer. 

In  Ireland  have  I  seen  this  stubborn  Cade  860 

Oppose  himself  against  a  troop  of  kerns. 
And  fought  so  long,  till  that  his  thighs  with  darts 
Were  almost  like  a  sharp-quilVd  porpentine; 
And,  in  the  end  bein^  rescued,  I  have  seen 
Him  caper  upright  like  a  wild  Morisco, 
Shaking  the  bloody  darts  as  he  his  bells. 
Full  often,  like  a  shas^-hair'd  crafty  kern, 
Hath  he  conversed  with  the  enemy, 
And  undiscovered  come  to  me  again 
And  given  me  notice  of  their  vilTanics.  870 

This  devil  here  shall  be  my  substitute; 
For  that  John  Mortimer,  which  now  is  dead. 
In  face,  in  gait,  in  speech,  he  doth  resemble: 
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By  this  I  shall  pei^ive  the  commoDs*  mind. 

How  tliey  affect  the  house  and  claim  of  York. 

Say  he  be  taken,  rack'd  and  tortured, 

I  know  no  pain  they  can  inflict  upon  him 

Will  make  him  say  I  moved  him  to  those  arms. 

Say  that  he  thrive,  as  'tis  great  like  he  will, 

Whv,  then  from  Ireland  come  I  with  my  strength         380 

Andf  reap  the  harvest  which  that  rascal  80W*d; 

For  Humphrey  being  dead,  as  he  shall  be, 

And  Henry  put  apart,  the  next  for  me.  [ExU, 

Scene  II.    Bury  St.  Edmund's.    A  fvom  of  state. 

EtUer  certain  Murderers,  haetUy. 

First  Mnr,  Run  to  my  Lord  of  Suffolk;  let  him  know 
We  have  dispatch'd  the  duke,  as  he  commanded. 

Sec,  Mur.  O  that  it  were  to  do!    What  have  wc  done? 
Didst  ever  hear  a  man  so  penitent? 

Enter  Suffolk. 

FHrst  Jfur,  Here  comes  my  lord. 

Svf.  Now,  sirs,  have  you  disnatch'd  this  thing? 

First  Mur.  Ay,  my  good  lord",  lie's  dead. 

Suf.  Why,  that's  well  said.    Go,  get  you  to  my  house; 
I  will  reward  you  for  this  venturous  deed. 
The  king  and  all  the  peers  are  here  at  hand.  10 

Have  you  laid  fair  the  bed?    Is  all  things  well, 
Accoraing  as  I  ^ve  directions? 

First  Mvr.  *Tis,  my  good  lord. 

Suf.  Away !  be  gone.  [Ereunt  Murderers, 

Sound  trumpets.    Enter  the  Kixo,  the  Queen,  Cardinal 
Beaufort,  Somerset,  vnth  Attendants. 

King.  Go,  call  our  uncle  to  our  presence  straight ; 
Say  we  intend  to  try  his  grace  to-day, 
If  he  be  guilty,  as  ^is  published. 

Suf  I'll  call  him  presently,  my  noble  lord.  [ExU. 

King,  Lords,  lake  your  places;  and  I  pray  you  all, 
Proceed  no  straiter  'gainst  our  uncle  Gloucester 
Than  from  true  evidence  of  good  esteem  21 

He  be  approved  in  practice  culpable. 

Queen.  God  forbid  any  malice  should  prevail. 
That  faultless  may  condemn  a  nobleman! 
Prajr  God  he  may  acquit  him  of  suspicion! 

King.  I  thank  thee,  Meg;  tliese  words  content  me  much. 

Bercnier  Suffolk. 
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How  now!  why  look*8t  thou  pale?  why  tremblest  thou? 
Where  is  our  uncle?  what's  the  matter,  Suffolk? 

8uf.  Deiul  in  liis  bed,  my  lord;  Gloucester  is  dead. 

Qiieen.  Marry,  God  forfend!  80 

Car.  God's  secret  judgement:  I  did  dream  to-night 
The  duke  was  dumb  and  could  aot  speak  a  word. 

[2  he  King  gttoatM, 

Queen.  How  fares  my  lord?    Help,  lordsl  tlie  king  is 
dead. 

8om.  Rear  up  his  body;  wring  him  by  the  nose. 

Qfteen.  Run,  go,  lielp,  lielp!    O  Henrv,  opo  tliinc  c^'es! 

Sitf.  He  doth  revive  aeain:  madam,  be  patient. 

Ki/ig.  O  heavenly  Goof ! 

Q'leen.  How  fares  my  gracious  lord? 

8fi^.  Comfort,  my  sovereign!  gracious  Henr}',  comfort! 

Ktnff.  What,  doth  my  Lord  of  Suffolk  comfort  me? 
Came  he  right  now  to  sing  a  raven's  note,  40 

Whose  dismal  tune  bereft  my  vital  powers; 
And  thinks  he  that  the  chirping  of  a  wren, 
By  crying  comfort  from  a  liollow  breast, 
Can  chase  away  the  first- conceived  sound? 
Hide  not  thy  poison  with  such  sugar'd  words; 
Lay  not  thy  hands  on  me ;  forbear,  I  say ; 
Tlieir  touch  affrights  me  as  a  serpent's  sting. 
Thou  baleful  messenger,  out  of  my  sight! 
Upon  thy  eye-balls  murderous  tyranny 
Sits  in  grim  majesty,  to  fright  the  world.  50 

Look  not  upon  me,  for  thine  eyes  arc  wounding: 
Yet  do  not  go  away:  come,  basilisk. 
And  kill  the  innocent  gazer  with  thy  sight; 
For  in  the  shade  of  death  I  shall  find  joy; 
In  life  but  double  death,  now  Gloucester's  dead. 

Queen.  Why  do  you  rate  my  Lord  of  Suffolk  tlius? 
Although  the  duke  was  enemy  to  him, 
Yet  he  most  Christian-like  lamentjs  bis  death: 
And  for  myself,  foe  as  he  was  to  me. 
Might  liquid  tears  or  heart-offending  groans  60 

Or  blood -consuming  sighs  recall  his  life, 
I  would  be  blind  with  weeping,  sick  with  groans. 
Look  pale  as  primrose  with  blood-drinking  sighs. 
And  all  to  have  the  noble  duke  alive. 
What  know  I  how  the  world  may  deem  of  me? 
For  it  is  known  we  were  but  hollow  friends: 
It  may  be  judged  I  made  the  duke  away; 
So  shall  my  name  with  slander's  tongue  be  wounded, 
And  prince's  courts  be  filled  with  my  reproach. 
This  get  I  by  his  death ;  ay  me,  unhappy!  70 


463  KING  HENRY  Yl.  [act  hi. 

To  be  a  queen,  and  crown'd  with  infamy  I 
King.  Ah,  woe  is  me  for  Gloucester,  wretched  man! 
Queen,  Be  woe  for  me.  more  wretched  than  he  is. 
What,  dost  tliou  turn  away  and  hide  thy  face? 
I  am  no  loatiisome  leper;  look  on  me. 
What!  art  thou,  like  the  adder,  waxen  deaf? 
Be  poisonous  too  and  kill  iliy  forlorn  queen. 
Is  all  thy  comfort  shut  in  Gloucester's  tomb? 
Why,  then,  dame  Margaret  was  ne'er  thy  joy. 
Erect  his  statua  and  worship  it.  80 

And  make  my  image  but  an  alehouse  sign. 
Was  I  for  this  nigh  wreck'd  upon  the  sea 
And  twice  by  awkward  wind  from  England's  bank 
Drove  back  again  unto  my  native  clime? 
What  boded  this,  but  avcH  forewarning  wind 
Did  seem  to  say  ' '  Seek  not  a  scorpion's  nest, 
Nor  set  no  footing  on  this  unkind  shore?" 
What  did  I  then,  but  cursed  the  ge;itle  gusts 
And  he  that  loosed  them  forlh  their  brazen  caves; 
And  bid  them  blow  towards  England's  blessed  shore,      90 
Or  turn  our  stern  upon  a  dreadful  rock? 
Yet  .Eolus  would  not  be  a  murderer. 
But  left  that  hateful  office  unto  thee: 
The  pretty-vaulting  sea  refused  to  drown  me, 
Knowing  that  thou  wouidst  have  me  drown'd  on  shore. 
With  tears  as  salt  as  sea,  through  thy  unkindness: 
The  splitting  rocks  cowcr'd  in  Uie  sinking  sands 
And  would  not  dash  me  with  their  ragged  sides, 
Because  thy  flinty  heart»  more  hard  than  they, 
Ivlight  in  thy  palace  perish  Margaret.  100 

As^far  as  I  could  ken  thy  chalky  cliffs, 
When  from  thy  shore  the  tempest  beat  us  back, 
I  stood  upon  the  hatches  in  the  storm. 
And  when  the  ilusky  sky  began  to  rob 
My  earnest -gaping  sight  of  thy  land's  view, 
I  took  a  costly  jewel  from  my  neck, 
A  heart  it  was,  bound  in  with  diamonds, 
And  threw  it  towards  thy  land:  the  sea  received  it, 
And  so  I  wish'd  thy  body  might  my  heart: 
And  even  with  this  I  lost  fair  England's  view  110 

And  bid  mine  eyes  be  packing  with  my  heart 
And  call'd  them  blind  and  dusky  spectacles, 
For  losing  ken  of  Albion's  wished  coast. 
How  often  have  I  tempted  Suffolk's  tongue, 
The  agent  of  thy  foul  inconstancy, 
To  sit  and  witch  me,  as  Ascanius  did 
Wlien  he  to  madding  Dido  would  unfold 


scKXE  II.  ]  KING  IIENllY  YL  463 

His  fatlicr'ft  «icts  commenced  in  burning  Troy! 
Am  I  not  witch'd  like  her?  or  thou  not  false  like  him? 
Ay  mo,  I  can  no  more!  die,  Margaret!  120 

For  Henry  weeps  that  thou  dost  live  so  long. 

yoiiic  irithm.    Enter  War'wick,    Salisbury,   and  many 

Commons. 

War.  It  is  reported,  mighty  sovcreiffn. 
That  good  Duke  Humphrey  traitorouSy  is  murder'd 
By  SutToik  and  the  Cardinal  Beaufort's  means. 
The  commons,  like  an  angry  hive  of  bees 
That  want  their  leader,  scatter  up  and  down 
And  care  not  Avho  they  sting  in  his  revenge. 
lV[ysclf  have  calm'd  their  spleenful  mutiny. 
Until  they  hear  the  order  of  ids  death. 

King.  That  he  is  dead,  good  Warwick,  'tis  too  true;  130 
But  how  he  died  God  knows,  not  Henry: 
Enter  his  cliamber,  view  his  breathless  corpse. 
And  comment  then  upon  his  sudden  death. 

War.  That  shall  I  ao.  mjr  liege.     Stay,  Salisbury, 
With  the  rude  multitude  Idl  I  return.  [Ejtit, 

King.  O  Thou  that  judgest  all  things  stay  my  thoughts, 
My  thoughts,  that  labour  to  persuade  my  soul 
Some  violent  hands  were  laid  on  Humi)hrey*s  life  I 
If  my  suspect  be  false,  forgive  me,  God, 
For  judgement  only  doth  belong  to.  thee.  140 

Fain  would  I  go  to  chafe  his  paly  lips 
With  twenty  thousand  kisses  and  to  drain 
Upon  his  face  an  ocean  of  salt  tears, 
To  tell  my  love  unto  his  dumb  <leaf  trunk 
And  with  my  fingers  feel  his  liand  unfeeling: 
But  all  in  vain  are  these  mean  obsc<]^uies; 
And  to  survey  his  dead  and  earthy  image. 
What  were  it  but  to  make  my  sorrow  greater? 

Re-enter  Warwick  and  others,  beanng  Gloucester's  body 

on  a  bed. 

War.  Come  hj^her,  gracious  sovereign,  view  this  body. 

King.  That  is  to  see  how  deep  my  grave  is  made;        150 
For  with  his  soul  fled  all  my  worldly  solace, 
For  seeing  him  I  see  my  life  in  death. ' 

War.  As  siurely  as  my  soul  intends  to  live 
With  that  dread  King  that  took  our  state  upou  him 
To  free  us  from  his  father's  wrathful  curse, 
I  do  believe  that  violent  hands  were  laid 
Upon  the  life  of  this  thrice-famed  duke. 

Suf.  A  dreadful  oath,  sworn  with  a  solemn  tongue! 
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What  instance  gives  Lord  Warwick  for  his  vow? 

War,  See  how  the  blood  is  settled  in  his  face. 
Oft  have  I  seen  a  timely-parted  ghost,  IGl 

Of  ashy  semblance,  meagre,  pale  and  bloodless, 
Being  all  descended  to  the  labouring  heart; 
Who,  in  the  conflict  that  it  holds  with  death, 
Attracts  the  same  for  aidancc  'gainst  the  enemy; 
Whicli  with  the  heart  there  cools  and  ne'er  rcturneth 
To  blush,  and  beautify  the  check  again. 
But  sec,  his  face  is  black  and  full  of  blood. 
His  eye-balls  further  out  than  when  he  lived, 
Staring  full  ghastly  like  a  strangled  man;  17Q 

His  hair  uprear'd,  his  nostrils  stretched  with  struggling; 
His  hands  abroad  display'd,  as  one  that  grasp'd 
And  tuggVl  for  life  and  was  by  strength  subdued: 
Look,  on  the  sheets  his  hair,  you  see,  is  sticking; 
His  well-proportion'd  beard  made  rough  and  rugged. 
Like  to  the  summer's  corn  by  tempestlodged. 
It  cannot  be  but  he  wasmurder'd  here: 
The  least  of  all  these  signs  were  probable. 

Snf.  Why,  Warwick,  who  should  do  the  duke  to  death? 
Myself  and  Beaufort  had  Jiim  in  protection;  180 

And  we,  I  hope,  sir,  are  no  murderers. 

War.  But  both  of  you  were  vow'd  Duke  Humphrey's 
foes. 
And  vou,  forsooth,  had  the  good  duke  to  keep: 
'Tis  like  you  would  not  feast  him  like  a  friend; 
And  'tis  well  seen  he  found  an  enemy. 

Queen.  Then  you,  bcliko,  suspect  these  noblemen 
As  guilty  of  Duke  Humphrey's  timeless  death. 

War,  Who  finds  the  heifer  dea^l  and  bleeding  fresh 
And  sees  fast  by  a  butcher  with  an  axe, 
But  will  suspect  'twas  he  that  made  the  slaughter?        190 
Who  finds  the  partridge  in  the  puttock's  nest, 
But  may  imagine  how  the  bird  was  dead. 
Although  the  kite  soar  with  unbloodied  boak? 
Even  so  suspicious  is  this  traged)'. 

Quren.  Are  you  the  butcher,  Suffolk?*  Where's  your 
knife? 
Is  Beaufort  term'd  a  kite?    Where  arc  his  talons? 

Suf.  I  wear  no  knife  to  slaughter  sleeping  men; 
But  here's  a  vengeful  sword,  rusted  with  ease. 
That  shall  be  scoured  in  his  rancorous  heart 
That  slanders  me  with  murder's  crimson  badge.  200 

Say,  if  thou  da  rest,  proud  Lord  of  Warwickshire, 
That  I  am  faulty  in  Duke  Humphrey's  death. 

[Exeunt  Cardinal,  Somenet,  and  <fthers. 
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War.  Wliat  dares  not  "Warwick,  if  false  Suffolk  dare 
him? 

Queen.  He  dares  not  calm  his  contumelious  spirit 
Nor  cease  to  be  an  arrogant  controller, 
Though  Suffolk  dare  hifn  twenty  thousand  times. 

War.  Madam,  he  slill;  with  reverence  may  I  say; 
For  every  word  you  speak  in  his  behalf 
I  Is  slander  to  your  royal  dignity. 

'      5w/.  Blunt- witted  lord,  Ignoble  in  demeanour  I  210 

If  ever  lady  wrong'd  her  lord  so  much, 
Thy  mother  took  mto  her  blameful  bed. 
Some  stern  untutor'd  churl,  and  noble  stock 
"Was  graft  with  crab-tree  slip;  whose  fruit  thou  art 
And  never  of  the  Nevils'  noble  race. 

War.  But  that  the  guilt  of  murder  bucklers  thee 
And  I  should  rob  the  deathsman  of  his  fee. 
Quitting  thee  thereby  of  ten  thousand  sliames, 
And  that  my  sovereign's  presence  makes  me  mild, 
I  would,  false  murderous  coward,  on  thy  knee  220 

Make  thee  beg  pardon  for  thy  passed  speech 
And  say  it  was  thy  mother  that  thou  mean'st^ 
That  thou  thyself  was  born  in  bastardy; 
And  after  all  this  fearful  homage  done, 
Give  thee  thy  hire  and  send  thy  soul  to  hell. 
Pernicious  blood-sucker  of  sleeping  men  I 

8uf.  Thou  shalt  be  waking  while  I  shed  thy  blood, 
If  from  this  presence  thou  darcst  go  with  me. 

War.  Away  even  now,  or  I  will  drag  thee  hence: 
Unworthy  though  thou  art,  1*11  cope  with  thee  230 

And  do  some  service  to  Duke  Humphrey's  ghost. 

[Exeunt  Suffolk  and  Warwick. 

King.  "What  stronger  breastplate  than  a  heart  untainted  I 
Thrice  is  he  armed  that  hath  his  quarrel  just, 
And  he  but  naked,  though  lock'd  up  in  steel, 
Whose  conscience  with  injustice  is  corrupted. 

[A  noise  within. 
>     Queen,  "What  noise  is  this? 

He-enter  Suffolk  and  "Warwick,  with  their  iceapans  drawn. 

King.  "Why,  how  now,  lords!  your  wrathful  weapons 
drawn 
Here  in  our  presence!  dare  you  be  so  bold? 
"NYhy,  what  tumultuous  clamor  have  we  here? 

Suf.  The  traitorous  Warwick  with  the  men  of  Bury  240 
Set  all  upon  me,  mighty  sovereign. 
Sal.  [To  t)ie  Commons^  entertng]  Sirs,  stand  apart:   the 
king  shall  know  your  mind. 
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Dread  lord,  the  commons  send  3'ou  word  by  me. 

Unless  Lord  Suffolk  straight  be  done  to  death, 

Or  banished  fair  England's  territories, 

Tliey  will  by  violence  tear  him  from  your  palace 

And  torture  him  with  grievous  lingenng  death. 

They  say,  by  him  the  good  Duke  Humphrey  died; 

They  say,  in  him  they  fear  your  highness*  death; 

And  mere  instinct  of  love  and  loyalty,  2o0 

Free  from  a  stubborn  opposite  intent. 

As  being  thought  to  contradict  your  liking, 

Makes  tliem  thus  fprward  in  his  banishment. 

They  say,  in  care  of  your  most  royal  person. 

That  if  your  highness  should  intend  to  sleep 

And  charge  that  no  man  should  disturb  your  rest 

In  pain  of  your  dislike  or  pain  of  death. 

Yet,  notwithstanding  such  a  straight  edict, 

"Were  there  a  serpent  seen,  with  forked  tongue. 

That  slily  glided  towards  your  majesty,  260 

It  were  but  necessary  you  were  wakeJl, 

Lest,  being  suffer'd  m  that  harmful  slumber. 

The  mortal  worm  might  make  the  sleep  eternal; 

And  therefore  do  they  ciy,  though  you  forbid, 

That  they  will  guard  you,  whether  you  will  or  no. 

From  such  fell  serpents  as  false  Suffolk  is, 

"With  whose  envenomed  and  fatal  sting, 

Your  loving  uncle,  twenty  times  his  worth. 

They  say,  is  .shamefully  bereft  of  life. 

Comtmons.  [  WitJiin'\  Au  answer  from  the  king,  my  Lord  of 
Salisbury!  270 

Suf.  'Tis  like  the  commons,  rude  unpolish'd  hinds, 
Could  send  such  message  to  their  sovereign : 
But  you,  my  lord,  were  glad  to  be  employ'd, 
To  show  how  quaint  an  orator  you  are : 
But  all  the  honor  Salisbury  has  won 
Is,  that  he  was  the  lord  ambassador 
Sent  from  a  sort  of  tinkers  to  the  king. 

Commom.  [IF/^/iiVi]  An  answer  from  the  king,  or  wc  will 
all  bix^uk  in! 

King.  Go,  Salisbury,  and  tell  them  all  from  me, 
I  thank  them  for  their  tender  loving  care;  280 

And  had  I  not  been  cited  so  by  them. 
Yet  did  I  purpose  as  they  do  entreat; 
For.  sure,  my  thoughts  do  hourly  prophesy 
Mischance  unto  my  state  by  Suffolk's  means: 
And  therefore,  by  Ills  majesty  I  swear, 
Whose  far  unworthy  deputy  1  am. 
He  shall  not  breathe  infcctlou  in  this  air 
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But  three  da3''s  longer,  on  the  pain  of  death. 

[Exit  Salisbury, 

Queen.  O  Henry,  let  me  plend  for  gentle  biiffolk! 

Kiiiff.  Ungentle  queen,  to  call  him  gentle  Suffolk!      290 
No  more,  I  say:  if  thou  dost  plead  for  him, 
Thou  wilt  but  add  increase  unto  my  wrath. 
Had  I  but  said,  I  would  have  kept  my  word, 
llut  when  I  swear,  it  is  irrevocable. 
If,  after  three  days'  space,  thou  here  be'st  found 
Oil  any  ground  that  1  am  ruler  of. 
The  world  shall  not  be  ransom  for  thy  life. 
Com.',  Warwick,  come,  good  Warwick,  go  with  me; 
I  have  great  matters  to  impart  to  thee. 

[Exeunt  all  but  the  Queen  and  Suffolk. 

Queen.  Mischance  and  sorrow  go  along  with  you!      800 
Heart's  discontent  and  sour  affliction 
Be  playfellows  to  keep  you  company! 
There's  two  of  you;  the  devil  make  a  third  I 
And  threefold  vengeance  tend  upon  yourstepsl 

8'tf.  Cease,  gentle  queen,  these  execrations 
And  let  thy  Suffolk  take  his  heavy  leave. 

Queen.  Pie,  coward  woman  and  soft-hearted  wrctcii, 
Hast  thou  not  spirit  to  curse  thine  enemy? 

3uf.  A  plague  upon  them!    wherefore  should  I  curse 
them? 
Would  curses  kill,  as  doth  the  mandrake's  groan,  810 

I  would  invent  as  bitter-searching  terms. 
As  curst,  as  harsh  and  horrible  to  hear, 
Deliver'd  strongly  tljrough  my  fixed  teeth. 
With  full  as  many  signs  of  deadly  hate, 
As  lean-faced  Envy  in  her  loathsome  cave: 
My  tongue  should  stumble  in  mine  earnest  words; 
Mme  eyes  should  sparkle  like  the  beaten  flint; 
Mine  hair  be  flxM  on  end,  as  one  distract; 
Ay,  every  joint  should  seem  to  curse  and  ban: 
And  even  now  my  burthen'd  heart  would  break,  SCO 

Should  I  not  curse  them.     Poison  be  their  drink! 
Gall,  worse  than  gsill,  the  daintiest  that  they  taste  I 
Their  sweetest  shade  a  grove  of  cypress  trees! 
Their  chiefest  prospect  murdering  basilisks! 
Their  softest  touch  as  smart  as  lizards'  stings! 
Their  music  frightful  as  the  serpent's  hiss, 
And  boding  screech-owls  make  the  concert  full! 
All  the  foul  terrors  in  dark-seated  hell — 

Queen.  Enough,  sweet  SuHolk;  thou  torment'st  thyself; 
And  these  dread  curses,  like  the  sun  'gainst  glass,  830 

Or  like  an  overcharged  gun,  recoil, 


468  KING  IIENIIY  VI.  [act  m. 

And  turn  the  force  of  them  upon  thyself. 

Siff.  You  bade  me  ban,  and  will  you  bid  me  leave? 
Now,  by  the  ground  that  I  am  buniah*d  from, 
Well  could  I  curse  away  a  winter's  night, 
Though  standing  naked  on  a  mountain  top, 
Where  biting  cold  would  never  let  grass  grow, 
And  think  it  but  a  minute  spent  in  sport. 

Queen.  O,  let  me  entreat  thee  cease.    Give  me  thy  taand^ 
That  I  may  dew  it  with  my  mournful  tears;  841 

Nor  let  the  rain  of  heaven  wet  this  place, 
To  wash  away  my  woful  monuments. 
O,  could  this  kiss  be  printed  in  thy  band. 
That  thou  mightst  thmk  upon  these  by  the  seal, 
Tlirough  whom  a  thousand  si^hs  are  breathed  for  theel 
80,  get  thee  gone,  that  I  may  Know  my  grief; 
'Tis  but  surmised  whiles  thou  art  standing  by, 
As  one  that  surfeits  thinking  on  a  want. 
I  will  repeal  thee,  or.  be  "well  assured, 
Adventure  to  he  banished  myself:  850 

And  banished  I  nm,  if  but  from  thee. 
Go;  speak  not  to  me;  even  now  begone. 
O.  go  not  yet!    Even  thus  two  friends  condemn'd 
Embrace  and  kiss  and  fake  ten  thousand  leaves, 
Loather  a  hundred  times  to  pait  than  die. 
Yet  now  farewell;  and  farewell  life  with  thee! 

8i{f,  Thus  is  poor  Suffolk  ten  times  banish 'd; 
Once  by  the  king,  and  three  times  thrice  by  thee. 
'Tis  not  the  land  I  care  for,  wert  thou  thence; 
A  wilderness  is  populace  enough,       ,  SCO 

So  Suffolk  had  thy  heavenly  company: 
For  where  thou  art,  there  is  the  world  itsdf, 
With  every  several  pleasure  in  the  world, 
And  where  thou  art  not,  desolation. 
1  can  no  more:  live  thou  to  joy  thy  life: 
Myself  no  joy  in  nought  but  that  thou  livcst 

Enter  Vaux.  j^ 

Queen,  Whither  goes  Vaux  so  fast?  what  news,  I  prithee?  , 

Vaiu.  To  signify  unto  his  majesty 
That  Cardinal  Beaufort  is  at  point  of  death; 
For  suddenly  a  grievous  sicknci^s  took  him,  870 

That  makes  him  gasp  and  stare  and  catch  the  air. 
Blaspheming  God  and  cursing  men  on  earth. 
Sometimes  he  talks  as  if  Duke  Humphrey's  ghost 
Were  by  his  side;  sometimes  he  calls  the  king  ' 
And  whispers  to  his  pillow  as  to  him 
The  secrets  of  his  overcharged  soul; 
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And  I  am  sent  to  Iclt  his  ronjcsty 
That  even  now  he  cries  aloud  for  him. 

Queen.  Go  tell  thia  heavy  message  to  the  king. 

[Ent  Vaux. 
Ay  me!  what  is  this  world!  what  news  are  these!  380 

But  wlierefore  grieve  I  at  an  hour's  poor  loss, 
Omittinff  Suffolk's  exile,  my  soul's  treasure? 
Whv  only,  Suffolk,  mourn  I  not  for  thee, 
And  with  the  southern  clouds  contend  in  tears, 
Theirs  for  the  earth's  increase,  mine  for  my  sorrows? 
Now  get  thee  hence:  tho  king,  thou  knowest,  is  coming; 
If  thou  be  found  bv  me,  thou  art  but  dead. 

8uf,  If  I  depart  from  tliec,  I  cannot  live; 
And  in  thy  sight  to  die,  what  were  it  else 
But  like  a  pleasant  slumber  in  thy  lap?  890 

Here  could  I  breathe  my  soul  into  the  air, 
As  mild  and  gentle  as  the  cradle-babe 
Dying  with  mother's  due  between  its  lips: 
Where,  from  thy  sight,  I  should  be  raging  mad 
And  cry  out  for  thee  to  close  up  mine  eyes. 
To  liave  thee  with  thy  lips  to  stop  my  mouth; 
So  shouldst  thou  either  turn  rav  nvinc  soul. 
Or  I  should  breathe  it  so  into  thy  body, 
And  then  it  lived  in  sweet  Elysium. 
To  die  by  thee  were  but  to  die  in  jest;  400 

From  thee  to  die  were  torture  more  than  death: 
O,  let  me  stay,  befall  what  may  befall! 

^iieeii.  Away !  though  parting  be  a  fretful  corrosive. 
It  is  applied  to  a  deathiul  wound. 
To  France,  sweet  Suffolk:  let  me  hear  from  thee; 
For  whcrcsoe'er  thou  art  in  this  world's  globe, 
I'll  have  an  Iris  that  shall  find  thee  out. 

8uf.  I  go. 

Quwn.  And  take  mv  heart  with  thee. 

Snf.  A  jewel,  lock'd  into  the  wofull'st  cask  410 

Tliat  ever  did  contain  a  thing  of  worth. 
Even  as  a  splitted  bark,  so  sunder  we: 
Tills  way  fall  I  to  death. 

Queen,  This  way  for  me. 

[ExetaU  KwrcMy, 

ScENB  III.    A  bedchamber. 

Enter  the  Kino,  Saiisburt,  Warwick,  to  the  Cardinal  in 

bed. 

King.  How  fares  my  lord?  speak,  Beaufort,  t6  thy  eav 
ereign. 
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Car.  If  thou  be'st  dead,  FU  give  thee  England's  treasure, 
Enough  to  purchase  such  another  island, 
So  thou  wilt  let  me  live,  and  fear  no  pain. 

King,  Ah,  wliat  a  sign  it  is  of  evil  life, 
Where  death's  approach  is  seen  so  terrible  I 

War.  Beaufort,  it  is  thy  sovereign  speaks  to  thee. 

Car,  Bring  me  unto  my  trial  when  you  will. 
Died  he  not  in  his  bed?  where  should  he  die? 
Can  I  make  men  live,  whether  they  will  or  no?  10 

O,  torture  me  no  more!  I  will  confess. 
Alive  again?  then  show  me  where  he  is; 
I'll  give  a  thousand  pound  to  look  upon  him. 
lie  hath  no  eyes,  the  dust  hath  blinded  them. 
Comb  down  his  hair;  look,  look!  it  stands  upright, 
Like  lime-twigs  set  to  catch  my  winged  soul. 
Give  me  some  drink;  and  bid  the  apothecary 
Brin^  the  strong  poison  that  I  bought  of  him. 

King.  O  thou  eternal  Mover  of  the  heavens, 
Look  with  a  gentle  eye  upon  this  wretch!  20 

O,  beat  away  the  busy  meddling  fiend 
That  lays  strong  siege  unto  this  wretch's  soul 
And  from  his  bosom  purge  this  black  despair! 

War.  See,  how  the  pangs  of  death  do  make  him  grin! 

Sal.  Disturb  him  not;  let  him  pass  peaceably. 

King.  Peace  to  his  soul,  if  God's  good  pleasure  be! 
Lord  cardinal,  if  thou  think'st  on  heaven's  bliss, 
Hold  up  thy  hand,  make  signal  of  thy  hope. 
He  dies,  and  nfiikes  no  sign.    O  God,  forgive  him!  SO 

War.  So  bad  a  death  argues  u  monstrous  life. 

King,  Forbear  to  judge,  for  we  are  sinners  all. 
Close  up  his  eyes  and  draw  the  curtain  close; 
And  let  us  all  to  meditation.  [Exeunt. 

ACT  IV. 

ScEKE  I.     The  coast  of  Kent. 

Ala/rum.  Fight  at  sea.  Oi^dnance  goes  ojf.  j&7?fe?' rt  Captain. 
a  Master,  a  Master*8-Mate,  Walter  Whitmoue,  awrf 
otliers;  wiOi  tliem  Suffolk,  and  others,  prisoners. 

Cap.  The  gaudy,  blabbing  and  remorseful  day 
Is  crept  into  the  bosom  of  the  sea; 
And  now  loud-howling  wolves  arouse  the  jades 
That  drag  the  tragic  melancholy  night ; 
Who,  with  their  arowsy,  slow  and  flagging  wings, 
Clip  dea&  men's  graves  and  from  their  misty  Jaws 
Breathe  foul  contagious  darkness  in  tlie  air. 
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Therefore  bring  forth  the  soldiers  of  our  prize ; 

For,  whilst  our  pinnace  anchors  in  the  Downs, 

Here  shall  they  make  their  ransom  on  the  sand,  10 

Or  with  their  blood  stain  this  discolour'd  shore. 

Master,  this  prisoner  freely  give  I  thee; 

And  thou  that  art  liis  mate,  make  boot  of  this; 

The  other,  Walter  Whitmore,  is  thy  share. 

First  Gent.  What  is  my  ransom,  master?  let  mc  know. 

Mast.  A  thousand  crowns,  or  else  lay  down  your  head. 

Mafc.  And  so  much  shall  you  give,  or  off  goes  yours. 

Cap.  What,  think  you  much  to  pay  two  thousand  crowns. 
And  l)ear  the  name  and  port  of  gentlemen? 
Cut  both  the  villains'  throats;  for  die  you  sliall:  20 

The  lives  of  those  which  we  have  lost  in  fight 
Be  counterpoised  with  such  a  petty  sum! 

First  Oent,  I'll  give  it,  sir;  and  therefore  spare  my  life. 

Sec.  Gent.  And  so  wuU  I  and  write  home  for  it  straight. 

Whit.  1  lost  mine  eye  in  laying  the  prize  aboard, 
And  therefore  to  revenge  it,  shalt  thou  die;  [To  Suf. 

And  so  should  these,  if  I  might  have  my  wull. 

Cap.  Be  not  so  rash;  take  ransom,  let  him  live. 

8tif.  Look  on  my  George;  I  am  a  gentleman: 
Kate  me  at  what  thou  wilt,  thou  shalt  be  paid.  80 

Whit,  And  so  am  I;  my  name  is  Walter  Whitmore. 
How  now!  why  start'st  thou?  what,  doth  death  affright? 

Suf.  Thy  name  affrights  me,  in  whose  sound  is  death. 
A  cunning  man  did  calculate  my  birth 
And  told  me  that  by  water  I  should  die: 
Yet  let  not  this  make  thee  be  bloody-minded; 
Thyname  is  Gaultier,  being  rightly  sounded. 

Wlut.  Gaultier  or  Walter,  which  it  is,  I  care  not: 
Never  yet  did  base  dishonour  blur  our  name, 
But  with  our  sword  we  wiped  away  the  blot;  40 

Therefore,  when  merchant-like  I  sell  revenge, 
Broke  be  my  sword,  my  arms  torn  and  defaced, 
And  I  proclaini'd  a  coward  through  the  world! 

Suf.  Stay,  Whitmore ;  for  thy  prisoner  is  a  princa, 
The  Duke  of  Suffolk,  William  dc  la  Pole. 

Whit.  The  Duke  of  Suffolk  muffled  up  in  rags!  i 

Suf  Ay,  but  these  rags  are  no  part  of  the  duke : 
Jove  sometime  went  disguised,  and  why  not  I? 

Cap.  But  Jove  was  never  slain,  as  thou  shalt  be. 

Suf.  Obscure  and  lowly  sw3ln,  King  Henry's  blood,    50 
The  honourable  blood  of  Lancaster, 
.Must  not  be  shed  by  such  a  jaded  groom. 
Hast  thou  not  kiss'd  thy  hand  and  held  my  stirrup? 
Bare-headed  plodded  by  my  foot-cloth  mule 
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And  tbouglit  Ihee  happy  -when  I  shook  my  head? 

How  often  hast  thou  waited  at  my  cup. 

Fed  from  my  trencher,  kueelVl  down  at  the  board. 

When  I  have  feaetcd  with  Queen  Margaret? 

Remember  it  and  let  it  make  thee  crest-fall'n. 

Ay,  and  allay  this  thy  abortive  pride;  80 

How  in  our  voiding  lobby  hast  thou  stood 

And  duly  waited  for  my  coming  forth? 

This  hand  of  mine  hath  writ  in  thy  behillf 

And  therefore  shall  it  charm  thv  riotous  tongue. 

Whit.  Speak,  captain,  shall  I  stab  the  forlorn  swain? 

Cap.  First  let  my  words  stab  him,  as  he  hath  me. 

Suf.  Base  slave,  thy  words  are  blunt  and  so  art  thou. 

Cap.  Convey  him  hence  and  on  our  long-boat's  side 
Btrike  oft  his  head. 

Suf,  Thou  darcst  not,  for  thy  own. 

Cap.  Yes,  Pole. 

Suf.  Pole! 

Cap.  Pool!  Sir  Pool!  lordl  70 

Ay,  kennel,  puddle,  sink;  whose  filth  and  dirt 
Troubles  the  silver  spring  whore  England  drinks. 
Now  will  I  dam  up  this  thy  yawning  mouth 
For  swallowing  the  treasure  of  the  realm: 
Thy  lips  that  kiss'd  the  queen  shall  sweep  the  ground ; 
And  thou  that  smilcdst  at  good  Duke  Humphrey's  death 
Against  the  senseless  winds  shalt  grin  in  vain. 
Who  in  contempt  shall  his3  4U  thee  again: 
And  wedded  be  thou  to  the  hags  of  hell. 
For  darinff  to  affy  a  miglity  lord  CO 

Unto  the  daughter  of  a  worthless  kincr. 
Having  neither  subject,  w^ealth,  nor  uiadom. 
By  devilish  policy  art  thou  grown  great 
And,  like  ambitious  Sylla,  overgorgcd 
With  goblets  of  thv  mother's  bleeding  heart. 
By  thee  Anjou  and  Maine  were  sold  to  France, 
The  false  revolting  Normans  through  thee 
Disdain  to  call  us  lord,  and  Picardy 
Hath  slain  their  governors,  surprised  our  forts 
And  sent  the  ragged  soldiers  'wounded  home.  00 

The  princely  Warwick,  and  the  Nevils  all, 
Whose  dreadful  swords  were  never  drawn  in  vain, 
As  hating  thee,  arc  rising  up  in  arms: 
And  now  the  house  of  York,  thrust  from  the  crown 
By  shameful  murder  of  a  (guiltless  king 
And  lofty  proud  encroaching  tyranny. 
Bums  with  revenging  fire;  whose  hopeful  colours 
Advance  our  halMaced  sun,  striving  to  shin«. 
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Under  the  whicU  is  writ  '*  Invltis  nubibus." 
The  commons  here  iu  Kent  are  up  in  arms:  100 

And,  to  conclude,  reproach  and  beggary- 
Is  crept  into  the  palace  of  our  king, 
And  all  by  thee.     Away!  convey  him  hence. 

Suf.  O  that  I  were  a  jjod,  to  shoot  forth  thunder 
Upon  these  paltrv,  servile,  abject  drud;jes! 
Small  things  make  base  men  proud:  this  villain  here, 
Being  captain  of  a  pinnace,  threatens  more 
Than  Bargulus  the  strong  Illyrian  pirate. 
Drones  suck  not  eagles'  blooa  but  rob  bee-hlvcs: 
It  is  impossible  that  I  should  die  110 

By  such  a  lowly  vassal  as  thyself. 
Thy  words  move  rage  and  not  remorse  in  me: 
I  go  of  message  from  the  queen  to  France; 
I  charge  thee  waft  me  safely  cross  the  Channel. 

Cap.  Walter,— 

WhU.  Come,  Suffolk,  I  must  waft  thee  to  thj-  death. 

Suf.  Qelidus  timor  occupat  artus  it  is  thee  I  fear. 

WhU.  Thou  shalt  have  cause  to  fear  before  I  leave  thee. 
What,  are  ye  daunted  now?  now  will  ye  stoop? 

Flr$t  Gent  "MlV  gracious  lord,  entreat  him,  speak  him 
fair.  120 

Suf.  Suffolk's  imperial  tongue  is  stern  and  rough, 
Used  to  command,  untaught  to  plead  for  favour. 
Far  be  it  we  should  honour  such  as  these 
With  humble  suit:  no,  rather  let  my  head 
Stoop  to  the  block  than  these  knees  bow  to  any 
Save  to  the  Qod  of  heaven  and  to  mv  king; 
And  sooner  dance  upon  a  bloody  pole 
Than  stand  uncover  d  to  the  vulgar  groom. 
True  nobility  is  exempt  from  fear: 
More  can  I  bear  than  you  dare  execute.  130 

Cap.  Hale  him  away,  and  let  him  talk  no  more. 

Suf,  Come,  soldiers,  show  what  cruelty  ye  can, 
That  this  my  death  may  never  be  forgot! 
Great  men  oft  die  by  vile  bezonians: 
A  Roman  sworder  and  banditto  slave 
Murder'd  sweet  Tully ;  Brutus'  bastard  hand 
Stabbed  Julius  Cfiesar;  sava^  islanders 
Pompey  the  Great;  and  Suffolk  dies  by  pirates. 

[Exeunt  Whitmore  ani  others  mOi  Suffolk. 

Cap.  And  as  for  these  whose  ransom  we  have  set, 
It  is  our  pleasure  one  of  them  depart:  140 

Therefore  come  you  with  us  and  let  him  go. 

[ExeufU  all  but  the  First  QentUman. 

i2^»/^r  Whitmoke  hdWi  Suffolk's  body. 
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Whit  Therelet  his  head  aud  lifeless  body  lie, 
Until  the  queen  his  mistress  bury  it.  [Exit, 

First  Oent,  O  barbarous  and  bloody  spectacle! 
His  body  will  I  bear  unto  the  king: 
If  he  revenge  it  not,  yet  will  his  friends; 
So  will  the  queen,  that  living  held  him  dear. 

[Exit  with  tJie  body. 

Scene  II.    BlackJieaih, 
Enter  GEOnaE  Bevis  and  John  Holland. 

Betis.  Come,  and  get  thee  a  sword,  though  made  of  a 
lath:  they  have  been  up  these  two  days. 

IIoll.  They  have  the  more  need  to  sleep  now,  then. 

Bcvis.  I  tell  thee,  Jack  Cade  the  clothier  means  to  dress 
the  commonweallh,  and  turn  it,  and  set  a  new  nap  upon  it. 

IIoU.  So  he  had  need,  for  'tis  threadbare.  Well,  I  s«iy  it 
was  nevef  merry  world  in  England  since  gentlemen  came 
up,  '  10 

Bevis.  O  miserable  age!  virtue  is  not  regarded  in  handl- 
craftsmen. 

IIoll.  The  nobility  think  scorn  to  go  in  leather  aprons. 

Bevis.  Nay,  more,  the  king's  council  are  no  good  work- 
men. 

IIoU.  True;  and  yet  it  is  said,  labour  iii  thy  vocation; 
which  is  as  much  to  say  as,  let  the  magistrates  be  labouring 
men ;  and  therefore  should  we  bo  magistrates.  28 

Bevis.  Thou  hast  hit  it;  for  there's  no  better  sign  of  a 
brave  mind  than  n  hard  hand. 

IIoll.  I  see  them!  I  see  them!  There's  Best's  son,  the 
tanner  of  Wingham, — 

Bevis.  He  shall  have  the  skin  of  our  enemies,  to  make 
doff's-leather  of.  ^ 

IIoU.  And  Dick  the  Butcher, — 

Bevis.  Then  is  sin  struck  down  like  an  ox,  and  iniquity's 
throat  cut  like  a  calf. 

IIoU.  And  Smij^the  weaver, —  80 

Bevis.  Argo,  tliffr  thread  of  life  is  spun. 

IIoU.  Come,  come,  let's  fall  iu  with  them. 

Brum.    Enter  Cade,  Dick  Butcher^  Smith  tlie  Weaver,  and 
a  JSaicyer,  with  infinite  nuinbers. 

Cade.  We  John  Cade,  so  termed  of  our  supposed  father, — 
Dick.  \Asidi']  Or  rather,  of  stealing  a  cade  of  herrings. 
Cade.  For  oiir  enemies  shall  fall  before  us,  inspired  with 

the  spirit  of  putting  down  kings  and  princes, — Command 

silence. 


8CENE  It.]  KING  IIENRY  VI.  475 

Dick,  Silence  I  40 

Cade.  My  father  was  a  Mortimer, — 

Dick,  [A8ide\  He  was  an  lionest  man,  and  a  good  brick- 
layer. 

Cade.  Mv  mother  a  Plnntagenet, — 

Dick.  \Aside^  I  knew  her  well ;  she  was  a  midwife. 

Cade.  My  wife  descended  of  the  Laoies, — 

Dick.  [A9ide\  She  was,  indeed,  a  pedler's  daughter,  and 
sold  many  laces.  50 

Stnith,  [Aside]  But  now  of  late,  not  able  to  travel  with 
her  f urrea  pack,  she  washes  bucks  here  at  homo. 

Cade,  Therefore  am  I  of  an  honourable  house. 

Dick.  [Aside]  Ay,  by  my  faith,  the  field  is  honourable; 
and  there  was  he  born,  under  a  hedge,  for  his  father  had 
never  a  house  but  the  cage. 

Cade.  Valiant  I  am. 

Smith.  [Aside]  A*  must  needs;  for  beggary  is  valiant. 

Cade.  I  am  able  to  endure  much.  60 

Dick.  [Aside]  No  question  of  that:  for  I  have  seen  him 
whipped  three  market-days  together. 

Cade.  I  fear  neither  sword  nor  fire. 

Smith.  [Aside]  He  need  not  fear  the  sword ;  for  his  coat 
is  of  proof. 

Dick.  [Aside]  But  methinks  he  should  stand  in  fear  of 
fire,  being  burnt  1'  the  hand  for  stealing  of  sheep. 

Cade.  Be  brave,  then;  for  your  captain  is  brave,  and 
vows  reformation.  There  shall  be  in  England  seven  half- 
penny loaves  sold  for  a  penny:  the  three-hooped  pot  shall 
have  ten  hoops;  and  I  will  make  it  felony  to  drink  small 
beer:  all  the  realm  shall  be  in  common;  and  in  Chcapside 
shall  my  palfry  go  to  grass:  and  when  I  am  king,  as  king 
I  will  be, — 

All.  God  save  your  majesty! 

Cade.  I  thank  you,  good  people:  there  shall  be  no 
money;  all  shall  eat  and  drink  on  my  score;  and  I  will 
apparal  them  all  in  one  livery,  that  they  may  agrcc  like 
brothers  and  worship  me  their  lord. 

Dick.  The  first  thing  we  do,  let's  kill  all  the  lawyers. 

Cade.  Nay,  that  I  mean  to  do.  Is  not  this  a  latuentable 
thing,  that  of  the  skin  of  an  innocent  lamb  should  be  made 
parchment?  that  parchment,  Insing  scribbled  o'er,  should 
undo  a  man?  Some  say  the  bee  stings:  but  I  say,  'tis  the 
bee's  wax ;  for  I  did  but  seal  once  to  a  thing,  and  I  was 
never  mine  own  man  since.     How  now!  who's  there?     91 

Snier  sojne,  bringing  fonoard  the  Clerk  of  Chatham. 
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Smith,  The  clerk  of  Chatham :  he  can  write  and  read  and 
cast  accompt. 

Cade.  O  monstrous! 

Smith.  We  took  him  setting  of  boys*  copies. 

Cade.  Here's  a  villain! 

Smith,  Has  a  book  in  his  pocket  with  red  letters  in*t. 

Cade.  Nay,  then,  he  is  a  conjurer. 

Dick,  Nay,  Uo  can  make  obligations,  and  write  court- 
hand.  101 

Ca<le.  I  am  sorry  for't:  the  roan  is  a  proper  man,  of 
mine  honour;  unless  I  find  him  guilty,  he  shall  not  die. 
Come  hither,  sirrah,  I  must  examine  thee:  what  is  thy 
name? 

Clerk,  Emmanuel. 

Dick.  They  use  to  write  it  on  the  top  of  letters:  *twill  go 
hard  with  you. 

Cade.  Let  me  alone.  Dogt  thou  use  to  write  thy  name? 
or  hast  thou  a  mark  to  thyself,  like  an  honest  plain-dealing 
man?  Ill 

Clerk.  6ir,  I  thank  God,  I  have  been  so  well  brought  up 
that  I  can  write  my  name. 

All.  He  hatli  confessed:  away  with  him  I  he's  a  villain 
and  a  traitor. 

Cade.  Away  with  him,  I  say!  han?  him  with  his  pen 
and  ink-horn  about  his  neck.  [Exit  one  with  the  Clerk. 

Enter  Michael. 

Mich.  Where's  our  general? 

Cade.  Here  I  am,  thou  particular  fellow.  119 

MicJi.  Fly,  flv,  fly!  Sir  Humphrey  Stafford  and  his 
brother  arc  Jiari  by,  witli  the  king's  forces. 

Cade,  Stand,  villain,  stand,  or  I'll  fell  thee  down.  He 
shall  be  encountered  with  a  man  as  good  as  himself:  he  is 
but  a  knight,  is  a'? 

Mich,  No. 

Cade,  To  equal  him,  I  will  make  myself  a  knight  pres- 
ently. [KtieeU\  Rise  up  Sir  John  Mortimer.  [RuieB] 
Now  have  at  him! 

Enter  Sm  Humpiirey  Stafford  and  his  Brother,  icith 

drum  and  soldiers. 

Staf.  Rebellious  hinds,  the  filth  and  scum  of  Kent,     180 
Mark'd  for  the  gallows,  lay  your  weapons  down; 
Home  to  your  cottages,  forsake  this  groom : 
The  king  is  merciful,  if  you  revolt. 

Bro.  Sut  angry,  wrathful,  and  inclined  to  blood, 
If  you  go  forward ;  therefore  yield,  or  die. 
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Cade,  As  for  these  silken -coated  slaves,  I  pass  not: 
It  is  to  you,  ^oo<l  people,  that  I  speak, 
Over  whom,  iii  time  to  come,  I.hope  to  reign; 
For  I  am  rightful  heir  unto  the  crown. 

8taf,  Villain,  thy  father  was  a  plasterer;  140 

And  thoQ  thvsclf  a  shearman,  art  thou  not? 

Cade,  And  Adam  was  a  gardener. 

Bro.  And  what  of  that? 

Cade,  Marrv,  this:  Edmund  Mortimer,  Earl  of  March, 
Married  the  Duke  of  Clarence'  daughter,  did  he  not? 

Staf,  Ay,  sir. 

Cade,  By  her  he  had  two  children  at  one  birth. 

Bro,  That's  false. 

Cade,  Ay,  there's  the  question;  but  I  say,  'tis  true: 
The  elder  of  them,  being  put  to  nurse,  150 

Was  by  a  beggar-woman  stolen  away ; 
And.  ignorant  of  his  birth  and  parentage. 
Became  a  bricklayer  when  he  came  to  age: 
His  son  am  I;  deny  it.  if  you  can. 

Dick,  Nay,  'tis  too  true ;  therefore  he  shall  be  king. 

Stnith,  Sir,  he  made  a  chimney  in  my  father's  house, 
and  the  bricks  are  alive  at  this  day  to  testify;  therefore 
deny  it  not. 

J&if,  And  will  you  credit  this  base  drudge's  words. 
That  speaks  he  knows  not  what?  160 

All.  Ay,  marry,  will  we ;  therefore  get  ye  gone. 

Bro,  Jack  Cade,  the  Duke  of  York  hath  taught  you  this. 

Cade.  [Ande]  He  lies,  for  I  invented  it  mvaelf. 
Qo  to,  sirrah,  tell  the  king  from  me,  that,  for  his  father's 
sake,  Henry  the  Fifth,  in  whose  time  boys  went  to  span- 
counter  for  French  crowns,  I  am  content  he  shall  reign; 
but  I'll  be  protector  over  him. 

Dick.  And  furthermore,  we'll  have  the  Lord  Say's  bend 
for  selling  the  dukedom  of  Maine.  170 

Cdde.  And  good  reason ;  for  thereby  is  England  mained, 
and  fain  to  go  with  a  stnlT,  but  that  my  puissance  holds  it 
up.  Fellow  kings.  I  tell  you  that  that  Lord  Sny  hath 
gelded  the  commonwealth,  and  made  it  an  eunuch:  and 
more  than  that,  he  can  speak  French ;  and  therefore  he  is 
a  traitor. 

^af.  O  gross  and  miserable  ignorance! 

Cade.  Nay,  answer,  if  you  can:  tlio  Frenchmen  arc  our 
enemies;  go  to,  then,  I  ask  but  this:  can  he  that  speaks 
with  the  tongue  of  an  enemy  be  a  good  counsellor,  or  no? 

All,  No,  no;  and  therefore  we'll  have  his  head. 

Bro,  Well,  seeing  gentle  words  will  not  prevail. 
Assail  them  with  the  army  of  the  king. 
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Staf.  Herald,  away;  and  throughout  every  town 
Proclaim  tliem  traitoi-s  that  are  up  with  Cade; 
That  those  which  fly  before  the  battle  ends 
May.  even  in  their  wives'  and  children's  sight. 
Be  liang'd  up  for  example  at  their  doors:  190 

And  you  that  be  the  king's  friends,  follow  me. 

[Ej^nt  Vie  Uco  Stafford*,  and  wldUrs. 

Cade.  And  y^ou  that  love  the  commons,  follow  me. 
Now  show  yourselves  men ;  'tis  for  liberty. 
We  will  not  leave  one  lord,  one  gentleman: 
Spare  none  but  such  as  go  in  clouted  shoou; 
For  they  are  thrifty  lionest  men  and  suck 
As  would,  but  that  they  dare  not,  take  our  parts. 

Diek,  They  are  all  in  order  and  march  toward  us. 

CcuJU.  But  then  arc  we  in  order  when  wc  are  most  out  of 
order.     Come,  march  forward.  [Eiceunt.    200 

8cEXE  HL    Another  part  of  Blackheaih, 

AJarunu  to  the  fight,  wherein  both  the  Staffords  are  dain. 

Enter  Cadb  and  the  re^. 

Cade,  Where's  Dick,  the  butcher  of  Ash  ford? 

Dkk.  Here,  sir. 

Cade.  They  fell  before  thee  like  sheep  and  oxen,  and 
thou  behavedst  thyself  as  if  thou  hadst  been  in  thine  own 
slaughter-house:  therefore  thus  will  I  reward  thee,  the 
Lent  shall  l)c  as  long  again  as  it  is;  and  thou  shall  have  a 
license  to  kill  for  a  hundred  lacking  one. 

Di'^rk.  I  desire  no  more.  10 

Cade.  And,  to  speak  truth,  thou  deservesl  no  less.  Tliis 
monument  of  the  victory  will  I  bear  [putting  on  Sir  Hum' 
j^rey't  brigandineV,  and  the  bodies  shall  be  dragged  at  my 
horse  heels  till  I  do  come  to  London,  where  we  will  have 
the  mayor's  sword  borne  before  us. 

Dick.  If  we  mean  to  thrive  and  do  good,  break  open  the 
gaols  and  let  out  the  prisoners. 

Cade.  Fear  not  that,  I  warrant  thee.  Come,  let's  march 
towards  London.  [Extuut.    20 

ScEXE  IV.     London.     The  palace. 

Enter  the  EciO  iriM  a  supplication,  and  the  Qxtees  with 
SnffoUrs  head,  £A<  Duke  of  Bcckisgham  andt/telonD 
Say. 

Qiieen,  Oft  have  I  heard  that  grief  softens  the  mind 
And  makes  it  f<»krful  and  degenmUe; 
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Think  therefore  on  revenge  and  cense  to  weep. 
But  who  can  cease  to  weep  and  look  on  this? 
Here  may  his  head  lie  on  my  throbbing  breast: 
But  Where's  the  body  that  Tshould  embrace? 

Buck.  What  answer  makes  your  grace  to  the  rebels*  sup- 
•plication? 

King.  I'll  send  some  holy  bishop  to  entreat; 
'For  God  forbid  so  many  simple  souls  10 

Should  perish  by  the  sword!    And  I  myself, 
Rather  than  bloody  war  shall  cut  them  short, 
Will  parley  with  «fack  Cade  their  general: 
But  stay,  I'll  read  it  over  once  agam. 

Queen,  Ah,  barbarous  villains!  hath  this  lovely  face 
Ruled,  like  a  wandering  planet,  over  me, 
And  could  it  not  enforce  them  to  relent, 
That  were  unworthy  to  behold  the  same? 

King.    Lord  Say,   Jack  Cade  hath  sworn  to  have  thy 
head. 

Say.  Ay,  but  I  hope  your  highness  shall  have  his.        20 

Kin^f.  tlow  now,  madam! 
Btill  lamenting  and  mourning  for  Suffolk's  death? 
I  fear  me,  love,  if  that  I  had  been  dead. 
Thou  wouldest  not  have  mourn 'd  so  much  for  me. 

Queen.  No,  my  love,  I  should  not  mourn,  but  die  for 
thee. 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

King.  How  now!  what  news?  why  comest  thou  in  such 
haste? 

Me^s.  The  rebels  are  in  Southwark;  fly,  my  lord! 
Jack  Cade  proclaims  himself  Lord  Mortimer, 
Descended  from  the  Duke  of  Clarence'  house. 
And  calls  your  grace  usurper  openly  CO 

And  vows  to  crown  himself  in  Westminster. 
Hin  army  is  a  ragged  multitude 
Of  hind.s  and  peasants,  rude  and  merciless: 
/Sir  Humphrey  Stafford  and  his  brother's  death 
llath  given  ihcm  heart  and  courage  to  proceed: 
All  scholars,  lawyers,  courtiers,  gentlemen. 
They  call  false  caterpillars  and  intend  their  death. 

Kip,g.  O  graceless  men !  tliey  know  not  what  they  do. 

Buck.  My  gracious  lord,  retire  to  Killingworth, 
Until  a  power  be  raised  to  put  them  down.  40 

Queen.  Ah,  were  the  Duke  of  Suffolk  now  alive, 
These  Kentish  rel)els  would  be  soon  appeased  I 

King.  Lord  Say,  the  traitors  hate  thee; 
Therefore  away  with  us  to  Killingworth. 
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Say.  So  might  your  grace's  person  be  in  danger. 
The  sight  of  me  is  odious  in  their  eyes; 
And  therefore  in  this  city  will  I  stay 
And  live  alone  as  secret  as  I  may. 

ErUer^  another  Messenger. 

Mess,  Jack  Cade  hath  gotten  London  bridge: 
The  citizens  fly  and  forsake  their  houses:  (M) 

The  rascal  people,  thirsting  after  prey, 
Join  with  the  traitor,  and  they  jointly  swear 
To  spoil  the  city  and  your  royal  court. 

Buck.  Then  linger  not,  my  lord ;  away,  take  horse. 

King.  Come,  Margaret;  God,  our  hope,  will  succour  us. 

Queen.  My  hope  is  gone,  now  Suffolk  is  deceased. 

Kina,  Farewell,  my  lord:  trust  not  the  Kentish  rebels. 

Buck.  Trust  nobody,  for  fear  you  be  betray'd. 

Say.  The  trust  I  haVe  is  in  mine  innocence. 
And  therefore  am  I  bold  and  resolute.  [Ejceunt.    00 


Scene  V.    London.     T/ie  Tower. 

Enter  Lobd  Scales  upon  the  Tower,  walktnff.     Then  enter 

txoo  or  three  Cilizeus  below. 

Scales.  How  now!  is  Jack  Cade  slain? 

First  Cit.  No,  my  lord,  nor  likely  to  be  slain ;  for  thoy 
have  w*on  the  bridge,  killing  all  those  that  withstand  them: 
the  lord  mayor  craves  aid  of  your  honour  from  the  Tower 
to  defend  the  city  from  the  rebels. 

Scales.  Such  aid  as  I  can  spare  you  shall  command ; 
But  I  am  troubled  here  with  them  m3\self ; 
The  rebels  have  assay'd  to  win  the  Tower. 
But  get  you  to  Smithfield  and  gather  head,  10 

And  thither  I  will  send  you  Matthew  Goffe; 
Fight  for  your  king,  your  country  and  your  lives; 
And  so,  farew^ell,  for  I  must  hence  again.  \ Exeunt. 

Scene  VI.     London.     Cannon  Street. 

Enter  Jack  Cade  a7ul  the  rest,  and  strikes  ?iis  stag  on 

London-stone. 

Cade.  Now  is  ^lortimer  lord  of  this  cily.  And  here, 
sitting  upon  London-stone,  I  charge  and  command  that,  of 
the  city's  cost,  the  pissingconduit  nm  nothing  but  clnrct 
wine  this  first  year  of  our  reign.     And  now  henceforward 
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it  shall  be  treason  for  any  that  calls  me  other  than  Lord 
Mortimer. 

Enter  a  Soldier,  running;. 

Sold.  Jack  Cade  I  Jack  Cffdcl 

Cade.  Knock  him  down  there.  [T/iei/  kill  him. 

Smith,  If  this  fellow  be  wise,  he'll  never  call  ye  Jack 
Cade  more:  I  think  he  hath  a  very  fair  warning. 

Dick,  My  lord,  there's  an  army  gathered  together  in 
Bmithfleld. 

CcUU,  Come,  then,  let's  go  flpht  with  them:  but  first,  go 
and  set  London  bridge  on  lire;  and,  if  you  can,  burn 
down  the  Tower  too.     Come,  let's  away.  [Exeunt 

Scene  VIL    London.    SmithfiM. 

Alarums.    Matthew  Qofpe  is   9lain^   and  aU  tJie  rest. 
Then  enter  Jack  Cade,  with  his  company. 

Cade.  So,  sirs:  now  go  some  and  pull  down  the  Savoy; 
others  to  the  inns  of  court;  down  with  them  all. 

Dick.  I  have  a  suit  unto  your  lordship. 

Cade.  Be  it  a  lordship,  thou  shalt  have  it  for  that  word. 

Dick.  Only  that  the  laws  of  Eugland  may  come  out  of 
your  mouth. 

HoU.  [Aside]  Mass,  'twill  be  sore  law,  then;  for  he  was 
thrust  in  the  mouth  with  a  spear,  and  'tis  not  whole  yet. 

Smith.  [Aside]  Nay,  John,  it  will  be  stinking  law;  for 
his  breath  stinks  with  eating  toasted  cheese. 

Cade.  I  have  thought  upon  it,  it  shall  be  so.  Away, 
burn  all  the  records  of  the  realm:  my  mouth  sliall  be  the 
parliament  of  England. 

HoU.  [Aside]  liien  we  are  like  to  have  biting  statutes. 
unless  his  teeth  Ite  pulled  out.  20 

Cade.  And  henceforward  all  things  shall  be  in  common. 

JSnter  a  Messenger. 

Mess.  Mv  lord,  a  prize,  a  prize!  here's  the  Lord  Say, 
which  sold  the  towns  in  France;  he  that  made  us  pav  one 
and  twenty  fifteens,  and  one  shilling  to  the  pouna,  the 
last  subsidy. 

Enter  Gboroe  BE"\a8,  with  the  Lord  Say. 

C'ld^.  Well,  he  shall  be  beheaded  for  it  ten  times.     Ah, 
thou  say,  thou  serge,  nay,  thou  buckram  lord!  now  art       :^ 
thou  wi'thin  point-blank  of  our  jurisdiction  regal.    What 
canst  thou  answer  to  my  majesty  for  giving  up  of  Nor 
mandy  unto  Mounsieur  Basimecu,  the  dauphin  of  Franc 

SIIAK.    IL— 16 
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Be  it  known  unto  tliee  by  these  presence,  even  the  pres- 
ence of  Lord  Mortimer,  that  I  am  the  besom  that  must 
sweep  the  court  clean  of  sucli  lilth  as  thou  art.  Thou  hast 
most  traitorously  corrupted  the  youth  of  the  realm  in 
erecting  a  grammar  school:  and  whereas,  before,  our 
forefathers  had  no  other  books  but  the  score  and  the  tally, 
thou  hast  caused  printing  to  be  used,  and,  contrary  to  tlio 
king,  his  crown  and  dignity,  thou  hast  built  a  paper-mill. 
It  will  be  proved  to  tiiy  face  that  thou  hast  men  about 
thee  that  usually  talk  of  a  noun  and  a  verb,  and  such 
abominable  worcis  as  no  Christian  ear  can  endure  to  hear. 
Thou  hast  appointed  justices  of  peace,  to  call  poor  men 
before  them  about  matters  they  were  not  able  to  answer. 
^Moreover,  thou  hast  put  them  in  prison ;  and  because  thcv 
could  not  read,  thou  hast  hanged  them;  when,  indceu, 
only  for  that  cause  they  have  been  most  worthy  to  live. 
Thou  dost  ride  in  a  foot-cloth,  dost  thou  not? 
&iy.  What  of  that? 

Cade,  Marry,  thou  oughtest  not  to  let  thy  horse  wear  a 
cloak,  when  honester  men  than  thou  go  in  their  hose  and 
doublets. 

Di4rk,  And  work  in  their  shirt  too ;  as  myself,  for  exam- 
ple, that  am  a  butcher. 
Say.  You  men  of  Kent, — 

Dick,  What  say  you  of  Kent?  60 

Say.  Nothing  but  this;  'tis  *'  bona  terra,  mala  gens."     * 
Cade.  Away  with  him,  away  with  him!  he  speaks  Latin, 
Say.  Hear  me  but  speak,  and  bear  me  where  you  wilt. 
Kent,  in  the  Commentaries  Csesar  writ. 
Is  icrm'd  the  civil'st  place  all  this  isle: 
Sweet  is  the  country,  because  full  of  riches; 
The  people  liberal,  valiant,  active,  wealthy; 
Which  makes  me  hope  you  arc  not  void  of  pity. 
I  sold  not  Maine,  I  lost  not  Normandy,  70 

Yet,  to  recover  them,  would  lose  my  life. 
Justice  with  favour  have  I  always  done; 
Prayers  and  tears  have  moved  me,  gifts  could  never. 
When  have  I  aught  exacted  at  your  hands, 
But  to  maintain  the  king,  the  realm  and  you? 
Large  gifts  have  I  bestow*d  on  learned  clerks. 
Because  my  l>ook  preferred  me  to  the  king. 
And  seeing  ignorance  is  the  curse  of  God, 
Knowledge  the  wing  wherewith  we  fly  to  heaven, 
Unless  you  be  possessed  with  devilish  spirits,  80 

You  cannot  but  forbear  to  murder  me: 
This  tongue  hath  parleyed  unto  foreign  kings 
For  your  behoof, — 
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Cade.  Tut,  wlien  struck'st  thou  one  Mow  in  the  field? 

S<fy.  Great  men  have  reaching  hands:  oft  have  I  struck 
Those  that  I  never  saw  and  struck  tlieni  dead. 

Geo.  O  monstrous  coward!  what,  to  come  behind  folks? 

Siiy.  These  checks  are  pale  for  watching  for  your  good. 

Cade.  Give  him  a  box  o'  the  car  and  that  will  make  'em 
red  again. 

Siiy.  Long  sitting  to  determine  poor  men's  causes 
Hath  made  me  full  of  sickness  and  diseases. 

Cade.  Ye  shall  have  a  hempen  caudle  then  and  the  help 
of  hatchet. 

Dick.  Why  dost  thou  quiver,  man? 

Say.  The  palsy,  and  not  fear,  provokes  me. 

Cade.  Nay,  he  nods  at  us,  as  who  should  say,  Pll  be 
even  with  you:  I'll  see  if  liis  head  will  stand  steadier  on  a 
pole,  or  no.     Take  him  away,  and  behead  him. 

Say.  Tell  me  wherein  have  I  offended  most? 
Have  I  affected  weallh  or  honoiu?  speak. 
Are  my  chests  flird  up  with  extorted  gold? 
Is  my  apparel  sumptuous  to  behold? 
"Whom  have  I  injured,  that  ye  seek  my  death? 
These  hands  are  free  from  guiltless  blood-sheding, 
This  breast  from  harbouring  foul  deceitful  thoughts. 
O,  let  me  live!  110 

Cade.  [Aside]  I  feel  remorse  in  myself  with  his  words; 
but  I'll  bridle  it:  he  shall  die,  an  it  be  but  for  pleading  so 
well  for  his  life.  Away  with  him !  he  has  a  familiar  under 
his  tongue;  he  speaks  not  o*  God's  name.  Go,  take  him 
away,  I  say,  and  strike  off  his  liead  presently;  and  then 
break  into  his  son-in-law's  house.  Sir  James  Cromer,  and 
strike  off  his  head,  and  bring  them  both  upon  two  poles 
hither. 

AU.  It  shall  be  done.  120 

Say..  Ah,  countrymen!  if  when  you  make  your  prayers, 
God  should  be  so  obdurate  as  yourselves. 
How  would  it  fare  with  )*our  aeparted  souls? 
And  therefore  yet  relent,  and  save  ray  life. 

Cade.  Away  with  him!  and  do  as  1  command  ye. 

[Exeunt  some  with  Lord  Say. 
The  proudest  i)eer  in  the  realm  shall  not  wear  a  head  on 
his  shoulders,  unless  he  pay  me  tribute;  there  shall  not  a 
maid  be  married,  but  she  shall  pay  to  me  her  maidenhead 
ere  they  have  it:  men  shall  hold  of  me  in  capite;  and  we- 
charge  and  command  that  their  wives  be  as  free  as  heart 
can  wish  or  tongue  can  tell. 

iHck.  My  lord,  when  shall  we  go  to  Cheapslde  and  take 
up  conimoaities  upon  our  bills? 
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Cade.  3Ijirr}-,  presently. 
All  O,  brave! 

Rc-fnier  one  with  (lie  Iieada. 

Cade.  But  is  not  this  brnver?  Let  them  kiss  one  nnothcr, 
for  they  loved  well  when  Ihey  were  alive.  Now  part  them 
a.^ain,  lest  they  consult  about  the  giving  \ip  of  some  more 
f  towns  in  France.  Soldiers,  defer  the  spoil  of  the  city  un- 
til ni^^ht:  for  with  these  borne  before  us,  instead  of  maces, 
wc  wi!l  ride  through  the  streets;  and  at  every  corner  have 
them  kiss.    Away!  [Exeunt, 

ScKXK  yill.     Sonthwark, 

Alarum  and  retreat.     JfJnter  Cxdk  and  all  his  rabblement, 

C(uk'.  Up  Fish  Street!  down  Saint  Magnus*  Comer!  kill 
and  knock  down!  throw  tliem  into  Thames!  [S(jund a  par- 
let/.]  What  noise  is  this  I  hear?  Dare  any  be  so  bold  to 
sound  retreat  or  parley,  when  I  command  tliem  kill? 

Enter  Buckikohah  a7id  old  Clifford,  (Utendcd, 

Bucl'.  Ay,  bere  they  be  that  dare  and  will  disturb  thee: 
Know,  Cade,  we  come  ambassadors  from  the  king 
Unto  the  commons  whom  thou  hast  misled; 
And  here  pronounce  free  pardon  to  them  all 
That  will  forsake  Ihec  and  go  home  in  i)cace.  10 

CUf.  "What  say  ye,  countrymen?  will  ye  relent, 
And  yield  to  mercy  whilst  'tis  offerVl  you; 
Or  let  a  rebel  lead  you  to  your  deaths? 
"Who  loves  the  king  and  will  embrace  his  pardon. 
Fling  up  his  cap,  and  say  **Ood  save  his  majesty!" 
"Who  hateth  him  and  honours  not  liis  father, 
Henry  the  Fifth,  that  made  all  France  to  quake, 
Shake  he  his  weapon  at  us  and  pass  by. 

All.  God  save  tlie  kinc:!  God  save  the  king! 

Cade.  What,  Buckingham  and  CliiTord,  are  ye  so  brave? 
And  you,  base  peasants,  do  ye  believe  him?  will  you  needs 
be  hanged  with  your  pardons  about  your  necks?  ITalh 
my  sword  therefore  broke  through  London  gales,  that  you 
should  leave  me  at  the  White  Hart  in  South wark?  I 
thought  ye  would  never  liave  civen  out  these  arms  till  you 
had  recovered  j'our  ancient  fi*ecd(mi:  but  you  are  all  rc- 
•  creants  and  dastards,  and  delight  to  live  in  slavery  to  the 
nobility.  Let  ihem  break  your  backs  with  burthens,  take 
your  liouses  over  your  lieads,  ravish  your  wives  and 
daugliters  before  j'our  faces:  for  me,  I  will  make  shift  for 
one;  and  so,  God's  curse  light  upon  you  all! 
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All.  We'll  follow  Cade,  wc*ll  follow  Cadel 

Glff.  Is  Cade  the  son  of  Henry  the  Fifth, 
That  thus  you  do  exclaim  you'll  go  with  him? 
Will  he  conduct  you  througli  the  heart  of  France, 
And  make  the  meanest  of  you  carls  and  dukes? 
Alas,  he  hath  no  home,  no  place  to  fly  to;  40 

Nor  knows  he  how  to  live  but  by  the  spoil, 
Unless  by  robbing  of  your  friends  and  us. 
Were't  not  f\  shame,  tiiat  whilst  you  live  at  jar. 
The  fearful  French,  whom  you  fate  vanquished, 
Should  make  a  start  o'er  seas  and  vanquisli  you? 
Methinks  already  in  this  civil  broil 
I  see  them  lording  it  in  London  streets. 
Crying  **  Villiago!"  unto  all  they  meet 
Better  ten  thousand  base-born  Cades  miscarry 
Than  you  should  stoop  unto  a  Frenchman's  mercy.         50 
To  France,  to  France,  and  get  what  you  have  lost; 
Sparc  England,  for  it  is  your  native  coast: 
Ilenry  hath  money,  you  are  strong  and  manly; 
God  on  our  side,  doubt  not  of  victory. 

AIL  X  Clifford!  a  Clifford  1  we'll  follow  the  king  and 
Cifford. 

Cade.  Wds  ever  feather  so  lightly  blown  to  and  fro  aa 
this  multitude?  The  name  of  Henry  the  Fifth  hales  them 
to  an  hundred  mischiefs  and  makes  them  leave  nie  deso- 
late. I  see  them  lay  their  heads  together  to  surprise  mc. 
My  sword  make  way  for  me,  for  here  is  no  staying.  In 
despite  of  the  devils  and  hell,  have  through  the  very  mid- 
dest  of  you !  and  heavens  and  honour  be  witness  that  no 
want  of  resolution  in  me,  but  only  my  followers'  base  and 
ignominious  treasons,  makes  me  betake  me  to  my  heels. 

[Exit, 

Back.  What,  is  he  fled?    Go  some,  and  follow  him; 
And  he  that  brings  his  head  unto  the  king 
Shall  have  a  thousand  crowns  for  his  reward.  70 

[Exeunt  aome  of  tit  em. 
Follow  me.  soldiers:  we'll  devise  a  mean 
To  reconcile  you  all  unto  the  king,  [Eceunt. 


Scene  IX.    KenUworth  Castle. 

Sound  trumpets.    Enter  King,  Queen,  and  Somerset,  on 

tJie  terrace. 

King.  Was  ever  king  that  joy'd  an  earthly  throne, 
And  could  command  no  more  content  than  I? 
24 o  sooner  Avas  I  crept  out  of  my  cradle 
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But  I  was  made  a  king,  at  nine  mouths  old. 
Warj  never  subject  long'd  to  be  a  king 
As  I  do  long  and  wish  to  be  a  subject. 

Enter  Buckingham  and  old  CLiFPonD. 

Btick.  Health  and  glad  tidings  to  3'our  majesty  I 
King,  Why,  Buckingham,  is  tlie  tniilor  Cade  surprised? 
Or  is  he  but  retired  to  make  him  strong? 

Enter,  hdoto,  multitudes,  with  lialters  about  their  necks, 

Clif.  He  is  fled,  my  lord,  and  all  liis  powers  do  yield;  10 
And  humbly  thus,  with  halters  on  their  necks. 
Expect  your  highness'  doom,  of  life  or  dealh. 

King.  Then,  heaven,  set  ope  Wvy  everlasting  gates. 
To  entertain  iny  vows  of  thanks  and  praise! 
Soldiers,  this  day  have  3'ou  redeem'd  your  lives 
And  show'd  how  well  you  love  your  prince  and  country: 
Continue  still  in  this  so  good  a  mind. 
And  Henry,  though  he  be  infortunate, 
Assure  yourselves,  will  never  be  unkind : 
And  so,  with  thanks  and  pardon  to  you  all,  20 

I  do  dismiss  you  to  your  several  countries. 

AU,  God  save  the  king!  God  save  the  king  I 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

Mess,  Please  it  vour  grace  to  be  advertised 
The  Duke  of  York  is  newly  come  from  Ireland, 
And  with  a  puissant  and  a  mighty  power 
Of  gallowglasses  and  stout  kerns 
Is  marching  hitlierward  in  proud  array. 
And  still  proclaimetli,  as  he  comes  along, 
His  arms  are  only  to  remove  from  thee 
The  Duke  of  Somerset,  whom  he  terms  a  traitor. 

King,  Thus  stands  my  state,  'twixt  Cade  and  York  dis' 
trcss'd ;  ^         SI 

Like  to  a  ship  that,  having  *scaped  a  tempest, 
Is  straightway  calm'd  and  boarded  with  a  pirate: 
But  now  is  Cade  driven  back,  his  men  dispersed; 
And  now  is  York  in  arms  to  second  him.^ 
I  pray  thee,  Buckingham,  go  and  meet  him. 
And  ask  him  what's  the  reason  of  these  arms. 
Tell  him  I'll  send  Duke  Edmund  to  the  Tower; 
And.  Somerset,  we  will  commit  thee  hither, 
Until  his  army  be  dismissed  from  him.  40 

Som.  My  lord, 
I'll  yield  myself  to  prison  willingly, 
Or  unto  death,  to  do  my  country  good. 
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King.  In  any  case,  be  not  too  rough  in  terms; 
For  he  is  fierce  and  cannot  brook  hard  language. 

Buck.  1  will,  my  lord;  and  doubt  not  so  to  deal 
As  all  things  shall  redound  unto  your  good. 

Ki7iff.  Come,  wife,  let's  in,  and  learn  to  govern  better; 
For  yet  may  England  curse  my  wretched  reign. 

[Floui-ish,     Exeunt. 

BcENE  X,    Kent.    Iden's  garden. 

Enter  Cade. 

'•  Cade.  Fie  on  ambition!  fie  on  myself,  that  have  a  sword, 

*  and  yet  am  ready  to  famish !    These  five  days  have  I  hid  me 

'  in  these  woods  and  durst  not  peep  out,  for  all  the  country 

U  is  laid  for  me;  but  now  am  1  so  hungry  that  if  I  might 

V  have  a  lease  of  my  life  for  a  thousand  vears  I  could  stay 

^  no  longer.     Wherefore,  on  a  brick  wall  have  I  climbed 

into  this  garden,  to  see  if  I  can  eat  grass,  or  pick  a  sallct 

another  while,  which  is  not  amiss  to  cool  a  man's  stomach 

this  hot  weather.     And  I  think  this  word  "sallet"  was 

born  to  do  me  good :  for  many  a  time,  but  for  a  sallet,  my 

^  brain-pan  liad  been  cleft  with  a  brown  bill ;  and  many  a 

f  time,  when  I  have  been  dry  and  bravely'  marching,  it  hath 

>  served  me  instead  of  a  quart  pot  to  drmk  in;  and  now  the 

^  word  "sallet"  must  serve  me  to  feed  on. 

\  Enter  Idek. 

%  Iden.  Lord,  who  would  live  turmoiled  in  the  court. 

And  may  enjoy  such  quiet  walks  as  these? 
This  small  inheritance  my  father  left  mc  20 

Contentetli  me,  and  worth  a  monarchy. 
I  seek  not  to  wax  great  by  others'  waning. 
Or  gather  wealth,  I  care  not,  with  what  envy: 
Sufflceth  that  I  have  maintains  my  state 
And  sends  the  poor  well  pleased  from  my  gate. 

Ccule.  Here's  the  lord  of  the  soil  come  to  seize  mc  for  a 
stray,  for  entering  bis  fee-simple  without  leave.  Ah,  vil- 
lain, thou  wilt  betray  me,  and  get  a  thousand  crowns  of 
the  king  by  carrying  my  head  to  him:  but  I'll  make  thee 
cat  iron  like  an  ostrich,  and  swallow  my  sword  like  a  great 
pin.  ere  thou  and  I  part. 

Lien.  Why,  rude  companion,  whatsoe'er  thou  be, 
I  know  thee  not;  why,  then,  should  I  betray  thee? 
Is't  not  enough  to  break  into  my  garden, 
And,  like  a  thief,  to  come  to  rob  my  grounds, 
Climbing  ni^  walls  in  spite  of  me  the  owner, 
But  thou  wilt  brave  me  with  these  saucy  terms? 
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Cade.  Brave  thee!  ay,  by  the  best  blood  that  ever  was 
broached,  and  beard  thee  too.  Look  on  me  well :  I  have 
cat  uo  meat  these  five  days;  yet,  come  thou  and  thy  five 
men,  and  if  I  do  not  leave  you  all  as  dead  as  a  doornail,  I 
pniy  God  I  may  never  eat  grass  more. 

Iden,  Nay,  it  shall  ne'er  be  said,  while  England  stands. 
That  Alexander  Iden,  an  esquire  of  Kent, 
Took  odds  to  combat  a  poor  famish'd  man. 
Oppose  thy  steadfast-gazing  eyes  to  mine. 
See  if  thou  canst  outmce  me  with  thy  looks: 
8et  limb  to  limb,  and  thou  art  far  the  lesser;  50 

Thy  hand  is  but  a  finger  to  my  fist, 
Thy  leg  a  stick  compared  with  this  truncheon ; 
My  foot  shall  fight  with  all  the  strength  thou- hast; 
And  if  mine  arm  be  heaved  in  the  air. 
Thy  grave  is  digg'd  already  in  the  earth. 
As  for  words,  whose  greatness  answers  words. 
Let  this  my  sword  report  what  speech  forbears. 

Cade.  By  my  valour,  the  most  complete  champion  that 
ever  I  heard!  Bteel,  if  thou  turn  the  edge,  or  cut  not  out 
the  burly-boned  clown  in  chines  of  beef  ere  thou  sleep  in 
thy  sheath,  I  beseech  God  on  my  knees  thou  mayst  be 
turned  to  hobnails.  [Ilei^e  they  fight.     Cadefall.^. 

0,  I  am  slain!  famine  ^nd  no  other  hath  slain  me:  let 
ten  thousand  devils  come  against  me.  and  give  me  but  the 
ten  meals  I  have  lost,  and  I'ld  defy  them  all.  Wither,  gar- 
den; and  be  henceforth  a  burying-place  to  all  that  do  dwell 
in  this  house,  because  the  uncouquered  soul  of  Cade  is 
fled.  70 

Iden.  Is't  Cade  that  I  have  slain,  that  monstrous  traitor? 
Sword,  I  will  hallow  thee  for  this  thy  deed, 
And  hang  thee  o'er  my  tomb  when  1  am  dead : 
Ne'er  shall  this  blood  be  wiped  from  thy  point; 
But  thou  shalt  wear  it  as  a  herald's  coat, 
To  emblaze  the  honour  that  thy  master  got. 

Cade.  Iden,  farewell,  and  be  proud  of  thy  victorj-.  Tell 
Kent  from  me,  she  hath  lost  her  best  man,  and  exhort  all 
the  world  to  be  cowards;  for  I,  that  never  feared  any,  am 
vanquished  by  famine,  not  by  valour.  [Dies.    81 

Iden,  How  much  thou  wrong' st  me,  heaven  be  my  judge. 
Die,  damned  wretch,  the  curse  of  her  that  bare  thee; 
And  as  I  thrust  thy  body  in  with  my  sword, 
So  wish  I,  I  might  thrust  thy  soul  to  hell. 
Hence  will  I  drag  thee  headlong  by  the  heels 
Unto  a  dunghill  which  shall  be  thy  grave. 
And  there  cut  off  thy  most  ungracious  head; 
Which  I  will  bear  in  triumph  to  the  king. 
Leaving  thy  trunk  for  crows  to  feed  upon.  [Exit.    90 


i 


V 


SCENE  I.]  KING  HENRY  VL  489 

AOTV. 
Scene  I.  Fidds  between  Dartford  and  BlacJcheath, 

JiJnier  York,  and  his  army  of  IruJi^  with  drum  and  colours. 

York.  From  Ireland  thus  comes  York  to  claim  his  rigiit. 
And  pluck  the  crown  from  feeble  Henry's  head: 
King,  bells,  aloud;  burn,  bonfires,  clear  and  bright, 

i  To  entertain  great  England's  lawful  king. 

Ah !  sancta  majestas,  who  would  not  buy  thee  dear? 
Let  them  obey  that  know  not  how  to  rule; 

i  This  hand  was  made  to  handle  nought  but  gold. 

'  I  cannot  give  due  action  to  my  words, 

Except  a  sword  or  sceptre  balance  it: 
A  sceptre  shall  it  have,  have  I  a  soul,  10 

I  On  which  1*11  toss  the  flower-de-luce  of  France. 

\  Enter  Buckinohasi. 

Whom  have  we  here?    Buckingham,  to  disturb  me? 
The  king  hath  sent  him,  sure:  I  must  dissemble. 

A  Buck,  York,  if  thou  meanest  well,  I  greet  thee  well. 

f  Tark,  Humphrey  of  Buckingham,  I  accept  thy  greeting. 

Art  thou  a  messenger,  or  come  of  pleasure? 

Buck,  A  messenger  from  Henry,  our  dread  liege, 
To  know  the  reason  of  these  arms  in  peace; 
Or  why  thou,  being  a  subject  as  I  am. 
Against  thy  oath  and  true  allegiance  sworn,  20 

Should  raise  so  great  a  power  without  his  leave, 
Or  dare  to  bring  thy  force  so  near  the  court. 

York,  [Aside]  Scarce  can  I  speak,  my  choler  is  so  great: 
O,  I  could  hew  up  rocks  and  fight  with  flint, 
I  am  so  angry  at  these  abject  terms; 
And  now,  like  Ajax  Telamonius, 
On  sheep  or  oxen  could  I  spend  my  fury. 
I  am  far  better  bom  than  is  tlie  king, 
More  like  a  king,  more  kingly  in  my  thoughts: 
But  I  must  make  fair  weather  yet  a  while,  80 

Till  Henry  be  more  weak  and  I  more  strong.— 
Buckingham,  I  prithee,  pardon  me, 
Tiiat  I  have  given  no  answer  all  this  wiiile; 
>ly  mind  was  troubled  with  deep  melanclioly. 
The  cause  why  I  have  brought  this  army  hitJier 
Is  to  remove  proud  Somerset  from  the  king, 
Seditious  to  his  grace  and  to  the  state. 

Buc/.\  That  is  too  much  presumption  on  thy  part: 
But  if  thy  anus  be  to  no  other  end, 
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The  king  hath  yielded  unto  thy  demand :  40 

The  Duke  of  Somerset  is  in  the  Tower. 

Yoj'k.  Upon  thine  honour,  is  lie  prisoner? 

Buck.  U))on  mine  honour,  lie  is  prisoner. 

York,  Tiien,  Buckins;ham,  I  do  dismiss  my  powers. 
Soldiers,  I  thank  you  all;  disperse  j'ourselvcs; 
JMcct  me  to-morrow  in  Saint  George's  field, 
You  shall  have  pay  and  every  thing  you  wish. 
And  let  my  sovereign,  virtuous  Henry,  I 

Command  mv  eldest  son,  nay,  all  my  sons. 
As  pledges  of  mv  fealty  and  love;  50 

ni  send  them  all  as  willing  as  I  live: 
Lands,  goods,  horse,  armour,  any  thing  I  have. 
Is  his  to  use,  so  Somerset  may  die. 

Btick.  York,  I  commend  this  kind  submission: 
We  twain  will  go  into  his  highness'  tent. 

Briter  King  and  Attendants. 

Sinff.  Buckingham,  doth  York  intend  no  harm  to  us, 
That  thus  he  marcheth  with  thee  arm  in  arm? 

York.  In  all  submission  and  humility 
York  doth  present  himself  unto  your  highness. 

King.  Then  what  intends  these  forces  thou  dost  bring? 

York.  To  heave  the  traitor  Somerset  from  hence,  61 

And  fi^ht  against  that  monstrous  reliel  Cade, 
Who  since  I  heard  to  be  discomfited. 

Ent/:r  Id  ex,  tcitJi  Cade's  JisacL 

Iden,  If  one  so  rude  and  of  so  mean  condition 
May  pass  into  the  presence  of  a  king, 
IjO,  I  present  your  grace  a  traitor's  head, 
The  head  of  Cade,  ^hom  I  in  combat  slew. 

Kifig.  The  head  of  Cadel    Great  God,  how  just  art 
Thou! 
O,  let  me  view  his  visage,  being  dead. 
That  living  wrought  mc  such  exceeding  trouble.  70 

Tell  me,  my  friend,  art  thou  the  man  that  slew  him? 

Iden.  I  was,  an't  like  your  majesty. 

King.  How  art  thou  call'd?  and  what  is  thy  degree? 

Iden.  Alexander  Iden,  that's  my  name; 
A  poor  esquire  of  Kent,  that  loves  his  king. 

Bttek.  So  please  it  you,  my  lord,  'twere  not  amiss 
He  were  created  knight  for  his  good  service. 

King.  Iden,    kneel    down.     [He   kneeli,}     Rise   up   a 
knight 
We  give  thee  for  reward  a  thousand  marks. 
And  will  that  thou  henceforth  attend  on  us.  80 
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Iden.  May  Iden  live  to  merit  such  a  bounty, 
And  never  live  but  true  unto  his  liege!  [BtssM, 

Enter  Queen  and  Somebsbt. 

King.  See,    Buckingham,    Somerset    comes   with   the 
(jueen : 
Gk)  bid  her  hide  him  quickly  from  the  duke. 

Queen.  For  thousand  Yorks  he  shall  not  hide  his  head. 
But  boldly  stand  and  front  him  to  his  face. 

York.  How  now!  is  Somerset  at  libertv? 
Then,  York,  unloose  thy  long-imprison'd  thoughts. 
And  let  thv  tongue  be  equal  with  thy  heart. 
Sliall  I  endure  the  sight  of  Somerset?  90 

False  king!  why  hast  thou  broken  faith  with  me. 
Knowing  how  hardly  I  can  brook  abuse? 
King  did  I  call  thee?  no,  thou  art  not  king, 
Not  fit  to  govern  and  rule  multitudes, 
Which  darest  not,  no,  nor  canst  not  rule  a  traitor. 
That  head  of  thine  doth  not  become  a  crown ; 
Thy  hand  is  made  to  grasp  a  palmer's  staff, 
An(i  not  to  grace  an  awful  princely  sceptre. 
That  gold  must  round  engirt  these  brows  of  mine, 
Wliose  smile  and  frown,  Tike  to  Achilles'  spear,  100 

Is  able  with  the  change  to  kill  and  cure. 
Here  is  a  hand  to  hold  a  sceptre  up 
And  witli  the  same  to  act  controlhng  laws. 
Give  place:  by  heaven,  thou  shalt  rule  no  more 
O'er  him  whom  heaven  created  for  thy  ruler. 

8om.  O  monstrous  traitor!  I  arrest  thee,  York, 
Of  capital  treason  'gainst  the  king  and  crown: 
Obey,  audacious  traitor;  kneel  for  grace. 

lork.  Wouldst  have  me  kneel  ?  fir^t  let  me  ask  of  these. 
If  they  can  brook  I  bow  a  knee  to  man.  110 

Sirrah,  call  in  my  sons  to  be  my  bail :  [Exit  Attendant, 

I  know,  ere  they  will  have  me  go  to  ward. 
They'll  pawn  tlieir  swords  for  my  enfranchisement. 

Queen.  Call  hither  Clifford ;  bid  him  come  amain. 
To  say  if  that  the  bastard  boys  of  York 
Sliall  be  the  surety  for  their  traitor  father. 

[Exit  Buckinffham, 

York.  O  blood-besotted  Neopolitan, 
Outcast  of  Naples,  England's  bloody  scourge! 
The  sons  of  York,  thy  (setters  in  their  birth, 
Shall  be  their  father's  bail;  and  bane  to  those  130 

That  for  my  surety  will  refuse  the  boys! 

Enter  Edward  and  Richabd. 


« 
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See  where  they  come:  I'll  warrant  they'll  make  it  good. 
Enter  old  Clifford  and  his  Son. 

(^een.  And  here  comes  Clifford  to  deny  their  bail. 

Clif.  Health  and  all  happiness  to  my  lord  the  kin^! 

QCneds. 

York,  I  thank  thee,  Clifford:  say.  what  news  witli  thee? 
Nay,  do  not  fright  us  with  an  angry  look: 
We  are  thy  sovereign,  Clifford,  kneel  again; 
For  thy  mistaking  so,  we  pardon  thee. 

Clif.  This  is  my  king,  York,  I  do  not  mistake; 
But  thou  mistakest  me  much  to  think  I  do:  180 

To  Bedlam  with  himt  is  the  man  grown  mad? 

King.  Ay,  Clifford ;  a  bedlam  and  ambitious  humour 
Makes  him  oppose  himself  against  his  king. 

Clif.  He  is  a  traitor;  let  him  to  the  Tower, 
And  chop  away  that  factious  pate  of  his. 

Queen.  He  is  arrested,  but  will  not  obey; 
His  sons,  he  says,  shall  give  their  words  for  him. 

Toi'k.  Will  you  not,  sons? 

Eilw.  Ay,  noble  father,  if  our  words  will  serve. 

Rich.  And  if  words  will  not,  then  our  weapons  shall. 

Clif  Why,  what  a  brood  of  traitors  have  we  licrc!     141 

York.  Look  in  a  gla.ss,  and  call  thy  image  so: 
I  am  thy  king,  and  thou  a  false-heart  traitor. 
Call  hither  to  the  stake  my  two  brave  l)car8. 
That  with  the  very  shaking  of  their  chains 
They  may  astonish  these  fell-lurking  curs: 
Bid  Salisbury  and  Warwick  come  to  me. 

Enter  the  Earls  of  Warwick  and  Salisbury. 

Clif  Are  these  thy  bears?  we'll  bait  thy  bears  to  death, 
And  manacle  the  bear-ward  in  their  chains, 
If  thou  darest  bring  them  to  the  baiting  place.  150 

Rich.  Oft  have  I  seen  a  hot  o'erweening  cur 
Run  back  and  bite,  because  he  was  withheld; 
Who,  being  suffered  with  the  bear's  fell  paw. 
Hath  clappM  his  tail  between  his  legs  and  cried: 
And  such  a  piece  of  service  will  you  do, 
If  you  oppose  yourselves  to  match  Lord  Warwick. 

Clif  Hence,  heap  of  wrath,  foul  indigested  lump. 
As  crooked  in  thy  manners  as  thy  shape! 

York.  Nay,  we  shall  heat  you  thoroughly  anon. 

Clif.  Take  heed,  lest  by  your  heat  you  bum  yourselves. 

King.  Why,  Warwick,  hath  thy  knee  forgot  to  bow?  IGl 
Old  Salisbury,  shame  to  thy  silver  hair. 
Thou  mad  mislcadcr  of  thy  brain>sick  son! 
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What,  wilt  thou  on  thjr  death-bed  play  the  ruffian. 

And  seek  for  sorrow  with  thy  spectacles? 

O,  where  is  faith?  O,  where  is  loyalty? 

If  it  be  banish'd  from  the  frosty  head, 

Where  shall  it  find  a  harbour  in  the  earth? 

Wilt  thou  go  dig  a  gnivc  to  find  out  war, 

And  shame  thine  honourable  age  with  blood?  170 

Why  art  thou  old,  and  want'st  experience? 

Or  wherefore  dost  abuse  it.  if  thou  hast  it? 

For  shame!  in  duty  bend  tin'  knee  to  me 

Tliat  bows  unto  the  gi'ave  with  mickle  age. 

Sid.  My  lord,  I  have  consider'd  with  myself 
The  title  of  this  most  renowned  duke; 
And  in  my  conscience  do  repute  his  grace 
The  rightful  heir  to  England's  royal  seat. 

King.  Hast  thou  not  sworn  allegiance  unto  me? 

Sfil.  I  have.  •  180 

King.  Canst    thou    dispense  with  heaven  for  such  an 
oath? 

SiU.  It  is  great  sin  to  swear  unto  a  sin, 
But  greater  sin  to  keep  a  sinful  oath. 
Who  can  be  bound  by  any  solemn  vow 
To  do  a  murderous  deed,  to  rob  a  man, 
To  force  a  spotless  virgin's  chastity. 
To  reave  the  orphan  of  his  patrimony, 
To  wring  the  widow  from  her  customed  right, 
And  have  no  other  reason  for  this  wrong 
But  that  he  was  bound  by  a  solemn  oath?  190 

Queen.  A  subtle  traitor  needs  no  sophistcr. 

King.  Call  Buckingham,  and  bid  him  arm  himself. 

York.  Call  Buckingham,  and  all  the  friends  thou  hast, 
I  am  resolved  for  death  or  dignity. 

C^if.  The  first  I  warrant  thee,  if  dreams  prove  true. 

War.  You  were  best  to  go  to  bed  and  dream  again. 
To  keep  thee  from  the  tempest  of  the  field. 

Clf.  I  am  resolved  to  hear  a  greater  storm 
Than  any  thou  canst  conjure  up  to-day; 
And  that  I'll  write  upon  thy  burgonet,  200 

Might  I  but  know  thee  by  thy  household  badjore. 

War,  Now,  by  my  father's  badge,  old  Nevil's  crest, 
The  rampant  bear  chain'd  to  the  ragged  staff. 
This  day  I'll  wear  aloft  my  burgonet. 
As  on  a  mountain  top  the  cedar  shows 
That  keeps  his  leaves  in  spite  of  any  storm. 
Even  to  affright  thee  with  the  view  thereof. 

Clif.  And  from  thy  burgonet  I'll  rend  thy  bear 
And  tread  it  under  foot  witli  all  contempt, 
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Deg)ite  the  bear- ward  that  protects  the  bear.  210 

T,  cut.  And  so  to  arms,  victorious  father. 
To  quell  the  rebels  and  their  complices. 

JUch,  Fie!  charity,  for  shame!  speak  not  in  spite. 
For  you  shall  sup  with  Jesu  Christ  to-night. 

Y.  Clif,  Foul  stigmatic,  that's  more  than   thou   canst 

tell. 
Rich.  If  not  in  heaven,  you'll  surelj'  sup  in  hell. 

\Exeunt  seteraUy 

ScENK  II.    Saint  Alban's. 

Alarums  to  the  battle.    Enter  Warwick. 

War.  Clifford  of  Cumberland,  'tis  Warwick  calls: 
And  if  thou  dost  not  hide  thee  from  the  bear. 
Now,  when  the  an^y  trumpet  sounds  alarum 
And  dead  men's  cries  do  fill  the  empty  air, 
Clifford,  I  say,  come  forth  and  fight  with  me: 
Proud  northern  lord,  Clifford  of  Cumberland, 
Warwick  is  hoarse  with  calling  thee  to  arms. 

Enter  York. 

How  now,  my  noble  lord!  what,  all  afoot? 

York.  The  deadly-handed  Clifford  slew  my  steed, 
But  match  to  match  I  have  encounter'd  him  10 

And. made  a  prey  for  carrion  kites  and  crows 
Even  of  the  bonny  beast  he  loved  so  well. 

Enter  old  Clifford. 

War.  Of  one  or  both  of  us  the  time  is  come. 

York.  Hold,  Warwick,  seek  thee  out  some  other  chase, 
For  I  myself  must  hunt  this  deer  to  death. 

War.  Then,  nobly,  York;  'tis  for  a  crown  thou  fight'st. 
As  I  intend,  Clifford,  to  thrive  to-dny, 
It  grieves  my  soul  to  leave  thee  unassail'd.  [Exit. 

Ulif.  What  seest  thou  in  me,   York?    why  dost  thou 
pause? 

York.  With  thy  brave  bearing  should  I  be  in  love,       20 
But  that  thou  art  so  fast  mine  enemy. 

Clif.  Nor  should  thy  i)rowe8s  want  praise  and  esteem. 
But  that  'tis  shown  ignobly  and  in  treason. 

York.  So  let  it  help  me  now  against  thy  sword 
As  I  in  justice  and  true  right  express  it. 

Clif.  Sly  soul  and  body  on  the  action  both' 


York.  A  dreadful  lay!    Address  thee  instantl 


IThcy  fight,  and  Clifford  faJh, 


tiy. 

aiffo 


:\';::.zii.]  KINO  HENKY  VI.  495 

Clif,  La  fin  couronne  lea  oeuvres.  [Dies, 

York.  Thus  war   hath  given  thee  peace,  for  thou  art 
still. 
Peace  with  his  soul,  heaven,  if  it  be  thy  will!  89 

[Ekca, 
Eater  young  Clifford. 

F.  Ciff.  Shame  and  confusion!  all  is  on  the  rout; 
Fear  frames  disorder,  and  disorder  wounds 
Where  it  should  guard.    O  war,  thou  son  of  hell, 
Whom  angry  heavens  do  make  their  minister, 
Throw  in  the  frozen  bosoms  of  our  part 
Hot  cofUs  of  ven.^eance!    Let  no  soldier  fly. 
He  that  is  truly  dedicate  to  war 
Hath  no  self-love,  nor  he  that  loves  himself 
Hath  not  essentially  but  by  circumstance 
The  name  of  valour.  [Seeing  his  de<id  father. 

O,  let  the  vile  world  end,  40 

And  the  premised  flames  of  the  last  day 
Knit  earth  and  heaven  together! 
Kow  let  the  general  trumpet  blow  his  blast, 
Particularities  and  petty  sounds 
To  cease!    Wast  thou  ordain'd,  dear  father, 
To  lose  thy  youth  in  peace,  and  to  achieve 
The  silver  livery  of  advised  age, 
And,  in  thy  reverence  and  thy  chair-days,  thus 
To  die  in  rufllan  battle?    Even  at  this  si^ht 
My  heart  is  turn'd  to  stone:  and  while  'tis  mine,  GO 

It  shall  be  stony.     York  not  our  old  men  spares; 
No  more  will  1  their  babes:  tears  virginal 
Shall  be  to  me  even  as  the  dew  to  fire. 
And  beauty  that  the  tyrant  oft  reclaims 
Shall  to  my  flaming  wrath  be  oil  and  flax. 
Henceforth  I  will  not  have  to  do  with  pity: 
Meet  I  an  infant  of  the  liouse  of  York, 
Into  as  many  gobbets  will  I  cut  it 
As  wild  Medea  young  Absyrtus  did: 
In  cruelty  will  I  seek  out  my  fame.  60 

Come,  thou  new  ruin  of  old  Clifford's  house: 
As  did  ^neas  old  Anchises  bear. 
So  bear  I  thee  upon  my  manly  shoulders; 
But  then  iEneas  bare  a  living  load, 
Nothiug  so  heavy  as  these  woes  of  mine. 

[Eait,  bearing  off  his  father. 

Enter  Richabd  and  Somerset  to  fight.  Somerset  is  killed. 

Rich.  So,  lie  thou  there; 
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For  underneath  an  alehouse*  paltry  sign, 

The  Castle  in  St.  Alban's,  Somerset 

Hath  made  the  wizard  famous  in  his  death. 

Sword,  hold  thy  temper;  heart,  be  wrathful  still:  70 

Priests  pray  for  enemies,  but  princes  kill.  [Exit. 

Fight :  excursions.    Eater  Kino,  Queen,  and  others. 

fueen.  Away,  my  lord!  you  are  slow;  for  shame,  away! 
ing.  Can  we  outrun  the  heavens?  good  Margaret,  stay. 
Queen.  What  are  you  made  of?  you  11  nor  fight  nor  fly: 
Now  is  it  manhood,  wisdom  and  defence, 
To  give  the  enemy  way,  and  to  secure  us 
By  what  we  can,  which  can  no  more  but  fly. 

[Alarum  ofwr  off. 
If  you  be  ta'en,  w^e  then  should  see  the  bottom 
Of  all  our  fortunes:  but  if  we  haply  scape, 
As  well  we  may,  if  not  through  your  neglect,  80 

We  shall  to  London  get,  where  you  are  loved 
And  where  this  breach  now  in  our  fortunes  made 
May  readily  be  stopp'd. 

Reenter  Young  Cliffokd. 

F.  CUf.  But  that  my  heart's  on  future  mischief  set, 
I  \vould  speak  blasphemy  ere  bid  you  fly: 
But  fly  ^'ou  must;  uncurable  discomfit 
Reigns  m  the  hearts  of  all  our  present  parts. 
Away,  for  your  relief!  and  we  will  live 
To  see  their  day  and  them  our  fortune  give: 
Away,  my  lord,  away!  [Exeunt, 

Scene  III.     Fields  near  St.  Alban*s, 

Alarum.    Betreat.   Enter  Tore,  Richard,  Warwick,  f»nd 
Soldiers,  unth  drum  and  colours. 

York.  Of  Salisbury,  who  can  report  of  him, 
That  winter  lion,  who  in  rage  forgets 
Aged  contusions  and  all  brush  of  time, 
And,  like  a  gallant  in  the  brow  of  youth. 
Repairs  him  with  occasion?    This  happy  day 
Is  not  itself,  nor  have  we  won  one  foot, 
If  Salisbury  be  lost. 

Rich.  My  noble  father. 

Three  times  to-day  I  holp  him  to  his  horse, 
Three  times  bestnd  him ;  thrice  I  led  him  off, 
Persuaded  him  from  any  further  act:  10 

But  still,  where  danger  was,  still  there  I  met  him; 
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And  like  rich  hangings  in  a  homely  liouse. 
So  was  his  will  in  liis  old  feeble  body. 
But,  noble  as  he  is,  look  where  he  comes. 

« 

Enter  SALisBunr 

Sal.  Now,  by  my  sword,  well  hast  thou  fought  to-day; 
By  the  mass,  so  did  we  all.    I  thank  you,  Richard: 
Gud  knows  how  long  it  is  I  have  to  live; 
And  it  hath  pleased  him  that  three  times  to-day 
You  have  defended  me  from  imminent  death. 
Well,  lords,  we  have  not  got  that  which  we  have:  20 

Tis  not  enough  our  foes  arc  this  time  fled, 
Being  opposites  of  such  repairing  nature. 

York.  I  know  our  safety  is  to  follow  them; 
For,  as  I  hear,  the  king  is  fled  to  London, 
To  call  a  present  court  of  parliament. 
Let  us  pursue  him  ere  the  writs  go  forth : 
What  says  Lord  Warwick?  shall  we  after  them? 

War.  After  them!  nay,  before  them,  if  we  can. 
Now,  by  my  faith,  lords,  'twas  a  glorious  day: 
Saint  Alban's  battle  won  by  famous  York  80 

Shall  be  eternized  in  all  age  to  come. 
Sound  drums  and  trumpets,  and  to  London  all: 
And  more  such  days  as  these  to  us  befall.  [Exeunt 
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Scene:  England  and  Fi'ance. 

ACT  I. 

Scene  I.    London,     The  ParliamenUhouse. 

Alarum.    Enter  tlie  Duke  op  York,  Edward,  Richard, 
Norfolk,  Montagde,  Warwick,  and  Soldiers. 

War.  I  wonder  liow  the  king  escaped  our  Iiands. 

Tark.  While  we  pursued  the  horsemen  of  the  north, 
He  slily  stole  away  and  left  his  men: 
Whereat  the  great  Lord  of  Northumberland, 
Whose  warlike  ears  could  never  brook  retreat. 
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Cbeer'd  up  the  drooping  army;  and  himself, 
Lord  Clifford  and  Lord  Stafford,  all  abreast, 
Charged  our  main  battle's  front,  and  breaking  in 
"Were  by  the  swords  of  common  soldiers  slain. 

Eilio.  Lord  Stafford's  father,  Duke  of  Buckingham,     10 
Is  either  slain  or  wounded  dangerously; 
I  cleft  his  beaver  with  a  downright  Glow; 
That  this  is  true,  father,  behold  his  blood. 

Mont.  And,  brother,  here's  the  Earl  of  "Wiltshire's blood. 
Whom  I  encountcr'd  as  the  battles  join'd. 

liich.  Speak  thou  for  me  and  tell  them  what  I  did. 

[Thj'OirCng  down  tfie  Duke  of  SotneracCs  head. 

York.  Richard  hath  Lest  deserved  of  all  my  soiis^ 
But  is  your  grace  dead,  my  Lord  of  Somerset? 

Norf.  Such  hope  have  all  the  line  of  John  of  Gaunt! 

Rich.  Thus  do  I  hope  to  shake  King  Henry's  head,      20 

War,  And  so  do  I.     Victorious  Prince  of  York, 
Before  I  see  thee  sealed  in  that  throne 
Which  now  the  house  of  Lanctister  usurps, 
I  vow  by  heaven  these  eyes  shall  never  close. 
This  is  the  palace  of  the  fearful  king, 
And  this  the  regal  seat:  possess  it,  York; 
For  this  is  thine  and  not  King  Henry's  heirs'. 

York.  Assist  me,  then,  sweet  Warwick,  and  I  will; 
For  hither  we  have  broken  in  by  force. 

Noif.  We'll  all  assist  you ;  he  that  flies  shall  die.  30 

York,  Thanks,  gentle  Norfolk:  stay  by  me,  my  lords; 
And,  soldiers,  stay  and  lodge  by  me  this  night. 

[TJiey  goup. 

War.  And  when  the  king  comes,  offer  him  no  violence. 
Unless  he  seek  to  thrust  you  out  perforce. 

York.  The  queen  this  aay  here  holds  her  parliament. 
But  little  thinks  we  shall  be  of  her  council: 
By  words  or  blow^s  here  let  us  win  our  right. 

Rich.  Arm'd  as  we  are,  let's  stay  within  this  house. 

War.  The  bloody  parliament  shall  this  be  called. 
Unless  Plantagenct,  JDuke  of  York,  be  king,  40 

And  bashful  Henry  deposed,  whose  cowardice 
Hath  made  us  by- words  to  our  enemies. 

York.  Then  leave  me  not,  my  lords;  be  resolute; 
I  mean  to  take  possession  of  my  right. 

War.  Neither  the  king,  nor  he  that  loves  him  best. 
The  proudest  he  that  holds  up  Lancaster, 
Dares  stir  a  wing,  if  Warwick  shake  his  bells. 
I'll  plant  Plautagenet,  root  him  up  who  dares: 
Resolve  thee,  Richard;  claim  the  English  crown. 


600  KING  HKXUY  VI.  [act  i. 

FlaunnJi.    Enter  Ki:sQ  Henry,  Cliffokd,  Nouthumber- 
I4AND,  Westmoreland,  Exeter,  atid  Vie  re$t 

K.  Hen.  My  lords,  look  where  the  sturdy  rebel  sits,    60 
Even  in  the  chair  of  state:  belike  he  mecans, 
Back'd  by  the  power  of  Warwick,  that  false  peer. 
To  aspire  unto  the  crown  and  reign  as  king. 
Earl  of  Northumberland,  he  slew  thy  father, 
And  thine.  Lord  Clifford;  and  you  both  have  vow'd  re 

vengc 
On  him,  his  sons,  his  favourites,  and  his  friends. 

North.  If  I  be  not,  heavens  be  revenged  on  me! 

CUf.  The  hope  thereof  makes  Clifford  mourn  in  steel. 

Went,  What,  shall  we  suffer  this?  let's  pluck  him  down: 
My  heart  for  anger  burns;  I  cannot  brook  it.  60 

K.  lien.  Be  patient,  gentle  Earl  of  Westmoreland. 

CUf.  Patience  is  for  poltroons,  such  as  he; 
He  dui-st  not  sit  there,  had  your  fathnr  lived. 
My  gracious  lord,  here  in  the  parliament 
Let  us  assail  the  family  of  York. 

North.  Well  hast  thou  spoken,  cousin;  be  it  so. 

K.  Hen.  Ah,  know  you  not  the  city  favours  tliem. 
And  they  have  troops  of  soldiers  at  their  l)cck? 

EJte.  6ut  wlien  the  duke  is  slain,  they'll  quickly  fly. 

K.  Hen,  Far   be  the    thought  of  this   from  Henry's 
lieart,  70 

To  make  a  shambles  of  the  parliament-house! 
Cousin  of  Exeter,  frowns,  words  and  threats 
Sliali  be  tiie  war  that  Henry  means  to  use. 
Thou  factious  Duke  of  York,  descend  my  throne, 
And  kneel  for  grace  and  mercy  at  my  feet; 
I  am  thy  sovereign. 

York.  I  am  thine. 

Kre.  For  shame,  come  down:  he   made  Ihcc  Duke  of 
York. 

Yoi'k.  Twas  my  inheritance,  as  the  earldom  was. 

Kre.  Thy  father  was  a  tniitor  to  the  crown. 

War.  Exeter,  thou  art  a  traitor  to  the  crown  t'l 

In  following  this  usurping  Ilenr}-. 

CItf.  Whom  should  he  follow  but  bis  natural  king? 

War,  True,  Clifford;  and  that's  Richard  Duke  of  York. 

K.  Hen.  And  shall  I  stand,  and  thou  sit  in  my  throne? 

Yo7'k.  It  must  and  shall  Ix;  .so;  content  thyself. 

War.  Be  Duke  of  Lancaster;  let  him  be  king. 

Wcitf,  He  is  hotli  king  and  Duke  of  Lancaster; 
And  that  the  Lord  of  Westmoreland  shall  maintain. 

War,  And  Warwick  shall  disprove  it.    You  forget 
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That  we  arc  those  which  chased  you  from  the  field         90 
And  slew  your  fathers,  and  with  colours  spread 
MarchM  through  the  city  to  the  palace  gates. 

Nordi.  Yes,  Warwick,  I  remember  it  to  my  grief; 
And,  by  his  soul,  thou  and  thy  house  shall  rue  it. 

West.  Plantageuct,  of  Ihce  and  these  tliy  90ns, 
Tiiy  kinsmen  and  thy  friends,  Til  have  more  lives 
Than  drops  of  blood  were  in  my  father's  veins. 

GUf.  Urge  it  no  more;  lest  that,  instead  of  words, 
I  send  thee,  Warwick,  such  a  messenger 
As  shall  revenge  his  death  before  I  stir.  100 

War.  Poor  Clifford!  how  I  scorn  his  worthless  threats! 

York.  Will  you  we  show  our  title  to  the  crown? 
If  not,  our  sword  shall  plead  it  in  the  field. 

K.  Hen.  What  title  hast  thou,  traitor,  to  the  crown? 
Thy  father  was,  as  tliou  art,  Duke  of  York; 
Thy  grandfather,  Roger  Mortimer,  Earl  of  March: 
I  am  the  son  of  Henry  the  Fifth, 
Who  made  the  Daupfiin  and  the  French  to  stoop 
And  seized  upon  their  towns  and  provinces. 

War.  Talk  not  of  France,  sith  thou  hast  lost  it  all.     110 

K.  Hen.  The  lord  protector  lost  it,  and  not  I : 
When  I  was  crown*d  I  was  but  nine  months  old. 

Rieli.  You  are  old  enough  now,  and  yet,  methinks,  you 
lose. 
Father,  tear  the  crowh  from  the  usurper's  liead. 

EdiD.  Sweet  father,  do  so;  set  it  on  your  head. 

Mont.  Gooil  brother,  as  thou  lovest  and  honourest  arms, 
Let's  fight  it  out  and  not  stand  cavilling  thus. 

lUdh.  Sound  drums  and  trumpets,  and  the  king  will  fiy. 

York.  Sons,  peace! 

K.  Hen.  Peace,  thou!  and  give   King  Henry  leave   to 
speak.  120 

War.  Plantagenet  shall  speak  first:  hear  him,  lords; 
And  be  you  silent  and  attentive  too. 
For  he  that  interrupts  him  shall  not  live. 

K.  Hen.  Think'st  thou  that  I  will    leave    my  kingly 
throne, 
Wherein  my  grandsire  and  my  father  sat? 
No:  first  shall  war  unpeople  this  my  realm; 
Ay,  and  their  colours,  often  borne  in  France, 
And  now  in  England  to  our  heart's  great  sorrow. 
Shall  be  my  winding-sheet.    Why  faint  you,  lords? 
My  title's  good,  and  better  far  than  his.  130 

War.  Prove  it,  Henry,  and  thou  shalt  l>e  king. 

K.  Hen.  Henry  the  Fourth  by  conquest  got  the  crown. 

York.  Twos  by  rebellion  against  his  king. 
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K,  Hen,  [Aside]  I  koow  not   what  to  say;  "my  title's 
weak. — 
Tell  me,  may  not  a  king  adopt  an  heir? 

York.  What  then? 

K.  Hen.  An  if  he  may,  then  am  I  lawful  king; 
For  Richard,  in  the  view  of  many  lords, 
Resign'd  the  crown  to  Henrj'  the  Fourth, 
Whose  heir  my  father  was,  and  I  am  his.  140 

York.  He  rose  against  him,  being  his  sovereign, 
And  made  him  to  resi^^n  his  crown  perforce. 

War.  Suppose,  my  fords,  he  did  It  unconstrain'd. 
Think  you  'twere  prejudicial  to  his  crown? 

Kre.  No;  for  he  could  not  so  resign  his  crown 
But  that  the  next  heir  should  succeed  and  reign. 

K.  Hen.  Art  thou  against  us,  Duke  of  Exeter? 

Ej-e.  His  is  the  right,  and  therefore  pardon  me. 

York.  Why  whisper  yon,  my  lords,  and  answer  not? 

Mie.  My  conscience  fells  me  he  is  lawful  king.  150 

K.  Hen.  [  Aside]  All  will  revolt  from  me,  and  turn  to  him. 

North.  Plantagenet,  for  all  the  claim  thou  lay'st, 
Think  not  that  Henry  shall  be  so  deposed. 

War.  Deposed  he  shall  be,  in  despite  of  all. 

North.  Thou  art  deceived :  'lis  not  thy  southern  power, 
Of  Essex,  Norfolk,  Suffolk,  nor  of  Kent, 
Which  makes  thee  thus  presumptuojis  and  proud, 
Can  set  the  duke  up  in  oespite  of  me. 

Ciif.  King  Henry,  be  thy  title  right  or  wrong, 
Lora  Clifford  vows  to  fight  in  thy  defence:  160 

May  that  ground  gape  and  swallow  me  alive, 
Where  I  shall  kneel  to  him  that  slew  my  father! 

K,  Hen.  O  Clifford,  how  ihy  Avords  revive  my  heart! 

York.  Henry  of  Lancaster,  resign  thy  crown. 
What  mutter  you.  or  what  conspire  you,  lords? 

War.  Do  right  unto  this  princely  Duke  of  York, 
Or  I  will  fill  the  house  with  armed  men. 
And  over  the  chair  of  state,  where  now  he  sits. 
Write  up  his  title  with  usurpinc  blood. 

[He  stainjM  with  Iiisfooi,  ani  the  Soldiers  shoto  themselves, 

K.  Hen.  My  Lord  of  Warwick,  hear  mc  but  one  word : 
Let  me  for  this  my  life-time  reign  as  king.  171 

York.  Confirm  the  crown  to  mc  and  to  mine  heirs, 
And  thou  shalt  reign  in  quiet  while  thou  livest. 

King.  I  am  content:  Richard  Plantagcnct, 
Enjoy  the  kingdom  after  my  decease. 

Clif.  What  wrong  is  this  unto  the  prince  your  son! 

War,  What  good  is  this  to  England  nnd  himself  1 

West.  Base,  fearful  and  despairing  Henry! 


SCENE  I  ]  KING  HENRY  VI.  508 

Clif.  How  hast  thou  injured  both  thyself  and  us! 

Wtitt.  I  CAD  not  stay  to  hear  these  articles.  180 

North.  Nor  I. 

Clif.  Come,  cousin,  let  us  tell  the  queen  these  news. 

West.  Farewell,  faint-hearted  and  degenerate  king. 
In  whose  cold  blood  no  spark  of  honour  bides. 

North.  Be  thou  a  prey  unto  the  house  of  York, 
And  die  in  bands  for  this  unmanly  deed! 

Clif.  la  dreadful  war  raayst  thou  be  overcome, 
Or  live  in  peace  abandon'd  and  despised ! 

[Exeunt  North.,  Cliff.,  and  West, 

War.  Turn  this  way,  Henry,  and  regard  them  not. 

Mve.  They  seek  revenge  ana  therefore  will  not  yield. 

K.  Hen.  Ah,  Exeter  I  19 1 

War.  Why  should  you  sigh,  my  lord? 

K  Hen.  Not  for  myself,  Lord  Warwick,  but  my  son. 
Whom  I  unnaturally  shall  disinherit. 
But  be  it  as  it  may :  I  here  entail 
The  crown  to  thee  and  to  thine  heirs  for  ever; 
Conditionally,  that  here  thou  take  an  oath 
To  cease  this  civil  war,  and.  whilst  I  live, 
To  honour  me  as  thy  king  and  sovereign, 
And  neither  by  treason  nor  hostility 
To  seek  to  put  me  down  and  reign  thyself.  200 

York.  This  oath  I  willingly  tiuie  and  will  perform. 

War.  Long  live  King  Henry  I     Plantagenet,  embrace 
him. 

K.  Hen.  And  long  live  thou  and  these  thy  forward  sons  I 

York.  Now  York  and  Lancaster  are  reconciled. 

Exe.  Accursed  be  he  tliat  seeks  to  make  them  foesl 

[Sennet.    Here  tJiey  come  down. 

York.  Farewell,  my  gracious  lord ;  I'll  to  my  castle. 

War.  And  I'll  keep  London  with  my  soldiers. 

Norf:  And  I  to  Norfolk  with  my  followers. 

Mont.  And  I  unto  the  sea  from  whence  I  came. 

[E.iDe'unl   York   and  his  Sons,  Warwick,   Norfolk, 
Jiontagtie,  their  Soldiers,  and  Attendants. 

K-  Hen.  And  I,  with  grief  and  sorrow,  to  the  court.  210 

Enter  Queen  Ma.boabbt  and  the  Prikce  of  WaIjES. 

Exe.  Here  comes  the  queen,  whose  looks  bewray  her 
anger: 
ril  steal  away. 
K.  Hen.  Exeter,  so  will  I. 

f.  Mar,  Nay,  go  not  from  me;  I  will  follow  thee. 
".  Hen.  Be  patient,  gentle  queen,  and  I  will  stay. 
Q.  Mar.  Who  can  be  patient  in  such  extremes? 
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Ah,  \i*rctched  man!  \voiild  I  had  died  a  maid, 

And  never  seen  tlice,  never  borne  thee  son, 

Seeing  lliou  liast  proved  so  ununtural  a  father! 

Hath  he  deserved  to  lo^e  his  birtliriglit  tlius? 

Hadst  thou  but  loved  him  lialf  so  well  as  I,  220 

Or  felt  that  pain  which  I  did  for  him  once. 

Or  nourished  him  as  I  did  with  my  blood, 

Thou  wouldst  have  left  thy  dearest  heart-blood  there, 

I^tlier  than  have  made  that  savage  duke  thine  heir 

And  disinherited  thine  only  son. 

Prince.  Father,  you  cannot  disinherit  me: 
If  you  be  king,  why  should  not  I  succeed? 

K.  Hell,  Pardon  me,  Margaret;  pardon  mc,  sweet  son: 
The  Earl  of  Warwick  and  the  duke  enforced  me. 

Q.  Mar,   Enforced  thee!    art  thou  king,  and  wilt  be 
forced?  280 

I  shame  to  hear  thee  speak.     Ah,  timorous  wretch! 
Thou  hast  undone  thyself,  thy  son  and  me; 
And  given  unto  the  house  of  York  such  head 
As  thou  shalt  reign  but  by  their  suiTerance. 
To  entail  him  and  his  heirs  unto  the  crown. 
What  is  it,  but  to  make  th}'  sepulchre 
And  creep  into  it  far  before  thy  time? 
Warwick  is  cliancellor  and  the  lord  of  Calais; 
Stern  Falcon  bridge  commands  the  narrow  seas; 
The  duke  is  made  protector  of  tlie  realm;  240 

And  yet  thou  shalt  be  safe?  such  safety  tlnds 
The  trembling  lamb  environed  witli  wolves. 
Had  I  been  there,  which  am  a  silly  woman, 
The  soldiers  should  have  toss'd  me  on  their  pikes 
Before  I  would  have  granted  to  that  act. 
But  thou  preferr'st  thy  life  before  thine  honour: 
And  seeing  thou  dost,  I  here  divorce  myself 
Both  from  thy  table,  Henry,  and  tliy  bed, 
Until  that  act  of  parliament  be  repeal'd 
Whereby  my  son  is  disinherited,  260 

Tlie  northern  lords  that  have  forsworn  thy  colours 
Will  follow  mine,  if  once  they  see  them  spread; 
And  spread  they  shall  be,  to  thy  foul  disgrace 
And  utter  ruin  of  the  house  of  York. 
Thus  do  I  leave  thee.    Come,  son.  let's  Jiway; 
Our  army  is  ready;  come,  we'll  after  them. 

K,  Hen»  Stay,  gentle  Margaret,  and  hear  me  speak. 

Q,  Mar,  Thou  bast  spoke  too  much  already:  get  thee 
gone. 

JT.  Hen,  Gentle  son  Edward,  tbou  wilt  stay  with  me? 

Q.  Mar.  Ay,  to  be  murder'd  by  his  enemies.  260 
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Prince,  When  I  return  with  victory  from  the  field 
1*11  see  your  grace :  till  then  I'll  follow  her. 

Q.  Mar,  Come,  son,  away;  we  may  not  linger  thus. 

{^Exeunt  Queen  Margaret  and  Vie  Prince, 

K.  Hen.  Poor  queen !  how  love  to  me  and  to  her  son 
Hath  made  her  break  out  into  terms  of  rage! 
Revenged  may  she  be  on  that  hateful  duke. 
Whose  haughty  spirit,  winged  with  desire, 
Will  cost  my  crown,  and  like  an  empty  eaglo 
Tire  on  the  flesh  of  me  and  of  my  son! 
The  loss  of  those  three  lords  torments  m^  heart:  270 

I'll  write  unto  them  and  entreat  them  fair. 
Come,  cousin,  you  shall  be  the  messenger. 

Mee,  And  I,  I  hope,  shall  reconcile  them  all.       [Exeunt, 

Scene  II.    Sandal  Caetle, 

Enter  Richard,  Edward,  and  Montaoue. 

Rich.  Brother,  though  I  be  youngest,  give  me  leave. 
Edw.  No,  I  can  better  play  the  orator. 
Mont,  But  I  have  reasons  strong  and  forcible. 

Enter  the  Duke  op  York. 

York.  Why,  how  now,  sons  and  brother!  at  a  strife? 
What  is  your  quarrel?  how  began  it  first? 

Edw,  rTo  quarrel,  but  a  slight  contention. 

York.  About  what? 

Rich.  About  that  which  concerns  your  grace  and  us; 
The  crown  of  England,  father,  which  is  yours. 

York.  Mine,  boy?  not  till  King  Henry  be  dead.  10 

Rich.  Your  right  depends  not  on  his  life  or  death. 

Edw.  Now  you  are  heir,  therefore  enjoy  it  now: 
By  giving  the  house  of  Lancaster  leave  to  breathe, 
It  will  outrun  you,  father,  in  the  end. 

York,  I  took  an  oath  that  he  should  quietly  reign. 

Edio.  But  for  a  kingdom  any  oath  may  be  broken: 
I  would  break  a  thousand  oaths  to  reign  one  year. 

RieJi.  No;  God  forbid  your  grace  should  be  forsworn. 

York.  I  shall  be.  if  1  claim  by  open  war. 

Ru:h.  I'll  prove  the  contrar3%  if  you'll  hear  me  speak.  20 

York.  Thou  canst  not,  son;  it  is  impossible. 

Rieli.  An  oath  is  of  no  moment,  being  not  took 
Before  a  true  and  lawful  magistrate, 
That  had  authoritv  over  him  that  swears: 
Henry  had  none,  but  did  usurp  the  place; 
Then,  seeing  'twas  he  that  made  you  to  depose, 
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Your  oath,  my  lord,  is  vain  and  frivol otis. 

Therefore,  to  arms!    And,  father,  do  but  think 

How  sweet  a  thing  it  is  to  wear  a  crown; 

Within  whose  circuit  is  Elysium  80 

And  all  that  poets  feign  of  bliss  and  Joy. 

Why  do  we  linger  thus?  I  cannot  rest 

Until  the  white  rose  that  I  wear  be  dyed 

Even  in  the  lukewarm  blood  of  Henrv's  heart. 

York.  Richard,  enough;  I  will  be  king,  or  die. 
Brother,  thou  shalt  to  London  presently. 
And  whet  on  Warwick  to  this  enterprise. 
Thou,  Richard,  shalt  to  the  Duke  of  Norfolk, 
And  tell  him  privilv  of  our  intent. 

You,  Edward,  shall  unto  my  Lord  Cobham,  40 

With  whom  the  Kentishmen  will  willingly  rise: 
In  them  1  trust;  for  they  are  soldiers, 
Witty,  courteous,  liberal,  full  of  spirit. 
While  you  are  thus  employ'd,  what  rcsteth  more, 
But  that  I  seek  occasion  how^  to  rise, 
And  yet  the  king  not  privy  to  my  drift, 
Nor  any  of  the  house  of  Lancaster? 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

But,  stay:  what  news?    Why  comest  thou  in  such  post? 

Oahr.  The  queen  with  all  the  northern  earls  and  lords 
Intend  here  to  besiege  you  in  your  castle:  50 

She  is  hard  by  with  twenty  thousand  men; 
And  therefore  fortify  your  hold,  my  lord. 

York.  Ay,  with  my  sword.    What!  think'st  thou  that 
we  fear  Iherti? 
Edward  and  Richard,  you  shall  stay  with  me; 
My  brother  Montague  shall  post  to  London : 
Let  noble  Warwick,  Cobham,  and  the  rest, 
Whom  we  have  left  protectors  of  the  king, 
With  powerful  policy  strengthen  themselves. 
And  trust  not  simple  Henry  nor  his  oaths. 

Mont  Brother,  1  go;  I'll  win  them,  fear  it  not:  60 

And  thus  most  humbly  I  do  take  my  leave.  [ExiL 

Enter  Sir  John  Mortimer  and  Sir  Hugh  Mortimer. 

York,  Sir  John  and  Sir  Hugh  Mortimer,  mine  uncles, 
You  are  come  to  Sandal  in  a  happy  hour; 
The  army  of  the  queen  mean  to  besiege  us. 

Sir  John.  She  shall  not  need ;  we'll  meet  her  in  the  field. 

York.  What,  with  five  thousand  men? 

Rich.  Ay,  with  five  hundred,  father,  for  a  need: 
A  woman's  general ;  what  should  we  fear? 

[A  march  cifar  off. 
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Edic.  I  bear  their  drums:  let*s  set  our  men  in  order, 
And  issue  fortii  and  bid  them  battle  straight.  70 

York.  Five  men  to  twenty!  though  the  odds  be  great, 
I  doubt  not,  uncle,  of  our  victory. 
Many  a  battle  have  I  won  in  France, 
When  as  the  enemy  hath  been  ten  to  one: 
Why  should  I  not  now  have  the  like  success? 

\Alarum\     EJtcunt 

Scene  III.     Field  of  battle  betwixt  Sandal  Castle  and  Wake- 

fidd. 

Alarums,     Enter  RuTi*Ain>  and  hU  Tutor. 

RuU.  Ah,  whither  shall  I  fly  to  'scape  their  hands? 
Ah,  tutor,  look  where  bloody  Clifford  comes! 

Enter  Clifford  and  Soldiers. 

Clif.  Chaplain,  away!  thy  priesthood  saves  thy  life. 
As  for  the  brat  of  this  accursed  duke, 
Whose  father  slew  my  father,  he  shall  die. 

Tat.  And  I,  my  lord,  will  bear  him  company. 

Clif.  Soldiers,  away  with  him! 

Tut.  Ah,  Clifford,  murder  not  this  innocent  child. 
Lest  thou  be  hated  both  of  God  and  man ! 

[Kni,  dragged  off  hi/  Soldiers. 

Clif.  How  now!  is  he  dead  already?  oris  it  fear  10 

That  makes  him  close  his  eyes?    I'll  open  them. 

Rut.  So  looks  the  ]K'ntup  lion  o'er  the  wretch 
That  trembles  under  his  devouring  paws; 
And  so  he  walks,  insulting  o'er  his  prey, 
And  so  he  comes,  to  rend  his  limbs  asunder. 
Ah,  gentle  Clifford,  kill  me  with  th\'  sword. 
And  not  with  such  a  cruel  threatening  look. 
Sweet  Clifford,  hear  me  speak  before  I  die. 
I  am  too  mean  a  subject  for  thy  wrath: 
Be  thou  revenged  on  men,  and  let  me  live.  20 

Clif.  In  vain  thou  speuk'st,  poor  boy ;  my  father's  blood 
Hath  stopp'd  the  passage  where  thy  words  should  enter. 

Rut.  Then  let  my  father's  blood  open  it  again : 
He  is  a  man,  and,  Clifford,  hope  with  him. 

CUf  Had  I  thy  brethren  here,  their  lives  and  thine 
Were  not  revenge  sufficient  for  me; 
No,  if  I  dige'd  up  thy  forefathers'  graves 
iVnd  hung  their  rotten  coffins  up  in  chains. 
It  could  liot  slake  mine  ire,  nor  ease  my  heart 
The  sight  of  any  of  the  house  of  York        .  90 
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Is  as  a  fury  to  tormcDt  my  soul; 

And  till  I  root  out  their  accursed  I'me 

And  leave  not  one  alive,  I  live  in  hell. 

Therefore —  [Lifting  liU  hand. 

Hut  O,  let  me  pray  before  I  take  my  oeath ! 
To  thee  I  pray;  sweet  Clifford,  pity  me! 

Clif.  Such  pity  as  my  rapier's  poinl  affords. 

Rut.  I  never  did  thee  harm:  why  wilt  thou  slay  me? 

Clif.  Thy  father  hath. 

But.  But  'twas  ere  I  was  born. 

Thou  hast  one  son ;  for  his  sake  pity  me,  40 

Lest  in  revenge  thereof,  sith  God  is  just, 
He  be  as  miserably  slain  as  I. 
Ah,  let  me  live  in  prison  all  my  days; 
And  when  I  give  occasion  of  offence, 
Then  let  me  die,  for  now  thou  hast  no  cause. 

Clff.  No  cause  I 
Thy  father  slew  mv  father;  therefore,  die.  [Sfab8  Turn. 

But.  Di  faciant  laudis  summa  sit  ista  luicl  [Dies. 

Clif.  Piantagenetl  I  come,  Plantagenetl 
And  this  thy  son's  blood  cleaving  to  my  blade  50 

Shall  rust  upon  my  weapon,  till  ihjr  blood, 
CongcaVd  with  this,  do  make  me  wipe  off  both.         [Exit. 

Scene  IV.  Anotlier  part  of  the  field. 

Alarum,    Enter  Riciiard,  Duke  of  York. 

York.  The  army  of  the  queen  hath  got  the  field : 
My  uncles  both  are  slain  in  rescuing  me ; 
And  all  my  followers  to  the  eager  foe 
Turn  back  and  fly,  like  ships  before  the  wind 
Or  lambs  pursued  by  hunger-starved  wolves. 
My  sons,  God  knows  what  hath  bechanced  them : 
But  this  I  know,  they  have  demean'd  themselves 
Like  men  born  to  renown  by  life  or  death. 
Three  times  did  Richard  make  a  lane  to  me. 
And  thrice  cried  "  Courage,  father  1  fight  it  outT  10 

And  full  as  oft  came  Edward  to  my  side, 
With  purple  falchion,  painted  to  the  hilt 
In  blood  of  those  that  had  encountered  him: 
And  when  the  hardiest  warriors  did  retire, 
Richard  cried  *'  Charge!  and  give  no  fool  of  ground  1" 
And  cried  "  A  crown,  or  else  a  glorious  tomb! 
A  sceptre,  or  an  earthly  sepulchre!" 
With  this,  we  charged  agam:  but,  out,  alas  I 
We  bodged  again ;  as  I  have  seen  a  swan 
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With  bootless  labour  swim  ngninst  the  tide  20 

And  spend  her  strength  with  OYer-matching  waves. 

[A  short  alarum  wit/iin. 
Ah,  hark!  the  fatal  followers  do  pursue; 
And  I  am  faint  and  cannot  fly  their  fury: 
And  were  I  strong,  I  would  not  shun  their  fury: 
The  sands  are  numbered  that  make  up  my  life; 
Here  must  I  stay,  and  here  my  life  musst  end. 

Eater  Queen  Margaret,  Clifford,  Northumberland, 
the  young  Prince,  ami  Soldiers. 

Come,  bloody  Clifford,  rough  Nortliumberland, 
I  dare  your  quenchless  fury  to  more  rage: 
I  am  your  butt,  and  I  abide  your  shot. 

North.  Yield  to  our  mercy,  proud  Plantagcnct  30 

CUf,  Ay,  to  such  mercy  as  his  ruthless  arm, 
With  downright  payment,  show'd  unto  my  father. 
Now  Phaethon  hath  tumbled  from  his  car. 
And  made  an  evening  at  the  noontide  prick. 

York.  My  ashes,  as  the  phoenix,  may  bring  forth 
A  bird  that  will  revenge  upon  you  all: 
And  in  that  hope  I  throw  mine  eyes  to  heaven, 
Scorning  whate'er  you  can  afflict  me  with. 
Why  come  you  not?  what!  multitudes,  and  fear? 

(Jlif.  So  cowards  fight  when  they  can  fly  no  further;    40 
So  doves  do  peck  the  falcon's  piercing  talons; 
So  desperate  thieves,  all  hopeless  of  their  lives. 
Breathe  out  invectives  'gainst  the  officers. 

York.  O  Clifford,  but  bethink  thee  once  again. 
And  in  thy  thought  o'er-run  my  former  time ; 
And,  if  thou  canst  for  blushing,  view  thisface, 
And  bite  thy  tongue,  that  slanders  him  witii  cowardice 
Whose  frown  hath  made  thee  faint  and  fly  ere  this! 

Clif.  I  will  not  bandy  with  thee  word  for  word, 
But  buckle  with  thee  blows,  twice  two  for  one.  50 

Q.  Mar.  Hold,  valiant  Clifford!- for. a  thousand  causes 
I  would  prolong  awhile  the  traitor's  life. 
Wrath  makes  him  deaf:  speak  thou.  Northumberland. 

North.  Hold,  Clifford!  do  not  honour  him  so  much 
To  prick  thy  finger,  though  to  wound  his  heart: 
What  valour  w^efe  it,  when  a  cur  doth  grin. 
For  one  to  thrust  his  hand  between  his  teeth. 
When  he  might  spurn  him  with  his  foot  away? 
It  is  war's  prize  totAke  all  vantages; 
And  ten  to  one  is  no  impeach  of  valour.  00 

[^ihey  lay  handt  on  York,  who  Mi^^gglea, 

CUf.  Ay,  ay,  so  strives  the  woodcock  with  the  gin. 
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North.  So  doth  the  cony  struggle  in  the  net.     • 

York,  So  triumph  thieves  upon  their  conquer'd  booty; 
So  true  men  yield,  with  roblxjrs  so  o'ermatch'd. 

North.  What   would  your  grace   have  done  unto  him 
now? 

Q.  Mar.  Brave  warriors,  Clifford  and  Northumberland, 
Come,  make  him  stand  upon  this  molehill  here, 
That  raught  at  mountains  with  outstretclicd  arms, 
Yet  parted  but  the  shadow  with  his  hand. 
What!  was  it  you  that  would  be  £ngland*s  king?  70 

Was't  you  that  reveird  in  our  parliament, 
And  made  a  preachment  of  your  high  descent? 
Where  are  your  mess  of  sons  to  back  you  now? 
The  wanton  Edward,  and  the  lusty  George? 
And  Where's  that  valiant  crook-back  prodigy, 
Dicky  your  bov,  that  with  his  grumbling  voice 
Was  wont  to  clieer  his  dad  in  mutinies? 
Or,  with  tlie  rest,  where  is  your  darling  Rutland? 
Look,  York:  I  &tain*d  this  napkin  M'itli  the  blood 
That  valiant  Clifford,  with  his  rapier's  point,  80 

Made  issue  from  the  bosom  of  the  boy; 
And  if  thine  eyes  can  water  for  his  death, 
I  give  thee  this  to  dry  thy  checks  withal. 
Alas,  poor  York!  but  that  I  hate  thee  deadly, 
I  should  lament  thy  miserable  state. 
I  prithee,  grieve,  to  make  me  merry,  York. 
Wliat,  hath  thy  fiery  heart  so  parch'd  thine  entrails 
That  not  a  tear  can  fall  for  Rutland's  death? 
Why  art  thou  patient,  man?  thou  shouldst  be  mad; 
And  I,  to  make  thee  mad,  do  mock  thee  thus.  90 

Stamp,  rave,  and  fret,  thnt  I  may  sing  and  dance. 
Thou  wouldst  be  fec'd,  I  see,  to  make  me  sport: 
York  cannot  spenk,  unless  he  wear  a  crown. 
A  crown  for  'York!  and,  iords,  bow  low  to  him: 
Hold  you  his  hands,  whilst  I  do  sot  it  on. 

[Puttinff  a  paper  crotcn  on  his  head. 
Ay,  marry,  sir,  now  looks  he  like  a  king! 
Ay,  this  is  he  that  t(X)k  King  Henry's  cliair, 
And  this  is  he  was  his  adopted  heir. 
But  hoNTis  it  that  great  Plantagenet 
Is  crown'd  so  soon,  and  broke  his  solemn  oath?  100 

As  I  bethink  me,  you  should  not  be  king 
Till  our  King  Henry  had  shook  hands  with  death. 
And  will  you  pale  your  head  in  Henry's  glory, 
And  rob  his  temples  of  the  dUidcm, 
Now  in  his  life,  against  your  holy  oath? 
0,  'tis  a  fault  too  too  unpardonable! 


SCENE  IV.]  KING  HENRY  VI.  511 

Off  with  the  crown;  and,  with  the  crown,  his  head; 
And,  whilst  we  breathe,  take  time  to  do  him  dead. 
Cl\f,  That  is  my  office,  for  my  father's  sake.  • 

f.  Mar,  Nay,  stay;  let's  hear  the  orisons  he  makes.     110 
ark,  Blie-wolf  of  France,  but  worse  than  wolves  of 

France, 
Whose  tongue  more  poisons  than  the  adder's  tooth!- 
How  ill-beseeming  is  it  in  thy  sex 
To  triumph,  like  an  Amazonian  trull, 
Upon  their  woes  whom  fortune  captivates! 
But  that  thy  face  is,  visard-like,  unchanging, 
Hade  impudent  with  use  of  evil  deeds, 
I  would  assay,  proud  queen,  to  make  thee  blush. 
To  tell  thee  whence  thou  camcst,  of  whom  derived. 
Were  shame  enough  to  shame  thee,  wcrt  thou  not  diiame- 

less.  '     120 

Thy  father  bears  the  type  of  King  of  Naples, 
Of  both  the  Sicils  and  Jerusalem, 
Yet  not  so  wealthy  as  an  English  yeoman. 
Hath  that  poor  monarch  taught  thee  to  insult? 
It  needs  not,  nor  it  boots  thee  not,  proud  queen, 
Unless  the  adage  must  be  verified. 
That  beggars  mounted  run  their  hor^  to  death. 
'Tis  beautv  that  doth  oft  make  women  proud ; 
But,  God  he  know^s,  thy  share  thereof  is  small : 
Tis  virtue  that  doth  make  them  most  admired;  180 

The  contrary  doth  make  thee  wondered  at: 
'Tis  government  that  makes  them  seem  divine; 
The  want  thereof  makes  thee  abominable: 
Thou  art  as  opposite  to  every  good 
As  the  Antipodes  are  unto  us. 
Or  as  the  south  to  the  septentrion. 
O  tiger's  heart  wrapt  in  a  woman's  hide! 
How  couldst  thou  drain  the  life-blood  of  the  child, 
To  bid  the  father  wipe  his  eyes  withal, 
And  yet  be  seen  to  bear  a  woman's  face?  140 

Women  are  soft,  mild,  pitiful  and  flexible: 
|I'hou  stern,  obdurate,  flinty,  rough,  remorseless. 
Bld'st  thou  me  rage?  why,  now  thou  hast  thy  wish:     . 
Wouldst  have  me  weep?  why.  now  thou  hast  thy  will: 
For  raging  wind  blows  up  incessant  showers, 
And  when  the  rage  allays,  the  rain  begins. 
These  tears  are  my  sweet  Rutland's  obsequies: 
And  every  drop  cries  vengeAcc  for  his  death, 
'Gainst  thee,  fell  Clifford,  and  thee,  false  Frenchwoman. 

North,  Beshrew  me,  but  his  passion  moves  me  so        150 
That  hardly  can  I  check  my  eyes  from  tears. 
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York,  That  face  of  his  the  huDCTV  caunibals 
Would  not  have  touch'd,  would  not  havo  stain'd  with 

blood : 
But  you  are  more  inhuman,  more  inexorable, 
O,  ten  times  more,  than  tigers  of  Hyrcanla. 
Sec,  ruthless  queen,  a  hapless  father's  tears: 
This  cloth  thou  dip'dst  in  blood  of  ray  sweet  boy. 
And  I  with  tears  do  wash  the  blood  away. 
Keep  thou  the  napkin,  and  go  boast  of  this: 
And  if  thou  tell'st  the  heavy  story  right,  180 

Upon  my  soul,  the  hearers  will  shed  tears: 
Yea  even  my  foes  will  shed  fast-falling  tears, 
And  say  **  Alas,  it  was  a  piteous  deed!" 
There,  take  the  crown,  and,  with  the  crown,  my  curse; 
And  in  thy  need  such  comfort  come  to  thee 
As  now  I  reap  at  thy  too  cruel  hand! 
Hard-hearted  Clifford,  take  me  from  the  world: 
My  soul  to  heaven,  my  blood  upon  your  heads! 

North.  Had  he  been  slaughter-man  to  all  my  kin, 
I  should  not  for  my  life  but  weep  wi^li  him,  170 

To  see  how  inly  sorrow  gripes  his  soul. 

Q.  Mar,  What,    weeping-ripe,    my   Lord  Northumber- 
land? 
Think  but  upon  the  wrong  he  did  us  all. 
And  that  will  quickly  dry  thy  melting  tears. 

CUf.  Here's  for  my  oath,  here's  for  my  father's  death. 

[Slabbing  ?im, 

Q,  Mar.  And  here's  to  right  our  gentle-hearted  king. 

[Stabbing  him, 

York.  Open  Thy  gate  of  mercy,  gracious  God! 
My  soul  flics  through  these  wounds  to  seek  out  Thee. 

[I>ies, 

Q.  Mar.  Off  with  his  head,  and  set  it  on  York  gates; 
8o  York  may  overlook  the  town  of  York.  180 

[Flourish.    Exeunt. 


ACT  II. 

Scene  I.    A  plain  near  Mortimer's  Cross  in  Herefordsfiire, 

A  inarch.    Enter  Edward,  Richard,  and  their  potcer, 

Edio.  I  wohder  how  our  princely  iatlier  'scaped. 
Or  whether  he  be  'scaped  awav  or  no 
From  Clifford's  and  NortliurauerlaDd's  pursuit: 
Hud  he  been  ta'en,we  should  have  heard  the  news; 
Had  ho  been  slain,  we  should  have  heard  the  news; 
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Or  had  he  'scnpcd,  methinks  wc  should  have  heard 
The  happy  tidings  of  his  good  escape. 
How  fares  my  brother?  why  is  he  so  sad? 

Hich.  1  cannot  joy,  until  I  l)e  resolved 
Where  our  right  valiant  father  is  become.  10 

I  saw  him  in  the  battle  range  about; 
And  watch'd  him  how  he  singled  Clifford  forth. 
Metliougbt  ho  bore  him  in  the  thickest  troop 
As  doth  a  lion  in  a  herd  of  neat; 
Or  as  a  bear,  encompassed  round  with  dogs. 
Who  having  pinch'd  a  few  and  made  them  cry, 
The  rest  stand  all  aloof,  and  bark  at  him. 
So  fared  our  father  with  his  enemies; 
So  fled  his  enemies  my  warlike  father: 
Methinks,  *tis  prize  enough  to  be  his  son.  j^O 

Sec  how  the  morning  opes  her  golden  gates. 
And  takes  her  farewell  of  the  glorious  sun! 
How  well  resembles  it  the  prime  of  3'outh, 
Trimm'd  like  a  younkcr  prancing  to  bis  love! 

JSklw.  Dazzle  piin«.eyes,  or  do  I  see  three  suns? 

Bich.  Three  glorious  suns,  each  one  a  perfect  sun; 
Not  separated  with  the  nicking  clouds, 
But  sever'd  in  a  pale  clear-shining  sky. 
See,  see!  they  join,  embrace,  ana  seem  to  kiss. 
As  if  they  vow  d  some  league  inviolable:  80 

Now  are  they  but  one  lam^p,  one  light,  one  sun. 
In  this  the  heaven  figures  some  event. 

Edw.  Tis  wondrous  strange,  the  like  yet  never  heard  of. 
I  think  it  cites  us,  brother,  to  the  field, 
That  we,  the  sons  of  brave  Plantagenct, 
Each  one  already  blazing  by  our  meeds. 
Should  notwithstanding  join  our  lights  toi^ether 
And  over-shine  the  earth  as  this  the  worhL 
Whatever  it  bodes,  henceforward  will  I  bear 
Upon  my  target  three  fair-shiniog  suns.  40 

Jtkh.  Nay,  bear  three  daughters:  by  your  leave  I  speak 
it. 
Tou  love  the  breeder  better  than  the  male. 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

But  what  art  thou,  whose  heavy  looks  foretell 

Some  dreadful  story  hanging  on  thy  tongue?  • 

Mess.  Ah,  one  that  was  a  woful  looker-on 
When  as  the  noble  Duke  of  York  was  slain, 
Your  princely  father  and  nn,'  loving  lord! 

JSdw.  O,  speak  no  more,  for  I  have  heard  too  much. 

Rich,  Say  how  he  died,  for  I  will  hear  it  all. 

Shak.  II.— 17. 


ifU  KING  HENRY  VL  [act  it 

Me$f,  Environed  he  was  TV ilh  many  focSy  60 

And  stood  ngninst  them,  as  the  hope  of  Troy 
Against  the  Greeks  tliat  would  have  enler'd  Troy. 
But  Hercules  liiniself  must  yield  to  odds; 
And  many  strokes,  though  with  a  little  axe. 
Hew  down  and  fell  the  hardest-limber'd  oak. 
By  many  hands  your  father  was  subdued; 
But  only  slaughter 'd  bv  the  ireful  aim 
Of  unrelenting  Cliffora  and  the  c^ueen. 
Who  crown'd  the  gracious  duke  m  high  despite, 
Laugh'd  in  his  face;  and  when  with  grief  he  wept,  60 

The  ruthless  queen  gave  him  to  dry  his  cheeks 
A  napkin  steeped  in  the  harmless  blood 
Of  sweet  young  Rutland,  by  rough  Clifford  slain : 
And  after  many  scorns,  many  foul  taunts. 
They  took  his  head,  and  on  the  gates  of  York 
They  set  the  same;  and  there  it  Uoth  remain. 
The  saddest  spectacle  that  e'er  I  view*d. 

IaIw.  Sweet  Duke  of  York,  our  prop  to  lean  upon. 
Now  Uiou  art  gone,  we  have  no  staff,  no  stay. 
O  Clifford,  boisterous  Clifford!  thou  hast  slain  70 

The  flower  of  Europe  for  his  chivalry; 
And  trenclierously  hast  thou  vanquished  him. 
For  hand  to  hancf  he  would  have  vanquished  thee. 
Now  my  soul's  palace  is  become  a  prison : 
Ah,  would  she  break  from  hence,  that  this  my  body 
Might  in  the  ground  be  closed  up  in  rest  I 
For  never  hepceforth  shall  I  joy  again. 
Never,  O  never,  shall  I  see  more  joy! 

Rich.  I  cannot  weep;  for  all  my  body's  moisture 
Scarce  serves  to  quench  my  furnace-burning  heart:  80 

Nor  can  my  tongue  unload  my  lieart's  great  burthen; 
For  selfsame  wind  that  I  should  speak  withal 
Is  kindling  coals  that  fires  all  my  breast, 
And  burns  me  up  with  flames  that  tears  would  quench. 
To  weep  is  to  make  less  the  depth  of  grief: 
Tears  then  for  babes;  blows  and  revenge  for  me 
Richard,  I  bear  thy  name;  I'll  venge  thy  death, 
Or  die  renowned  by  attempting  it. 
.   Edw.  His  name  that  valiant  duke  hath  left  with  thee; 
His  dukedom  and  his  chair  with  me  is  left.  00 

Rich.  Nay,  if  thou  be  that  princely  eagle's  bird. 
Show  thy  descent  bv  gazing  gj;in«t  the  sun: 
For  chair  and  dukedom,  throne  and  kingdom  say; 
Either  that  is  thine,  or  else  thou  wert  not  his. 

March,    EiUer  Wabwick,  MARquBBB  of  Moktague,  and 

tiicir  army. 
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War.  How  now,  fair  lords!    What  fare?  what  news 
abroad? 

Bicfi.  Great  Lord  of  Warwick,  if  we  should  recount 
Our  baleful  news,  and  at  each  word's  deliverance 
Stab  poniards  in  our  flesh  till  all  were  told, 
The  words  would  add  more  anguish  than  the  wounds. 

0  valiant  lord,  the  Duke  of  York  is  slain  1  100 
Edw.  O  Warwick,  Warwick!  that  Plantagenet, 

Which  held  thee  dearlv  as  his  souFs  redemption, 
Is  by  the  stern  Lord  Cfifford  done  to  death. 

War.  Ten  days  ago  I  drown'd  these  news  in  tears; 
And  now,  to  add  more  measure  to  your  woes, 

1  coitie  to  tell  you  things  sith  then  befairu. 
After  the  bloody  fray  at  Wakefield  fought, 
Where  your  brave  father  breathed  his  latest  gasp, 
Tidings,  as  swiftly  as  the  posts  could  run. 

Were  brought  me  of  your  loss  and  his  depart.  110 

I,  then  in  London,  keeper  of  the  king, 

Muster'd  my  soldiers,  gatherd  flocks  of  friends, 

And  very  well  appointed,  as  I  thought^ 

March'd  toward  Saint  Alban's  to  intercept  the  queen, 

Bearing  the  king  in  my  behalf  along; 

For  by  my  scouts  I  was  advertised 

That  she  was  coming  with  a  full  intent 

To  dash  our  late  decree  in  parliament 

Touching  King  Henry's  oath  and  your  succession. 

Short  tale  to  make,  we  at  Saint  Alban's  met,  120 

Our  battles  join'd,  and  both  sides  fiercely  fought: 

But  whether  *twas  the  coldness  of  the  king. 

Who  look'd  full  gently  on  his  warlike  queen, 

That  robb'd  my  soldiers  of  their  heatea  spleen; 

Or  whether  'twas  report  of  her  success; 

Or  more  than  common  fear  of  Clifford's  rigour. 

Who  thunders  to  his  captives  blood  and  death, 

I  cannot  judge:  but,  to  conclude  with  truth. 

Their  weapons  like  to  lightning  came  and  went; 

Our  soldiers',  like  thu  night-owl's  lazy  flight*  130 

Or  like  an  idle  thresher  with  a  flail, 

Fell  gently  down,  as  if  they  struck  their  friends. 

I  chcer'd  them  up  with  justice  of  our  cause. 

With  promise  of  high  pay  and  great  rewards: 

But  all  in  vain:  they  had  no  heart  to  fight, 

And  we  in  them  no  hope  to  win  the  day; 

So  that  we  fled;  the  king  unto  the  queen; 

Lord  George  your  brother,  Norfolk  and  myself. 

In  haste,  post-haste,  are  come  to  join  with  you; 

For  in  the  mait^hcs  here  wc  heard  you  were,  140 
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Making  nnothcr  hend  to  fight  agnin. 

Edit.  Where  is  the  Duke  of  Norfolk,  gentle  Warwick? 
And  when  came  George  from  Ijurgundy  to  England? 

War.  Some  six  miles  off  the  duke  is>vith  the  soldiers; 
And  for  your  brother,  he  was  lately  sent 
From  your  kind  aunt,  Duchess  of  Burgundy, 
With  aid  of  soldiers  to  this  needful  war. 

Rich.  Twas  odds,  belike,  when  valiant  Warwick  fled: 
Oft  have  I  heard  his  praises  in  pursuit, 
But  ne*er  till  now  his  scandal  of  retire.  150 

War.  Nor  now  my  scandal,  Richard,  dost  thou  hear; 
For  thou  shalt  know  this  strong  right  hand  of  mine 
Can  pluck  the  diadem  from  faint  Henr}''s  head, 
And  wring  the  awful  sceptre  from  his  flst. 
Were  he  as  famous  and  as  bold  In  war 
As  he  is  famed  for  mildness,  peace,  and  prayer. 

Rich.  I  know  it  well,  Lord  Warwick;  blame  me  not: 
'Tis  love  I  bear  thy  glories  makes  me  speak. 
But  in  this  troublous  time  what's  to  be  done? 
Shall  we  go  tlirow  away  our  coats  of  steel,  160 

And  wrap  our  bodies  in  black  mourning  gowns, 
Numbering  our  Ave-Maries  with  our  beads? 
Or  shall  we  on  the  helmets  of  our  foes 
Tell  our  devotion  with  revengeful  arms? 
If  for  the  last,  say  ay,  and  to  it,  lords. 

War.  Why,  therefore  Warwick  came  to  seek  you  out; 
And  therefore  comes  my  brother  Montague. 
Attend  me,  lords.    The  proud  insulting  queen. 
With  Clifford  nnd  (he  haught  Northumberland, 
And  of  their  feather  many  moc  proud  birds,  170 

Have  wrought  the  easy-melting  king  like  wax. 
He  swore  consent  to  your  succession, 
His  oath  enrolled  in  the  parliament; 
And  now  to  London  all  the  crew  are  gone, 
To  frustrate  both  his  oath  and  what  lieside 
May  make  agsdnst  the  house  of  Lancaster. 
Their  power,  1  think,  is  thirty  thousand  strong: 
Now,  if  the  help  of  Norfolk  and  myself, 
With  nil  the  friends  that  thou,  brave  Earl  of  March, 
Amongst  the  loving  Welshmen  canst  procure,  180 

Will  but  amount  to  five  and  twenty  thousand. 
Why,  Via!  to  London  will  we  marcli  amain, 
And  once  again  bestride  our  foaming  steeds, 
And  once  again  cry  **  Charge  upon  our  foes!" 
But  never  once  again  turn  back  and  fly. 

Rkh,  Ay,  now  methinks  I  liear  great  Warwick  speak: 
Ne'er  may  he  live  to  see  a  sunshine  day, 
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That  cries  "  Retire,"  if  Warwick  bid  him  stay. 

Edw.  Lord  Wnrwick,  on  thy  shoulder  will  I  lean; 
And  when  thou  fairst — as  Qod  forbid  tlie  hour! —         190 
•Must  Edward  fall,  which  peril  heaTen  forfcnd! 

War.  No  longer  Earl  of  March,  but  Duke  of  York: 
The  next  degree  la  England's  royal  throne; 
For  King  of  England  shalt  thou  be  proclaim*d 
^  In  every  borough  as  we  pass  along; 
And  he  that  throws  not  up  his  cap  for  joy 
Shall  for  the  fault  make  forfeit  of  his  head. 
King  Edward,  valiant  Richard,  Montague, 
Stay  we  no  longer,  dreaming  of  renown, 
But  sound  the  trumpets,  and  about  our  task.  200 

Rich.  Then,  Clifford,  were  thy  heart  as  hard  as  steel. 
As  thou  hast  shown  it  flinty  by  thy  doeds, 
I  come  to  pierce  it,  or  to  give  thee  mine. 
Edw,  Then  strike  up  drums:  €kxl  and  Saint  George  for 
us! 

JShUer  a  Messenger. 

War,  How  nowf  what  news? 

Me89.  The  Duke  of  Norfolk  sends  yon  word  by  me, 
The  queen  is  coming  with  a  puissant  host; 
And  craves  your  company  for  speedy  counsel. 

War.  Why  then  it  sorts,  brave  wamors,  let's  away. 

{laxunt 

BcESK  11.    Before  York. 

Flourish.  Enter  Kmo  Henkt,  Queen  Maboaret,  the 
Prince  of  Wales,  Clifford,  and  Northumberland, 
wUh  drum  and  trumpets 

Q.  Mar.  Welcome,  my  lord,  to  this  brave  town  of  York. 
Yonder's  the  head  of  that  arch-enemy 
That  sought  to  be  encompass'd  witii  your  crown: 
•^  Doth  not  the  object  cheer  your  heart,  my  lord? 

K.  lien.  A v,  as  the  rocks  cheer  them  that  fear  their  wreck : 
To  see  this  sight,  it  irks  my  very  soul. 
Withhold  revenge,  dear  God,  Mis  not  my  fault. 
Nor  wittingly  have  I  infringed  my  vow. 

Ctif.  My  gracious  liege,  this  too  much  lenity 
And  harmful  pity  must  be  laid  aside.  10 

To  whom  do  lions  cast  their  gentle  looks? 
Not  to  the  beast  that  would  usurp  their  den. 
Whose  hand  is  that  the  forest  bear  doth  lick? 
Not  his  that  spoils  her  young  before  her  face. 
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Who  'scapes  the  lurking  serpent's  mortal  sting? 

Not  he  that  sets  his  foot  upon  her  buck. 

The  smallest  worm  will  turn  being  trodden  on, 

And  doves  will  peck  in  safeguard  of  their  brood.  . 

Ambitious  York  did  level  at  thy  crown, 

Thou  smiling  while  he  knit  his  angry  brows:  20 

He,  but  a  duke,  would  have  his  son  a  king. 

And  raise  his  issue,  like  a  loving  sire; 

Thou,  being  a  king,  blest  with  a  goodly  son. 

Didst  yield  consent  to  disinherit  him. 

Which  argued  thee  a  most  unloving  father. 

Unreasonable  creatures  feed  their  young; 

And  though  man's  face  be  fearful  to  their  eyes, 

Yet,  in  protection  of  their  tender  ones. 

Who  hath  not  seen  them,  even  with  those  wings 

Which  sometime  they  have  used  with  fearful  night,        80 

Make  war  with  him  that  climb'd  unto  their  nest. 

Offering  their  own  lives  in  their  young's  defence? 

For  shame,  my  liege,  make  them  your  precedent  I 

Were  it  not  pity  that  this  goodly  boy 

Should  lose  his  birthright  by  his  father's  fault, 

And  long  hereafter  say  unto  his  child, 

''What  my  great-grandfather  and  grandsire  got 

Mv  careless  father  fondly  ^ave  away"? 

Ah,  what  a  shame  were  this!    Look  on  the  boy; 

And  letrhis  manly  face,  which  promiseth  40 

Successful  fortune,  steel  thy  melting  heart 

To  hold  thine  own  and  leave  thine  own  with  him. 

K.  Hm,  Full  well  halh  Clifford  play'd  the  orator, 
Inferring  arguments  of  mighty  force. 
But,  Clifford,  tell  me,  didst  thou  never  hear 
That  things  ill-got  had  ever  bad  success? 
And  happy  always  was  it  for  that  sou 
Whose  father  for  his  hoarding  went  to  hell? 
I'll  leave  my  sou  my  virtuous  deeds  behind; 
And  would  my  father  had  left  me  no  more!  60 

For  all  the  n^st  is  held  at  such  a  rate 
As  brings  a  thousand-fold  more  care  to  keep 
Than  in  possession  any  lot  of  pleasure. 
Ah,  cousin  York!  would  thy  best  friends  did  know 
How  it  doth  grieve  me  tiiat  thy  head  is  here! 

Q.  Mar.  My  lord,  cheer  up  your  spirits:  our  foes  are  nigh, 
And  tills  soft  courage  makes  your  followers  faint. 
You  promised  knighthood  to  our  forward  son: 
Unsheathe  your  sword,  and  dub  him  presently. 
Edward,  kneel  down.  60 

K,  Htn,  £dward  Plantagenet,  arise  a  knight; 
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And  learn  this  lesson,  draw  thy  sword  in  riglit. 

Prince.  My  gracious  fiitlier,  by  your  kingly  leave, 
I'll  draw  it  as  upparent  to  the  crown. 
And  in  that  quarrel  use  it  to  the  death. 

Clif.  Why,  that  is  spoken  like  a  toward  prince. 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

}ies9.  Royal  commanders,  be  irrrcadhiess: 
For  with  a  band  of  thirty  thousand  men 
Comes  Warwick,  backing  of  the  Duke  of  York; 
And  in  the  towns,  as  they  do  march  along,  70 

Proclaims  him  kinjo^,  and  many  fly  to  him: 
Darraign  your  battle,  for  they  are  at  hand. 

Clif,  I  would  your  highness  would  depart  the  field: 
The  queen  hath  best  success  when  you  are  absent. 

Q,  Mar,  Ay.  good  my  lord,  and  leave  us  to  our  fortune. 

K,  Hen,  Why,  that's  my  fortune  too;  therefore  I'll  stay. 

North*  Be  it  with  resolution  then  to  fight. 

Prince,  My  royal  father,  cheer  these  noble  lords 
And  hearten  those  that  fight  in  your  defence:  79 

Unsheathe  your  sword,  good  father;  cry  ''Saint  George  I" 

March,    Enter  Edward.  George,  Richard,  Warwick, 
Norfolk,  Montague,  and  Soldiers. 

Edw,  Now,  perjured  Henry  I  wilt  thou  kneel  for  grace, 
And  set  thy  diadem  upon  my  head: 
Or  bide  the  mortal  fortune  of  the  field? 

Q.  Mar.  Go,  rate  thy  minions,  proud  insulting  boy! 
Becomes  it  thee  to  be  Ihus  bold  in  terms 
Before  thy  sovereign  and  thy  lawfal  king? 

Edio.  I  am  his  kmg,  and  he  should  bow  his  knee; 
I  was  adopted  heir  by  bis  consent: 
Since  when,  his  oath  is  broke;  for.  as  I  hear, 
You,  that  are  king,  though  he  do  wear  the  crown,  90 

Have  caused  him.  by  new  act  of  parliament. 
To  blot  out  me,  and  put  his  own  son  in. 

Clif.  And  reason  too: 
Who  should  succeed  the  father  but  the  son? 

Rich.  Are  you  there,  butcher?  O,  I  cannot  speak  1 

CUf  Ay,  crook-bnck,  hero  I  stand  to  answer  thee, 
Or  any  he  the  proudest  of  thy  sort. 

Rim.  'Twas  you  that  kill'd  young  Rutland,  was  it  not? 

Clif  Ay,  and  old  York,  and  yet  not  satisfied. 

Rich.  For  God's  sake,  lords,  give  signal  to  the  fight.  100 

War.    Wliat  say'st  thou,  Henry,  wilt  thou  yield  the 
crown? 
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Q.  Mar,  Why,  how  now,  long-tongued  Warwick!  daro 
you  speak? 
When  you  and  I  met  at  Saint  Alban's  last, 
Your  legs  did  better  service  than  your  hands. 

War,  Then  'twas  my  turn  to  fly,  and  now  'tis  thine. 

Citty.  You  said  so  much  before,  and  yet  vou  fled. 

War.  Twas  not  your  valour,  Clifford,  drove  me  thence. 

North.  No,  nor  your  manhood  that  durst  make  you  stay. 

Rich.  Northumberland,  I  hold  thee  reverently. 
Break  off  the  parley;  for  scarce  I  can  refrain  110 

The  execution  of  my  big-swoln  heart 
Upon  that  Clifford,  that  cruel  child-killer. 

CUf.  I  slew  tliy  father,  call'st  thou  him  a  child? 

Rich,  A^,  like  a  dastard  and  a  treacherous  coward, 
As  thou  didst  kill  our  tender  brother  Rutland ; 
But  ere  sunset  I'll  make  thee  curse  the  deed. 

jr.  Heii.  Have  done  with  words,  my  lords,  and  hear  me 
speak. 

O.  Mar,  Defy  them  then,  or  else  hold  close  thy  lips, 

K,  Hen.  I  prithee,  give  do  limits  to  my  tongue: 
I  am  a  king,  and  privileged  to  speak.  120 

CUf.  My  liege,  the  wound  that  bred  this  meeting  here 
Cannot  be  cured  by  words;  therefore  be  still. 

Rich.  Then,  executioner,  unsheathe  th}'  sword: 
By  him  that  made  us  all,  I  am  resolved 
That  Clifford's  manhood  lies  upon  his  tongue. 

Edw.  Say,  Henry,  shall  I  have  my  right,  or  no? 
A  thousand  men  have  broke  their  fasts  to-day. 
That  ne'er  shall  dine  unless  thou  yield  the  crown. 

War.  If  thou  deny,  their  blood  upon  thy  head; 
For  Y'ork  in  justice  puts  bis  armour  on.  180 

Prince.  If  tliat  be  right  which  Warwick  says  is  right, 
There  is  no  wrong,  but  every  thing  is  right. 

Rich.  Whoever  got  thee,  there  thy  mother  stands; 
For,  well  I  wot,  tliou  hast  thy  mother's  tongue. 

Q.  Mar.  But  thou  art  neither  like  thy  sire  nor  dam ; 
But  like  a  foul  mis-shapen  stigmatic, 
Mark'd  by  the  destinies  to  be  avoided. 
As  venom  toads,  or  lizards'  dreadful  stingai 

Rich.  Iron  of  Naples  hid  with  English  gilt, 
Whose  father  bears  the  title  of  a  king, —  •  140 

As  if  a  channel  should  be  call'd  the  sea, — 
Shamest  thou  not,  knowing  whence  thou  art  extraught, 
To  let  thy  tongue  detect  thy  base-born  heart? 

Edw.  A  wisp  of  straw  were  worth  a  Uiousand  crowns, 
To  make  this  shameless  cnllet  know  herself. 
Helen  of  Greece  was  fairer  far  than  tliou. 
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Althout^h  thy  husband  may  be  Menelauii; 

And  ne'er  was  Agamemnon's  brother  wrong'd 

By  that  false  woman,  as^his  kinc:  by  thee. 

His  father  revel IM  in  tho  lieart  of  Prance,  150 

And  tamed  the  kins,  and  made  the  dauphin  stoop; 

And  had  he  match'd  according  to  his  state, 

He  might  liave  kept  that  gloiy  to  this  day; 

But  wlien  he  took  a  beggar  to  his  lied, 

And  graced  tliy  poor  sire  with  his  bridal-day, 

Even  then  that  sunshine  brcw'd  a  shower  for  him, 

That  waslk*d  his  father's  fortunes  forth  of  France, 

And  heap'd  sedition  on  his  crown  at  home. 

For  what  hath  broach'd  tliis  tumult  but  thy  pride? 

Hadst  thou  been  meek,  our  title  still  bad  slept;  160 

And  we,  in  pity  of  tlie  gentle  king. 

Had  slipp'd  our  claim  until  another  age. 

Oeo.  But  when  w^e  saw  our  sunshine  mad«  thy  spring, 
And  that  thy  summer  bred  us  no  increase, 
We  set  the  axe  to  thy  usurping  root; 
And  though  the  edge  hath  sometliing  hit  ourselves, 
Yet,  know  Miou,  since  we  have  begun  to  strike. 
We'll  never  leave  till  we  have  hewn  tliee  down, 
Or  bathed  tliy  growing  with  our  heated  bloods. 

Edw.  And,  in  this  resolution,  I  defy  thee;  170 

Not  willing  anv  longer  conference. 
Since  thou  denlest  the  gentle  king  to  speak. 
Sound  trumpets!  let  our  bloody  colours  wave! 
And  either  victory,  or  else  a  grave. 

Q,  Mar,  Slay,  fedward. 

£klu>.  No,  wrangling  woman,  we'll  no  longer  stay: 
These  words  will  cost  ten  thousand  lives  this  day. 

ScEKB  III.     A  fidd  df  halite  beiteeen  Ttnoton  and  Saxion, 

m  Torkthire, 

Alarum,    Excursions,    Enter  Wabwicil 

War,  Forspent  with  toil,  as  runners  with  a  race, 
I  lay  me  down  a  little  while  to  breathe; 
For  strokes  received,  and  many  blows  repmid. 
Have  robb'd  my  strons-knit  sinews  of  their  strength. 
And  spite  of  spite  needs  must  I  rest  awhile. 

Enter  Edwaad,  runmng, 

Edw,  Smile,  senile  heaven!  or  strike,  ungentle  death! 
For  this  world  rrowns,  and  Edward's  sun  is  clouded. 
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War.  How  now,  my  lord !  what  hap?  what  hope  of  good  ? 

Enter  George. 

Geo.  Our  hap  is  loss,  our  hope  but  sad  despair; 
Our  ranks  are  broke,  and  ruin  follows  us:  10 

What  counsel  give  you?  whither  shall  we  fly? 

Fdw.  Bootless  is  flight,  they  follow  us  with  wings; 
And  weak  we  arc  and  cannot  shun  pursuit. 

Enter  RiciixnD. 

Bieh.  Ah,  Warwick,  why  hast  thou  withdrawn  thyself? 
Thy  brother's  blood  Uie  thirsty  earth  hath  drunk, 
Broach'd  with  the  steely  point  of  Clifford's  lance: 
And  in  the  very  pangs  of  death  he  cried, 
Like  to  a  dismal  clangor  heard  from  far, 
**  Warwick,  revenge!  brother,  revenge  njy  death!" 
So,  underneath  the  belly  of  their  steeds,  20 

That  stain'd  their  fetlocks  in  his  smoking  blood. 
The  noble  gentleman  gave  up  the  ghost. 

War.  Then  let  tlic  earth  be  drunken  with  our  blood: 
I'll  kill  my  horse,  because  I  will  not  fly. 
Why  stand  we  like  soft-hearted  women  here. 
Wailing  our  losses,  whiles  the  foe  doth  rngc; 
And  look  upon,  as  if  the  tragedy 
Were  play 'a  in  jest  by  counterfeiting  actors? 
Here  on  my  knee  I  vow  to  God  above, 
I'll  never  pause  again,  never  stand  still,  SO 

Till  either  death  hath  closed  these  e3'es  of  mine 
Or  fortune  given  me  measure  of  revenge. 

Edto.  O  Warwick,  I  do  bend  my  knee  with  thine; 
And  in  this  vow  do  chain  my  soul  to  thine! 
And,  ere  my  knee  rise  from  the  earth's  cold  face, 
I  throw  my* hands,  mine  eyes,  my  heart  to  thee. 
Thou  setter  up  and  plucker  down  of  kings, 
Beseeching  thee,  if  with  thy  will  it  stands 
That  to  my  foes  this  body  must  be  prey. 
Yet  that  thy  brazen  gat'^s  of  heaven  may  ope,  40 

And  give  sweet  passage  to  my  sinful  soul! 
Now,  lords,  take  leave  until  we  meet  again, 
Where'er  it  Imj,  in  heaven  or  in  earth. 

Hich.  Brother,  give  me  thy  hand ;  and,  gentle  Warwick, 
Let  me  embrace  thee  in  my  weary  arms: 
I.  that  did  never  weep,  now  melt  with  woe 
That  winter  should  cut  off  our  spring-time  so. 

War.  Awny,  awavl    Once  more,  sweet  lords,  farewell. 

Oeo.  Tet  let  us  all  together  to  our  troops. 
And  give  them  leave  to  fly  that  will  not  stay;  60 
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And  call  them  pillars  that  will  stand  to  us; 

And,  if  yfn  thrive,  promise  them  such  rewards 

As  victors  wear  at  the  Olympian  games: 

This  ma3'  plant  courage  m  their  quailing  breasts; 

For  yet  is  hope  of  life  and  victory. 

Forslow  no  longer,  make  wc  hence  amain.  [Exeunt 

Scene  I  Y.    Anot/ur  part  of  the  field, 
EsDcursioM,    Enter  Kichard  and  Clifford. 

Rich.  Now,  Clifford,  I  have  singled  thee  alone: 
Suppose  this  arm  is  for  the  Duke  of  York, 
And  this  for  Rutland;  both  bound  to  revenge, 
Wert  thou  environ'd  with  a  brazen  wall. 

Clif.  Now,  Richard,  I  am  with  thee  here  alone: 
This  is  the  hand  that  stabb'd  thy  father  York; 
And  this  the  hand  that  slew  thy  brother  Rutland; 
And  here's  the  heart  that  triumphs  in  their  death 
And  cheers  these  hands  that  slew  thy  sire  amd  brother 
To  execute  the  like  upon  thyself;  10 

And  so,  have  at  thee! 

W'TheyiUjJit     Warwick  c<me»;  Clif<n*dfie$. 
hrwick,  single  out  some  other  chase; 
For  I  myself  will  hunt  this  wolf  to  death.  [BkBeunt, 

Scene  V.    AnoUter  part  of  ilie  field. 

Alarum,    Enter  Kino  Henry  aUme, 

King,  This  battle  fares  like  to  the  moming*s  war, 
When  dying  clouds  contend  with  growing  light. 
What  time  the  shepherd,  blowing  of  his  nails, 
Can  neither  call  it  perfect  day  nor  night. 
Now  sways  it  this  way,  like  a  mighty  sea 
Forced  by  the  tide  to  combat  wit-h  the  wind; 
Now  sways  it  that  way,  like  the  selfsame  sea 
Forced  to  retire  by  fury  of  the  wind: 
Sometime  the  flood  prevails,  and  then  the  wind; 
Now  one  the  better,  then  another  best;  10 

Both  tugging  to  be  victors,  breast  to  breast, 
Yet  neither  conqueror  nor  conquered : 
So  is  the  e(jual  poise  of  this  fell  war. 
Here  on  this  molehill  will  I  sit  me  down. 
To  whom  God  will,  there  be  the  victory! 
For  Mar^ret  my  queen,  and  Clifford  too, 
Have  chid  me 'from  the  battle;  swearing  both 
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They  prosper  best  of  all  wlien  I  am  thence. 

Would  I  were  dead!  if  Qod's  good  will  were  tso; 

For  what  is  in  this  world  but  grief  and  woe?  20 

O  Qod!  methiuks  it  were  a  happy  life, 

To  be  no  better  than  a  homely  swain; 

To  sic  upon  a  hill,  as  I  do  now, 

To  carve  out  dials  quaintly,  point  by  point, 

Thereby  to  see  the  minutes  how  they  mn. 

How  many  mako  the  hour  full  complete; 

How  many  hours  bring  about  the  day; 

How  many  da5'S  will  finish  up  the  year; 

How  many  years  a  mortal  man  may  live. 

When  this  is  known,  then  to  divide  the  times:  80 

So  many  hours  must  I  tend  my  Qock ; 

So  many  hours  must  I  take  my  rest; 

So  many  hours  must  I  contemplate; 

So  many  hours  must  I  sport  myself; 

So  many  days  my  ewes  have  been  with  young; 

So  many  weeks  ere  tlie  poor  fools  will  ean; 

So  many  years  ere  I  shall  shear  the  fleece : 

So  minutes,  hours,  days,  months,  and  years, 

Pass'd  over  to  the  end  they  were  created, 

Would  brin.^  white  hairs  unto  a  quiet  grave.  40 

Ah,  what  a  life  were  this!  how  sweet!  how  lovely  1 

Gives  not  the  hawthorn-bush  a  sweeter  shade 

To  shepherds  looking  on  their  silly  sheep, 

Than  cloth  a  rich  cmbroider'd  canopy 

To  kings  that  fear  Iheir  subjects*,  treachery? 

O,  yes,  it  doth:  a  thousandfold  it  doth. 

And  to  concluae,  the  shepherds'  homdy  curds, 

His  cold  thin  drink  out  of  bis  leatlier  bottle. 

His  wonted  sleep  under  a  fresh  tree's  shade, 

All  which  secure  and  sweetly  he  enjoys,  60 

Is  far  l)eyond  a  prince's  delicntes, 

His  viands  sparkling  in  a  (golden  cup, 

His  body  couched  in  a  curious  bed. 

When  care,  mistrust,  and  treason  waits  on  him. 

Alarum,    Enter  a  Son  that  has  kSkd  kisfaiker,  drafffjfinj;  in 

&ie  dead  hody. 

San.  Ill  blows  the  wind  that  profits  nobody. 
This  man,  whom  hand  to  hand  I  slew  in  fight. 
May  l)e  ))osse8sed  witli  some  store  of  crowns; 
And  I,  that  haply  take  them  from  him  now, 
May  yet  ere  nigllt  yield  botli  my  life  and  them' 
To  some  man  else,  as  this  dead  man  doth  mc^.  dO 

Who's  .this?    O  God !  it  is  my  father's  face. 
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Whom  in  this  conflict  I  unwares  have  kill'd. 

O  heavy  times,  begetting  such  events! 

From  London  by  Ihc  king  was  I  press'd  forth ; 

My  father,  being  the  Earl  of  AVarwick's  man, 

Came  on  the  part  of  York,  press'd  by  his  master; 

And  I,  who  at  his  hands  received  my  life. 

Have  by  my  hands  of  life  bereaved  him. 

Pardon  me,  God,  I  knew  not  what  I  did! 

And  pardon,  father,  for  I  knew  not  theel  70 

My  tears  shall  wipe  away  these  bloody  marks; 

And  no  more  words  till  they  have  fiow'd  their  filL 

K.  Hen.  O  piteous  spcctiicle!  O  bloody  times! 
Whiles  lions  war  and  battle  for  their  dens. 
Poor  harmless  lambs  abide  their  enmity. 
Weep,  wretched  man,  I'll  aid  thee  tear  for  tear; 
And  let  our  hearts  and  eyes,  like  civil  war, 
Be  blind  with  tears,  and  break  o'ercharged  with  grief. 

Enter  a  Father  thai  has  killed  his  son,  bringing  in  tJi^hadg. 

Folk.  Thou  that  so  stoutly  hast  resisted  mc. 
Give  me  thy  gold,  if  thou  hast  any  gold;  80 

For  I  have  bought  it  with  an  hundred  blows. 
But  let  me  see:  is  this  our  foeman's  face? 
Ah,  no,  no,  no,  it  is  mine  only  son! 
Ah,  boy,  if  any  life  be  left  in  thee. 
Throw  up  thine  eye\   see,  see  what  showers  arise. 
Blown  with  the  windy  tempest  of  my  heart, 
Upon  thy  wounds,  that  kill  mine  eye  and  heart! 
O.  pity.  God,  this  miserable  age! 
What  stratagems,  how  fell,  how  butcherly, 
Erroneous,  mutinous  and  unnatural,  90 

This  deadly  quarrel  daily  doth  beget! 
O  boy,  thy  father  gave  thee  life  too  soon. 
And  hath  bereft  thee  of  thy  life  too  late! 

K.  Hen.  Woe  above  woe!  grief  more  than  common  gri6f ! 
O  that  my  death  would  stay  these  ruthful  deeds! 
O,  pity,  pity,  gentle  heaven,  pity! 
The  red  rose  and  the  white  are  on  his  face. 
The  fatal  colours  of  our  striving  houses: 
The  one  his  purple  blood  right  well  resembles; 
The  other  his  pale  cheeks,  methinks,  presenteth:  100 

Wither  one  rose,  and  let  the  other  flourish ; 
If  you  contend,  a  thousand  lives  must  wither. 

San.  How  will  my  mother  for  a  father's  death 
Take  on  with  me  and  nc'^r  Ikj  satisfied! 

Fath,  How  will  my  wife  for  slaughter  of  my  son 
Shed  seas  of  tears  and  ne'er  be  satisfled ! 
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JT.  Hen.  How  will  the  country  for  these  woful  chances 
Misthink  the  king  and  not  be  satisfied! 

Son.  Was  ever  son  so  rued  a  father's  death? 

Fath.  Was  ever  father  so  bemoan 'd  his  son?  110 

K.  Hen.  Wjis  ever  king  so  grieved  for  subjects'  woe? 
Much  is  your  sorrow;  mine  ten  times  so  much. 

Son.  1 11  bear  thee  hence,  where  I  may  weep  my  fill. 

(Ej'it  tri'th  the  body. 

Fath.  These  arms  of  mine  shall  be  thy  winding-sheet ; 
My  heart,  sweet  boy,  shall  be  thy  sepulchre, 
For  from  mv  heart  thine  image  ne'er  shall  go; 
My  sighing  breast  shall  be  thy  funeral  bell ; 
And  so  obsequious  will  tby  father  be, 
f  Even  for  the  loss  of  thee,  having  no  more. 
As  Priam  was  for  all  his  valiant  sons.  120 

I'll  bear  thee  hence;  and  let  them  fight  that  will. 
For  I  have  murdered  where  I  should  not  kill. 

[Ejit  with  the  body. 

K.  Hen.  Sad-hearted,  men,  much  overgone  with  care, 
Here  sits  a  king  more  woful  than  yoM  are. 

Alurums:  excursions.    Enter  Queen  Makoaret,  the 

Prince,  and  Exeter. 

PiHnce.  Fly,  father,  fly !  for  all  your  friends  ore  fled. 
And  Warwick  rages  like  a  chafed  bull: 
Away!  for  death  doth  hold  us  in  pursuit. 

Q.  Mar.  Mount  you,  my  lord;  towards  Berwick  post 
amain : 
Edward  and  Richard,  like  a  brace  of  greyhounds 
Having  the  fearful  flying  liare  in  sight,  180 

With  fiery  eyes  sparklins:  for  very  wrath, 
And  bloody  steel  grasp'd  in  their  ireful  hands. 
Are  at  our  backs;  and  therefore  hence  amain. 

Exc   Away!  for  vengeance  comes  along  with  them: 
Kay,  slay  not  lo  expostulate,  make  speed; 
Or  else  come  after:  I'll  away  before. 

K.  Hen.  Nay,  take  me  with  thee,  good  sweet  Exeter: 
Not  that  I  fear  to  stay,  but  love  to  go 
Whither  the  queen  intends.     Forward;  away!       {Rreuni. 

Scene  VI.     A  notlier  part  of  the  field. 

A  hud  alarum.     Enter  Clifford,  icoundcd. 

Olif.  Here  burns  my  candle  out;  ay,  here  it  dies. 
Which,  whiles  it  lasted,  gave  King  Henry  light. 
O  Lancaster,  I  fear  thy  overthrow 


8CEXK-VL]  KING  HENRY  VI.  627 

More  than  my  bocly*s  parting  with  my  soul ! 

My  love  and  fear  glued  many  friends  to  thee; 

And,  now  I  fall,  thy  tough  commixture  melts. 

Impairing  Henry,  strengthening  misproud  York, 

The  common  people  swarm  like  summer  flies; 

And  whither  ny  the  gnats  but  to  the  sun? 

And  who  shines  now  but  Hcnr^'*s  enemies?  10 

0  PhcBbus,  hadst  thou  never  given  consent 
TluU  Phaethon  should  check  thy  fiery  steeds, 
Thy  burning  car  never  liad  scorch'd  the  earth! 
And,  Henry,  hadst  tliou  sway'd  as  Kings  should  do. 
Or  as  thy  father  and  his  father  did, 

Giving  no  ground  unto  the  house  of  York, 
Tliy  never  then  had  sprung  like  summer  flies; 

1  and  ten  thousand  in  this  luckless  realm 
Had  left  no  mourning  widows  for  our  death; 

And  thou  this  day  hadst  kept  thy  chair  in  peace.  20 

For  what  doth  cherish  weeds  but  gentle  air? 
And  what  makes  robbers  bold  but  too  much  lenity? 
Bootless  are  plaints,  and  cureless  are  my  wounds; 
No  way  to  fly,  nor  strength  to  hold  out  flight: 
The  foe  is  merciless,  and  will  not  pity; 
For  at  their  hands  I  have  deserved  no  pity. 
The  air  hath  got  Into  my  deadly  wounds, 
And  much  effuse  of  blood  doth  make  me  faint. 
Come,  York  and  Richard,  Warwick  and  the  rest; 
I  stabb'd  your  fathers'  bosoms,  split  my  breast.  30 

[He  FaifUit, 

Alarum  and  retreat.    Enter  Edward,  Grorob,  Richard, 
Montague,  Warwick,  and  Soldiers. 

EdiD,   Now  breathe  we,  lords:  good   fortune  bids  U8 
pause, 
And  smooth  the  frowns  of  war  with  peaceful  looks. 
Some  troops  pursue  the  bloody-minded  queen, 
Tlutt  led  calm  Henry,  though  he  were  a  king. 
As  doth  a  sail,  fill'd  with  a  fretting  gust, 
Command  an  argosy  to  stem  the  waves.  * 
But  think  you,  lords,  that  Clifford  fled  with  them? 

War.  No,  'tis  impossible  he  should  escape; 
For,  though  before  his  face  I  sixjak  the  words. 
Your  brother  Richard  mark'd  liim  for  the  grave:  40 

And  wheresoever  ho  is,  he's  surely  dead. 

[Clifford grdane,  and  dies, 

Edw.  Whose  soul  is  tliat  which  takes  her  heavy  leave? 

Bich,  A  deadly  groan,  like  life  and  death's  departing. 
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• 

Edw,  See  who  it  is:  and,  now  the  battle's  ended. 
If  friend  or  foe,  let  him  he  gently  used. 

Mich.  Kevokc  that  doom  of  mtrcy,  for  'tis  Clifford; 
Who  not  contented  that  he  lopp'd  the  branch 
In  hewing  Rutland  when  his  leaves  put  fortli, 
But  set  his  murdering  knife  unto  the  root 
From  whence  that  tender  spray  did  sweetly  spring.         60 
I  mean  our  princely  father,  Duke  of  York. 

War.  From  off  the  gates  of  York  fetch  down  the  head. 
Your  father's  head^ which  Clifford  placed  there; 
Instead  whereof  letthis  supply  the  room: 
Measure  for  measure  must  be  answered. 

Edw.  Bring  forth  that  fatal  screech-owl  to  our  house, 
That  nothing  sung  but  death  to  us  and  oui*s: 
Now  death  shall  stop  his  dismal  threatening  sound, 
And  his  ill-boding  tongue  no  more  sliall  speak. 

War,  I  think  his  understanding  is  bereft.  60 

Speak,  Clifford,  dost  thou  know  who  speaks  to  thee? 
Dark  cloudy  death  o'ershades  his  beams  of  life, 
And  he  nor  sees  nor  hears  us  what  we  i^ay. 

Bich.  O,  would  he  did!  and  so  perhaps  he  dpth: 
Tis  but  his  policy  to  counterfeit, 
Because  he  would  avoid  such  bitter  taunts 
"Which  in  the  time  of  death  he  gave  our  father. 

Geo.  If  so  thou  think'st,  vex  him  with  eager  words. 

Jiich,  Clifford,  ask  mercy  and  obtain  no  grace. 

Eduf.  Clifford,  repent  in  bootless  penitence. 

War.  Clifford,  devise  excuses  for  thy  faults. 

Geo.  While  we  devise  fell  tortures  for  thy  faults. 

Ulch.  Thou  didst  love  York,  and  I  am  son  to  York. 

Edw.  Thou  pitied'st  Rutland;  I  will  pity  thee. 

Geo.  Where's  Captain  Margaret,  to  fence  you  now? 

War.  They  mock  thee,   Clifford:  swear   as  thou  wast 
wont. 

liich.  Wliat,  not  an  oath?  nay,  then  the  world  goes  hard 
When  Clifford  cannot  spare  his  friends  an  oath. 
I  know  by  that  hc.'s  dead ;  and,  by  my  soul. 
If  this  right  han4  would  buy  two'hours'  life,  80 

That  I  in  all  despite  might  itiil  at  him, 
This  hand  should  chop  it  off,  and  with  the  issuing  blood 
{^tifle  the  villain  whose  unstanched  thirst 
York  and  young  Rutland  could  not  satisfy. 

War.  Ay,  but  he's  dead:  off  with  the  traitor's  head, 
And  rear  it  in  the  place  your  father's  stands. 
And  now  to  London  with  triumphant  march. 
There  to  be  crowned  England's  royal  king: 
From  whence  shall  Warwick  cut  the  sen  to  Frauce, 
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And  ask  the  Lady  Bona  for  tliy  quean :  00 

So  shnlt  thou  sinew  both  these  lands  together; 

And,  liaving  France  thy  friend,  thou  sh.ilt  not  dread 

Tlie  scatter'd  foe  that  hopes  to  rise  again ; 

For  though  (hey  cannnot  greatly  sting  to  hurt, 

Yet  look  to  have  them  buzz  to  offend  thine  ears. 

First  will  I  see  the  coronation; 

And  iheu  to  Brittany  I'll  cross  the  sea, 

To  effect  this  marriage,  so  it  please  my  lord. 

E(lw.  ,Even  as  thou  wilt,  sweet  Warwick,  let  it  be; 
For  in  thy  shoulder  do  I  build  my  scat,  100 

And  never  will  I  undertake  the  thing 
Wherein  thy  counsel  and  consent  is  wanting. 
liichard,  I  will  create  thee  Duke  of  Gloucester, 
And  George,  of  Clarence:  Warwick,  as  ourself. 
Shall  do  and  undo  as  him  pleaseth  best. 

Hich.  Let  me  be  Duke  of  Clarence,  George  of  Glouces- 
ter; 
For  Gloucester's  dukedom  is  too  ominous. 

Wat\  Tut,  that's  a  foolish  observation : 
Richard,  be  Duke  of  Gloucester.     Now  to  London, 
To  see  these  honours  in  possession.  [Exeunt.    110 


ACT  m. 

Scene  I.   A  forest  in  tJie  north  cf  Englarvd, 

Enter  tioo  Keepers,  toith  croM-boteg  in  their  hands, 

Firti  Keep.  Under  this  thick^rown  brake  we'll  shroud 
ourselves; 
For  through  this  laund  anon  the  deer  will  come; 
And  in  this  covert  will  we  make  our  stand. 
Culling  the  principal  of  all  the  deer. 

Sec^eep,  I'll  stay  above  the  hill,  so  both  may  shoot. 

First  Ke^p,  That  cannot  be;  the  noise  of  thy  cross-bow 
Will  scare  the  herd,  and  so  my  shoot  is  lost. 
Here  stand  we  both,  and  aim  we  at  the  best; 
And,  for  the  time  shall  not  seem  tedious, 
1*11  tell  thee  what  befel  me  on  a  day  10 

In  this  self-place  where  now  wc  mean  to  stand. 

Sec.  Keep,  Here  comes  a  man;  let's  stay  till  he  be  past. 

Enter  Kmo  IIenry,  disguised,  with  a  praycr-hook. 

K.  Hen.  From  Scotland  am  I  stol'n.  even  of  pure  love, 
To  greet  mine  own  land  with  my  wishful  sight. 
No,  Harry,  Harry,  'tis  no  land  of  thine; 
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Thy  place  is  filFd,  thy  sceptre  wrung  from  thee, 

Thy  balm  wash'd  off  wherewith  thou  w^ast  anointed: 

No  bending  knee  will  call  thee  Caesar  now, 

No  humble  suitors  press  to  speak  for  right, 

No,  not  a  Wan  comes  for  redress  of  thee ;  £0 

For  how  can  I  help  them,  and  not  myself? 

Fint  Keep.  Ay,  here's  a  deer  whose  skin*s  a  keeper's  fee: 
This  is  the  quondam  king;  let's  seize  upon  him. 

K.  Hen.  Let  me  embrace  thee,  sour  adversity, 
For  wise  men  say  it  is  the  wisest  course. 

Sec.  Keep.  Why  linger  we?  let  us  lay  hands  upon  him. 

First  Keep.  Forbear  awhile;  we'll  hear  a  little  more. 

K,  Hen.  My  queen  and  son  are  gone  to  France  for  aid ; 
And,  as  I  hear,  the  great  commanding  "Warwick 
Is  thither  gone,  to  crave  the  French  king's  sister  80 

To  wife  for  Edward :  if  this  news  be  true. 
Poor  queen  and  son,  your  labour  is  but  lost; 
For  Warwick  is  a  subtle  orator, 
And  Lewis  a  prince  soon  won  with  moving  words. 
By  this  account  then  Margaret  may  win  him; 
For  she's  a  woman  to  be  pitied  much: 
Her  sighs  will  make  a  batterj''  in  his  breast; 
Iler  tears  will  pierce  into  a  marble  heart; 
The  tieer  will  be  mild  whiles  she  doth  mourn; 
And  Nero  will  be  tainted  with  remorse,  40 

To  hear  and  see  her  plaints,  her  brinish  tears. 
Ay,  but  she's  come  to  beg,  Warwick,  to  give; 
She,  on  his  left  side,  craving  aid  for  Henry, 
He,  on  his  right,  asking  a  wife  for  Edwtud. 
She  weeps,  and  says  her  Henry  is  deposed ; 
He  smiles,  and  says  his  Edward  is  install'd ; 
That  she,  poor  wretch,  for  grief  can  speak  no  more; 
Whiles  Warwick  tells  his  title,  smooths  the  wrong, 
Inferreth  arguments  of  mighty  strength. 
And  in  conclusion  wins  the  king  from  her,  60 

With  promise  of  his  sister,  and  what  else, 
To  strengthen  and  support  King  Edward's  place. 
O  Margaret,  thus  'twill  be;  and  thou,  poor  soul, 
Art  then  forsaken,  as  thou  went'st  forlorn! 

Sec.  Keep.   Say,  what  art  thou  that  talk'st  of  kings  and 
queens? 

K.  Hen.  More  than  I  seem,  and  less  than  I  was  bom  to: 
A  man  at  least,  for  less  I  should  not  be; 
And  men  may  talk  of  kings,  and  why  not  I? 

Sec.  Keep.  Ay,  but  thou  talk'st  as  if  thou  wert  a  king. 

K.  Hen.  Why,  so  I  am,  in  mind ;  and  that's  enough.   60 

See,  Keep.-  But,  if  thou  bo  a  king,  where  is  thy  crown? 
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K,  Hen,  My  crown  is  in  my  heart,  not  on  my  head ; 
Not  deck'd  with  diamonds  and  Indian  stones, 
Nor  to  be  seen:  my  crown  is  called  content: 
A  crown  it  is  that  seldom-  kings  enjoy. 

See,  Keep,  Well,  if  you  Ikj  a  king  crown'd  with  content, 
Your  crown  content  and  you  must  be  contented 
To  go  along  with  us;  for,  as  we  think, 
You  are  the  kin^  King  Edward  hath  deposed; 
And  we  his  subjects  sworn  in  all  allegiance  70 

Will  apprehend  you  as  his  enemy. 

K.  Hen.  But  did  you  never  swear,  and  break  an  oalh? 

8ec.  Keep.  No,  never  such  an  oath;  nor  will  not  now. 

K.  Hen.  Where  did  you  dwell  when  I  was  king  of  Eng- 
land? 

Sec.  Keep.  Here  in  this  country,  where  we  now  remain. 

K.  lien.  I  Wiis  anointed  king  at  nine  months  old ; 
My  father  and  my  grandfather  were  kings. 
And  you  were  sworn  true  subjects  unto  me: 
And  tell  me,  then,  have  you  not  broke  your  oaths? 

First  Keep.  No;  80 

For  we  were  subjects  but  while  you  were  king. 

K.  Hen.  Why,  am  I  dead?  do  I  not  breathe  a  man? 
Ah,  simple  men,  you  know  not  what  you  swear  I 
Look,  as  I  blow  this  feather  from  my  face. 
And  as  the  air  blows  it  to  me  again, 
Obeying  with  my  wind  when  I  do  blow, 
And  yielding  to  another  when  it  blows, 
Commandea  always  by  the  greater  gust; 
Such  is  the  lightness  of  you  common  men. 
But  do  not  break  your  oaths;  for  of  that  sin  90 

My  mild  entreatjr  shall  not  make  vou  guilty. 
Go  where  you  will,  the  king  shall  be  commanded; 
And  be  you  kings,  command,  and  I'll  obey. 

Mnt  'Keep.  We  are  true  subjects  to  the  king,  King 
Edward. 

K,  Hen.  So  would  you  be  again  to  Henry, 
.  If  he  were  seated  as  King  Edward  is. 
' .    Fimt  Keep,   We  charge  you,  in  God*s  name,  and  the 
king's, 
To  go  with  us  unto  the  officers. 

K.  Hen.   In  God's  name,  lead;  your  kind's  name  be 
obey'd : 
And  what  God  will,  that  let  your  king  perform ;  100 

And  what  he  will,  I  humbly  yield  unto.  \KxeunU 


632  KING  HENRY  VL  [act  hi. 


ScfiNB  II.    LoiuUn.    Th4  palace. 

Enter  Knra  Edwabd,  Gloucester,  Claekkce,  aiuf  Ladt 

Grey. 

K.  Edw.  Brother  of  Gloucester,  at  Saint  Alban's  field 
Tliis  lady*8  luisband,  Sir  liicUard  Grey,  was  slain, 
His  lands  then  seized  on  by  the  conqueror: 
Uer  suit  is  now  to  repossess  those  lunds; 
Whicli  we  in  justice  cannot  well  deny, 
Because  in  quarrel  of  the  liousc  of  York 
The  worthy  gentleman  did  lose  hts  life. 

QUfu,  Your  highness  shall  do  well  to  grant  hcr^uit; 
It  were  dishonour  to  deny  it  iier. 

K,  Edw.  It  were  no  less;  but  yet  Dl  make  a  pause.      10 

GUni.  [Aside  to  Clar.]  Yea,  is  it  so? 
I  sec  the  lady  liath  a  thing  to  grant. 
Before  the  king  will  grant  licr  humble  suit. 

Clar.  [Amde  to  Glov.]  He  knows  the  game:  how  true  he 
keeps  the  wind! 

G(ou.  [Affuie  to  Cfar.]  Silence! 

JC.  Eitw.  Widow,  wc  will  consider  of  your  suit; 
And  come  some  other  time  to  know  our  mind. 

L.  Grey.  Right  gracious  lord,  I  cannot  brook  delay: 
May  it  please  your  highness  to  resoJve  me  now; 
And  what  your  pleasure  is,  shall  satisfy  me.  20 

Glou.  [AMe  ioCtar.]  Ay,  widow?  then  I'll  warrant  yovi 
all  your  lands. 
And  if  what  pleases  him  shall  pleasure  3'OU. 
Fight  closer,  or,  good  faith,  you'll  catch  a  blow. 

Vlar.  [Agide  to  Gloy.]  I  fear  lier  not,  unless  she  chance 
to  fall. 

Glou.  [AMid$  to  Clar.]  God  forbid  thall  for  hc*H  take 
vantages. 

K.  Edw.  How  many  children  hast  thou,  widow?  tell  me? 

Clar.  [And4  to  Glou.]  I  think  he  means  to  beg  a  child 
of  her. 

Glou.  [Amde  to  Clar.]  Nay,  whip  mc  then:  he'll  rathe*' 
give  her  two. 

L.  Grey.  Tliree,  my  most  gracious  lord. 

GUni.  [Atide  to  Clar.]  You  shall  have  four,  if  you'll  he 
rulea  by  him.  80 

K.  Edw.   Twerc  pity  they  should  lose  their  father's 
lands. 

L.  Grey.  Be  pitiful,  drend  lord,  and  grant  it  then. 

K.  Edw.  Lords,  give  us  Jeave:  1*11  try  this  widow's  wit. 
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Qlou.  [Andc  to  ClarJ]  Ay,  good  leave  have  70U;  for  you 
will  Lave  leave, 
Till  youth  Uike  leave  and  leave  you  to  the  crutch. 

[Qlou,  and  Clar.  retire. 

K.  Edw.  Now  tell  me,  madam,  do  you  love  your  chil- 
dren? 

L.  Grijf,  Ay,  full  as  dearly  as  I  love  myself. 

/r.  3Xit.  And  would  you  not  do  much  to  do  them  good? 

L.  Orey.  To  do  them  good,  I  would  sustain  some  harm. 

K,  Edio.  Then  get  your  husband's  lands,  to  do  them 
good.  40 

L.  Orey,  Therefore  I  came  unto  your  majesty. 

K.  Edu),  I'll  tell  you  how  these  lands  arc  to  oe  got. 

L.  Grey.  80  slialf  you  bind  me  to  your  highness  service. 

K.  Edw.  What  service  wilt  thou  do  me,  if  I  give  them? 

L.  Orey,  What  you  command,  that  rests  in  me  to  do. 

K.  Edw.  But  you  will  take  exceptions  to  my  boon. 

L,  Qre^,  No,  gracious  lord,  except  I  cannot  do  it. 

K.  Edw.  Ay.  but  thou  canst  do  what  I  mean  to  ask. 

L.  Orey.  Why,  then  I  will  do  what  your  grace  com- 
mands. 

Olou.  [Aeide  to  Clar.]  Be  plies  her  hard;  and  much  rain 
wears  the  marble.  ISO 

Clar.  [Ande  to  Ohu.]  As  red  as  fire!  nay,  then  her  wax 
must  melt. 

L.  Orey.  Why  stops  my  lord?  shall  I  not  hear  my  task? 

K.  Edw.  An  easy  task;  'tis  but  to  love  a  king. 

Jj.  Orey.  That's  soon  perform'd,  because  I  am  a  subject. 

K.  Edw.  Why,  then,  thy  husband's  lands  I  freely  give 
thee. 

L.  Orey,  I  take  my  leave  with  many  thousand  thanks. 

Olou.  [A»ide  to  Clar.]  The  match  is  made;  alie  seals  iC 
with  a  curtsy. 

K.  Edw.  But  stay  thee,  'tis^the  fruits  of  love  I  mean. 

L.  Orey.  The  fruits  of  love  I  mean,  my  loving  liege. 

K.  Edw.  Ay,  but,  I  fear  me,  in  another  sense.  60 

What  love,  think'st  thou,  I  sue  so  much  to  get? 

L.  Orey.  My  love  till  death,  my  humble  thanks,  my 
prayers; 
That  love  which  virtue  begs  and  virtue  grant.*. 

K  Edw.  No,  by  my  troth,  I  did  pot  mean  such  love. 

L.  Orey.  Why,  then  you  mean  not  as  I  thought  you  did. 

K.  Edw.  But  now  you  partly  may  perceive  my  mind. 

L.  Orey.  My  mind  will  never  grant  what  I  perceive 
Your  highness  aims  at,  if  I  aim  aright. 

K.  B&D.  To  tell  thee  plain,  I.nim  to  lie  with  thee. 

L,  Chrey.  To  tell  you  plain,  I  had  rather  lie  in  prison.   70 
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K  Edw.  Wby,  then  thou  slialt  not  liave  thy  husband's 
lands. 

L.  Qrey.  Why,  then  mine  honesty  shall  bo  my  dower; 
For  by  that  loss  I  will  not  purchase  them. 

K,  "adw.  Therein  thou  wrongest  thy  children  mightily. 

X.  Grey.  Ilcrein  your  highness  wrongs  both  them  and 
me. 
But,  mighty  lord,  this  merry  inclination 
Accords  not  with  the  sadness  of  my  suit: 
Pleaseyou  dismiss  me,  either  with*** ay"  or  **no." 

K.  mLw.  Ay,  if  thou  wilt  say  *'  ay"  to  my  request; 
No,  if  thou  dost  say  **  no"  to  my  demand.  80 

L.  Grey.  Then,  no,  mv  lord.    My  suit  is  at  sin  end. 

Glou,  [Aade  to  Clar.j   The  widow  likes  him  not,  she 
knits  her  brows. 

C!ar.  [Aside  to  Ghu.}  He  is  the  bluntest  wooer  in  Chris- 
tendom. 

K.  Edie,  [Ande^l  Her  looks  do  argue  her  replete  with 
modesty; 
Her  v:ords  do  show  her  wit  incomparable; 
All  her  perfections  challenge  sovereignty: 
One  way  or  other,  she  is  for  a  king; 
And  she  shall  1^  my  love,  or  else  my  queen. — 
Say  that  King  Kdward  take  thee  for  his  queen? 

i.  Grey.  Tis  better  said  than  done,  my  gracious  lord: 
I  am  a  subject  fit  to  jest  withnl,  91 

But  far  unfit  to  be  a  sovereign. 

K.  Edw.    Sweet  widow,  by  my  state  I  swear  to  thee 
I  speak  no  more  than  what  my  soul  intends; 
And  that  is,  to  enjoy  thee  for  my  love. 

L,  Grey.  And  that  is  more  than  I  will  yield  unto: 
I  know  I  am  too  mean  to  be  your  queen, 
And  yet  too  good  to  be  your  concubine. 

K.  Edw.  \ou  cavil,  widow:  I  did  mean,  my  queen. 

L.  Grei/.  'Twill  grieve  your  grace  my  sons  should  call 
you  father.  100 

K,  Edw.   No  more  than  when  my  daughters  call  thee 
mother. 
Thou  art  a  widow,  and  thou  hast  some  children; 
And,  by  God's  mother,  I.  being  but  a  bachelor, 
Have  other  some :  why,  'tis  a  happy  thing 
To  be  the  father  unto  many  sons. 
Answer  no  more,  for  thou  shalt  be  my  queen. 

Ghu.  [Aiide  to  CUtr.]  The  ghostly  father  now  hath  done 
his  shrift. 

Clar.  [A  fide  to  Glou.}  When  he  was  made  a  shriver,  *lwaa 
for  shift. 
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K.  Edw.  Brothers,  you  muse  what  chat  we  two  have  had. 
Ghu.  The  widow  likes  it  not,  for  she  looks  very  sad. 
K.  Edw.  You'ld  think  it  strange  if  I  should  marry  her. 
Cltir.  To  whom,  my  lord? 

k.  Edio.  ^         Why,  Clarence,  to  myself. 

Glon.  That  would  be  ten  days'  wonder  at  the  least. 
Ciar,  That's  a  day  longer  than  a  wonder  lasts. 
Glou.  By  so  much  is  the  wonder  in  extremes. 
K.  Edw,  Well,  jest  on,  brothers;  I  can  tell  you  both 
Her  suit  is  granted  for  her  husband's  lands. 

Enter  a  Nobleman. 

Nob.  My  gracious  lord,  Henry  your  foe  Is  taken, 
And  brought  your  prisoner  to  your  palace  gate. 

K.  Elw.  See  that  he  be  convey'd  unto  the  Tower:    120 
And  go  we,  brothers,  to  the  man  that  took  him. 
To  question  of  his  apprehension. 
Widow,  go  you  along.     Lords,  use  her  honourably. 

[Exeunt  ail  but  Glovauter. 

Glou.  Ay,  Edward  will  use  women  honourably. 
Would  lie  were  wasted,  marrow,  bones  and  all, 
Tluit  from  his  loins  no  hopeful  branch  may  spring, 
To  cross  ine  from  the  golden  time  I  look  for! 
And  vet.  between  my  soul's  desire  and  me— 
The  lustful  Edward's  title  buried— 

Is  Chireiicu,  Iljiiry.  and  his  son  young  Edward,  180 

And  all  the  uiiIook  d  for  issue  of  their  bodies, 
To  Uikc  their  rooms,  ere  I  can  place  myself: 
A  cold  premeditation  for  my  purpose! 
Why,  then,  I  do  but  dream  on  sovereignty; 
Like  one  that  stands  upon  a  promontory, 
And  spies  a  far-oflf  shore  where  he  would  tread, 
Wishiuc^  hi;)  foot  were  equal  with  his  eye, 
And  chides  the  sea  that  sunders  him  from  thence, 
Saying,  he'll  lade  it  dry  to  have  his  way: 
So  do  I  wish  the  crown,  being  so  far  off;  140 

And  so  I  chide  the  means  that  keeps  me  from  it; 
And  so  I  say,  I'll  cut  the  causes  on, 
Flattering  me  with  impossibilities. 
My  eye's  too  quick,  my  heart  o'erweens  too  much. 
Unless  my  hand  and  streneth  could  equal  them. 
Well,  say  there  is  no  kingdom  then  for  Richard; 
What  other  pleasure  can  the  world  afford? 
I'll  make  my  heaven  in  a  lady's  Inp, 
And  deck  my  body  in  gay  ornaments. 
Ajid  witch  sweet  ladies  with  my  words  and  looks.         150 
O  luiscrable  thought!  and  more  unlikely 


106  KING  HE>rRY  VI,  [act  hl 

Than  to  accomplisb  twenty  goUlcn  crowns! 

Wliy,  love  forswore  ine  in  my  motlier's  wtimb: 

And,  for  I  should  not  deal  in  her  soft  Itiws, 

She  did  corrupt  frail  nature  with  some  bribe, 

To  shrink  mine  arm  up  like  A^vither'd  shrub; 

To  make  an  envious  mountain  on  my  back. 

Where  sits  deformiry  to  mock  my  body; 

To  shape  my  legs  of  an  unequal  size; 

To  disproportion  me  in  every  part,  180 

Like  to  a  chaos,  or  an  unlick*a  bear-whelp 

That  carries  no  impression  like  the  dam. 

And  am  I  then  a  man  to  be  beloved? 

0  monstrous  fault,  to  harbour  such  a  thought  1 
Then,  since  this  earth  affords  no  joy  to  me, 
But  to  command,  to  clieck,  to  o'erbear  such 
As  are  of  better  person  than  myself, 

1*11  make  my  heaven  to  dream  upon  the  crown. 

And,  whiles  I  live,  to  account  this  world  but  heU, 

Until  my  mis-shaped  trunk  that  bears  this  head  170 

Be  round  impaled  with  a  glorious  crown. 

And  yet  I  know  not  how  to  get  the  crown, 

For  many  lives  sUmd  between  me  and  home: 

And  I, — like  one  lost  in  a  thorny  wood, 

That  rends  the  thorns  and  is  rent  with  the  thorns, 

Seeking  a  way  and  stray  ine  from  the  way; 

Not  knowing  how  to  find  tlie  open  air. 

But  toiling  oesperately  to  find  it  out, — 

Torment  myself  to  catch  the  English  crown : 

And  from  that  torment  I  will  free  myself,  180 

Or  hew  my  way  out  with  a  bloodv  axe. 

Whv,  I  can  smile,  and  murder  whiles  I  smile. 

And  cry  **  Content"  to  that  which  grieves  my  heart. 

And  wet  my  checks  with  artificial  tears, 

And  frame  my  face  to  nil  occasions. 

I'll  drown  more  sailors  than  the  mermaid  shall; 

I'll  slay  more  gazers  than  the  basilisk; 

I'll  play  the  orator  as  well  as  Nestor, 

Deceive  more  slily  than  Ulysses  could, 

And,  like  a  Siuon,  take  another  Troy.  100 

1  can  add  colours  to  the  chameleon, 
Change  shapes  with  Proteus  for.  advantages. 
And  set  the  murderous  Machiavel  to  school. 
Can  I  do  this,  and  cannot  gel  a  crown? 

Tut,  were  it  farther  off,  I'll  pluck  it  down.  [MeiL 
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Scene  IIL    France.     I%6  Kufo's  paloM, 

Flourwh.  Enter  Lewis  tJie  French  King,  hi*  sister  Bona, 
his  Admiral,  called  Boukbon:  Prince  Edward,  Queen 
MARaABET,  and  the  Earl  of  Oxford.  Lewis  sits,  and 
riseth  up  again. 

K.  Lett.  Fair  Queen  of  England,  worthy  Margaret, 
Sit  down  with  us :  it  ill  befits  thy  state 
And  birth,  tliat  thou  shouldst  stand  while  Lewis  doth  sit. 

Q.  Mar.  No,  mighty  King  of  France:  now  Margaret 
Must  strike  her  sail  and  learn  awhile  to  serve 
AVhsrc  kings  command.     I  was,  I  must  confess, 
Great  Albion's  queen  in  former  golden  days: 
But  now  mischance  hath  trod  my  title  down, 
And  with  dishonour  laid  mo  on  the  ground; 
Where  I  must  take  like  seat  unto  my  fortune,  10 

And  to  my  humble  scat  conform  myself. 

K.  Lets.  Why,  say,  fair  queen,  whence  springs  this  deep 
despair? 

Q.  Mar.  From  such  a  cause  as  fills  mine  eyes  with  tears 
And  stops  my  tongue,  wlSilc  heart  is  drownM  in  cares. 

K.  Lew.  Whatever  it  be,  be  thou  still  like  thyself, 
And  sit  thee  by  our  side:  [Seats  her  by  him\  yield  not  thy 

neck 
To  fortune's  yoke,  but  let  thy  dauntless  mind 
Still  ride  in  triumph  over  all  mischance. 
Be  plain,  Queeu  Margaret,  and  tell  thy  ^ricf ; 
It  shall  be  eased,  if  France  can  yield  relief.  20 

Q.  Mar.  Those    gracious  words   revive  my  drooping 
thoughts 
And  give  mv  tongue-tied  sorrows  leave  to  speak. 
Now,  therefore,  be  it  known  to  noble  Lewis, 
That  Henry,  sole  possessor  of  my  love, 
Is  of  a  king  become  a  banish'd  man. 
And  forced  to  live  in  Scotland  a  forlorn; 
While  proud  ambitious  Edward  Duke  of  York 
Usurps  the  regal  title  and  the  scat 
Of  England's  true-anointed  lawful  king. 
This  is  the  cause  that  I,  poor  Margaret,  86 

With  this  my  son,  Prince  Edward,  Henry's  heir. 
Am  come  to  crave  thy  just  and  lawful  aid; 
And  if  thou  fail  us,  all  our  hope  is  done : 
Scotland  hath  will  to  help,  but  cannot  help; 
Our  people  and  our  peers  are  both  misled. 
Our  treasure  seized,  our  soldiers  put  to  flight, 
And,  as  thou  seest,  ourselves  in  heavy  plight. 


588  KING  HENRY  VI.  [A<?r  hl 

K.  Lew,  Renowned  queen,  with  patience  calm  the  storm. 
While  we  bethink  a  means  to  break  it  off. 

Q.  Mar,  The  more  we  stay,  the  stroneer  grows  our  foe. 

K.  Lew.  The  more  I  stay,  the  more  Vi\  succour  thee. 

Q.  Mar,  O,  but  impatience  waiteth  on  true  sorrow. 
And  see  where  comes  the  breeder  of  my  sorrow! 

Enter  Warwick. 

K.  Lew.  What's  he  approacheth  boldly  to  our  presence? 

O.  Mar.  Our  Earl  of  Warwick,  Edward's  greatest  friend. 

IC.  Lew.  Welcome,  brave  Warwick!    What  brings  thee 
to  Fmncc?  [He  descend^.     She  ariecth, 

Q.  Mar.  Ay,  now  begins  a  second  storm  to  rise; 
For  this  is  he  that  moves  both  wind  and  tide.      ^ 

War.  From  worthy  Edward,  King  of  Albion, 
My  lord  and  sovereign,  and  thy  vowed  friend,  50 

I  come,  in  kindness  and  unfeigned  love. 
First,  to  do  greetings  to  thy  royal  person ; 
And  then  to  crave  a  league  of  amity; 
And  lastly,  to  confirm  that  amity 
With  nuptial  knot,  if  thou  vouchsafe  to  grant 
That  virtuous  Lady  Bona,  thy  fair  sister, 
To  England's  king  in  lawful  marriage. 

Q.  Mar.  [Aside]  If  that  go  forward,  Henry's  hope   la 
done. 

War.  [To  Bona]  And,  gracious  madam,  in  our  king's 
behalf, 
I  am  commanded,  with  your  leave  and  favour,  60 

Humbly  to  kiss  your  hand  and  with  my  tongue 
To  tell  the  passion  of  my  sovereign's  heart; 
Where  fame,  late  entering  at  his  heedful  ears. 
Hath  placed  thy  lieauty's  image  and  thy  virtue. 

O.  Mar.  King  Lewis  and  Lady  Bona*  hear  me  speak. 
Before  you  answer  Warwick.    His  demand 
Springs  not  f^-om  Edward's  well-meant  honest  love. 
But  from  deceit  bred  by  necessity; 
For  how  can  tyrants  safely  govern  home. 
Unless  abroad  they  purchase  great  alliance?  70 

To  prove  him  tyrant  this  reason  may  suffice. 
That  Henry  liveth  still;  but  were  he  dead, 
Yet  here  F^ince  Edward  stands.  King  Henry's  son. 
Look,  therefore,  Lewis,  that  by  this  league  and  marriage 
Thou  draw  not  on  thy  danger  and  dishonour; 
For  though  usurpers  sway  the  rule  awhile, 
Yet  heavens  are  just,  and  time  suppresseth  wrongs. 

,War.  Injurious  Margaret! 

Prince.  And  why  not  queen? 
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War.  Because  thy  father  Henry  did  usurp; 
And  thou  no  more  art  prince  than  slie  is  queen.  80 

Ovf,  Then  Warwick  disannuls  great  John  of  Gaunt, 
Which  did  subdue  the  greatest  part  of  Spuin : 
And,  after  John  of  Gaunt,  Henry  the  Fourth, 
Whose  wisdom  was  a  mirror  to  the  wisest; 
And,  after  that  wise  prince,  Henry  the  Fiftli, 
Who  by  his  prowess,  conquered  all  France; 
From  these  our  Henry  lineally  descends. 

War,  Oxford,  how  haps  it,  in  this  smooth  discourse. 
You  told  not  how  Henry  the  Sixth  hath  lost 
All  that  which  Henry  the  Fifth  had  gotten?  90 

Methinks  these  peers  of  France  should  smile  at  that. 
But  for  the  rest,  vou  tell  a  pedigree 
Of  threescore  and  two  years;  a  silly  time 
To  make  prescription  for  a  kingdom^s  worth. 

0.rf.  Why,  Warwick,  canst  thou  speak  against  thy  liege, 
Wbom  thou  obeyed'.st  thirty  and  six  years. 
And  not  bewray  thy  treason  with  a  blush? 

Wiir,  Can  Oxford,  that  did  ever  fence  the  right. 
Now  buckler  falsehood  with  a  pedigree? 
For  shame!  leave  Henry,  and  call  Inward  king.  100 

Qjtf.  Call  him  my  king  by  whose  injurious  doom 
My  elder  brother,  the  Lord  Aubrey  Vere, 
Was  done  to  death?  and  more  than  so,  my  father. 
Even  in  the  downfall  of  his  mellow'd  years. 
When  nature  brought  him  to  the  door  of  death? 
No.  Warwick,  no;  while  life  upholds  this  arm. 
This  arm  upholds  the  house  of  Lancaster. 

War.  And  I  the  house  of  York. 

K.  Lsw.  Queen  Margaret,  Prince  Edward,  and  Oxford, 
Vouchsafe,  at  our  request,  to  ^nd  aside,  110 

While  I  use  further  conference  with  Warwick. 

f  IVify  stand  aloof. 

Q.  Mar.  Heavens  grant  that  Warwick  s  words  bewitch 
hun  not! 

K.ijew.  Now,  Warwick,  tell  me,  even  upon  thy  con- 
science, 
Is  Edward  your  true  king?  for  I  were  loath 
To  link  wit  a  him  that  were  not  lawful  chosen. 

War.  Thereon  I  pawn  my  credit  and  miue  honour. 

K.  Lew.  But  is  he  gracious  in  the  people's  eye? 

War.  The  more  that  Henry  was  unfortunate. 

K.  Lew.  Then  f  artlier,  all  dissembling  set  aside. 
Tell  me  for  truth  the  measure  of  his  love  120 

Unto  our  sister  Bona. 
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War.  Such  it  seems 

As  may  beseem  a  monarch  like  himself. 
Myself  liave  often  heard  liim  say -and  sweaf 
Tiiat  this  his  love  was  an  eternal  plant, 
Whereof  the  root  was  fix'd  in  virtne's  gronnd. 
The  leaves  and  fruit  maintain 'd  with  beauty's  sun, 
Exempt  from  envy,  but  not  from  disdain, 
Unless  the  Lady  Bona  quit  his  pain. 

K.  Leto.  Now,  sister,  let  us  bear  your  firm  resolve. 

Bo}ia.  Your  grant,  or  your  denial,  shall  be  mine:       180 
[To  TKar.]  Yet  I  confess  that  often  ere  this  day, 
When  I  have  heard  your  king's  desert  recountetl. 
Mine  ear  hath  tempted  judgement  to  desire. 

K,  Levi.  Then,  Warwick,  thus:  our  sister  ahall  be  Ed- 
ward's; 
And  now  forthwith  shall  articles  be  drawn 
Touching  the  jointure  that  your  king  must  make, 
W^hich  with  her  dowry  shall  be  counterpoised. 
Draw  near,  Queen  Margaret,  and  be  a  witness 
That  Bona  shall  be  wife  to  the  Enclish  king. 

PiHnce.  To  Edward,  but  not  to  tlie  English  king.        140 

Q,  Mar.  Deceitful  Warwick!  it  was  thy  device 
By  this  alliance  to  make  void  my  suit : 
Before  thy  coming  Lewis  was  Henri's  friend. 

K.  IjCw.  And  still  is  friend  to  him  and  Margaret: 
But  if  your  tillc  to  the  crown  Ire  weak. 
As  may  appear  by  Edward's  good  success, 
Then  'tis  but  reason  llmt  I  be  released 
From  giving  aid  which  late  I  promised. 
Yet  shall  you  have  all  kindiless  at  my  hand 
That  your  estate  requires  and  mine  can  yield.  150 

War.  Henry  now  lives  in  Scotland  at  his  ease. 
Where  having  nothing,  nothing  can  he  lose. 
And  as  for  you  yourself,  our  quondam  queen, 
You  have  a  father  able  to  maintain  you; 
And  better  'twere  you  troubled  him  than  France. 

Q.  Mar.  Peace,  impudent  and  shameless  Warwick,  peace, 
Proud  setter  up  and  puller  down  of  kings! 
I  will  not  hence,  till,  with  my  talk  and  tears. 
Both  full  of  truth,  I  make  Ring  Lewis  behold 
Thy  sly  conveyance  and  thy  lord's  false  love;  ICO 

For  both  of  you  are  birds  of  self -same  feather. 

\Pmt  blown  a  horn  witJiiti. 

K.  Leto,  Warwick,  this  is  some  post  to  us  or  thee. 

I^nisr  a  Post. 
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Pcfgt.  [To  War.]  My  lord  ambassador,  these  letters  are  for 
you. 
Sent  from  your  brother,  Marcjuess  Montague: 

[ToLeioui]  These  from  our  king  unto  your  majesty: 
To  Margaret]  And,  madam,  these  for  you;  from  whom  I 
know  not.  [They  all  read  their  leitera, 

Ojcf,  I  like  it  well  that  our  fair  quceu  and  mistress 
Smiles  at  her  news,  wlillo  Wai*wick  frowns  at  his. 

Prince.  Nay,  mark  how  Lewis  stamps,  as  he  were  net- 
tled: 
I  hope  all's  for  the  best.  170 

K.  Letc.  Warwick,  what  arc  thy  new^s?  and  yours,  fair 
queen? 

Q.  mar.  Mine,  such  as  fill  my  heart  with  unhoped  Joys. 

War.  Mine,  full  of  sorrow  ond  heart's  discontent. 

K.  Lew.  Wliat!  has  your  king  married  the  Lady  Grey? 
And  now,  to  soothe  your  forgery  and  his, 
Sends  me  a  paper  to  persuade  me  patience? 
Is  this  the  alliance  that  he  seeks  with  France? 
Dare  he  presume  to  scorn  us  in  this  manner? 

Q.  Mar.  I  told  your  majesty  as  much  before: 
This  proveth  Edward's  love  and  Warwick's  honesty.      180 

War.  King  Lewis,  I  here  protest,  in  sight  of  heaven. 
And  by  the  hope  I  have  of  heavenly  bliss. 
That  I  am  clear  from  this  misdeed  of  Edward's, 
No  more  my  king,  for  he  dishonours  me, 
But  most  himself,  if  he  could  see  his  shame. 
Did  I  forget  that  by  the  house  of  York 
My  father  came  untimely  to  his  death? 
Dfd  I  let  pass  the  abuse  done  to  my  uieco? 
D'.d  I  impale  him  with  the  regal  crown? 
Did  I  put  Henrv  from  his  native  right?  ICjO 

And  am  I  guerdon 'd  at  the  last  with  shame? 
Shame  on  himself!  for  my  desert  is  honour: 
And  to  repair  my  honour  lost  for  him. 
I  here  renounce  him  and  return  to  Henry. 
My  noble  queen,  let  former  grudges  pass, 
And  henceforth  I  am  thy  true  servitor: 
I  will  i-evenge  his  wron;^  to  Lady  Bona 
And  replant  Henry  in  his  former  state. 

Q.  Mar.  Wai-wick,  these  words  have  turn'd  my  kate  to 
love; 
And  I  forgive  and  quite  forget  old  faults,  200 

And  joy  tliat  thou  becomest^King  Henry's  friend. 

War.  So  much  his  friend,  ay,  his  unfeigned  friend. 
That,  if  King  Lewis  vouchsafe  to  furnish  us 
With  some  few  bands  of  chosen  soldiers, 
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1*11  undertake  to  land  tliem  on  our  coast 

And  force  the  tyrant  from  Iiis  scat  by  war. 

Tis  not  his  new-made  bride  shall  succour  him: 

And  as  for  Clarence,  as  my  letters  tell  mc,  210 

He's  very  likely  now  to  fall  from  him. 

For  matching  more  for  wanton  lust  than  lionour. 

Or  than  for  strength  and  safety  of  our  country. 

Bona.  Dear  brother,  how  shall  Bona  be  revenged 
But  bv  thy  help  to  this  distressed  queen? 

Q.  Mai\  Renowned  prince,  how  shall  poor  Henry  live, 
Unless  thon  rescue  him  from  foul  despair? 

Bona,  My  quarrel  and  this  English  qneen's.  are  one. 

War.  And  mine,  fair  lady  Bona,  joins  with  yours. 

K.  Lew.  And  mine  with  hers,  and  thine,  and  Margaret's. 
Therefore  at  last  I  firmly  am  resolved 
You  shall  have  aid.  220 

Q.  Mar.  Let  me  give  humble  thanks  for  all  at  once. 

K.  Lew.  Then,  England's  messenger,  return  in  post. 
And  tell  false  Edward,  thy  supposed  king, 
That  Lewis  of  France  is  sending  oter  masquers 
To  revel  it  with  him  and  his  new  bride: 
Thou  seest  what's  past,  go  fenr  thy  king  withal. 

Bona.  Tell  him,  in  hope  he'll  prove  a  widower  shortly, 
I'll  wear  the  willow  garland  for  his  sake. 

Q.  Mar.  Tell  him,  my  mourning  weeds  are  laid  aside, 
And  I  am  ready  to  put  armour  on.  280 

War.  Tell  him  from  me  that  he  hath  done  me  wrong, 
And  therefore  I'll  uncrown  him  ere't  be  long. 
There's  thy  reward:  be  gone.  [Exit Pout 

K.  Lew.  But,  Warwick, 

Thou  and  Oxford,  with  five  thousiincl  men, 
Sliall  cross  the  seas,  and  bid  false  Edward  battle; 
And,  as  occasioa  serves,  this  noble  queen 
And  prince  shall  follow  with  a  fresh  supply. 
Yet,  ere  thou  go,  but  answer  me  one  doubt, 
What  pledge  have  we  of  thy  firm  loyalty? 

War,  This  shall  jissure  my  constant  loyalty,  240 

That  if  our  queen  and  this  j'oung  prince  agree, 
I'll  join  mine  eldest  daughter  and  my  joy 
To  him  forthwith  in  holy  wedlock  bands. 

Q.  Mar.  Yes,  I  agree,  and  thank  you  for  your  motion. 
Son  Edward,  she  is  fair  and  virtuous, 
'Therefore  delay  not,  give  th}'  hand  to  Warwick; 
And,  with  thy  iiand,  thy  faith  irrevocable. 
That  only  Warwick's  daughter  shall  be  thine. 

Ptinee.  Yes,  I  accept  her,  for  she  well  deserves  it; 
And  here,  to  pledge  my  vow,  I  give  my  hand.  250 

[He  gives  his  liand  to  WcKrvoieh, 
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K,  Lew.  Why  stay  we  now?    These  soldiers  shall  be 
levied, 
And  thou.  Lord  Bourbon,  our  high  ^miral, 
Shalt  waft  them  over  with  our  royal  fleet. 
I  long  till  Edward  fall  by  war's  mischance, 
For  mocking  marriage  with  a  dame  of  France. 

[Exeunt  all  but  Wartdck, 

War,  I  came  from  Edward  as  ambassador. 
But  I  return  his  sworn  and  mortal  foe ; 
flatter  of  marriage  was  the  charge  he  gave  me. 
But  dreadful  war  shall  answer  his  demand. 
Had  he  none  else  to  make  a  stale  but  me?  260 

Then  none  but  I  shall  turn  his  jest  to  sorrow. 
1  was  the  chief  that  raised  him  to  the  crown. 
And  I'll  be  chief  to  bring  him  down  again: 
Not  that  I  pity  Henry's  misery, 
But  seek  revenge  on  Edward's  mocker}'.  [Exit. 

ACT  IV. 

Scene  I.     London.     The  palace. 

Enter  Gloucester,   Clarence,   Somerset,  and    Mon- 
tague. 

Glou.  Now  tftll  me,  brother  Clarence,  what  think  you 
Of  this  new  marriage  with  the  Lady  Grey? 
Hath  not  our  brother  made  a  worthy  choice? 

Clar.  Alas,  you  know,  'tis  far  from  hence  to  France; 
How  could  he  stay  till  Warwick  made  return? 

Som.  My  lords,  forbear  this  talk;  hci-c  comes  the  king. 

Glou.  And  his  well-chosen  bride. 

Clar.  I  mind  to  tell  him  plainly  what  I  think. 

KourUIi.     Enter  Kino  Edward,  attended;  Ladt  Grey,  ai 
Queen;  Pei^broke,  Stafford,  Hastings,  and  otfiers. 

K.  Edw.  Now,  brother  of  Clarence,  how  like  you  our 
choice. 
That  you  stand  pensive,  as  half  malcontent?  10 

I     Ciar.  As  well  as  Lewis  of  France,  or  the  Earl  of  War- 
wick, 
Which  are  so  weak  of  courage  and  in  judgement 
iThat  they'll  take  no  offence  at  our  abust^. 

K.  Edw.  Suppose  they  take  offence  without  a  cause. 
They  are  but  Lewis  and  Warwick:  I  am  Edward, 
Your  king  and  Warwick's,  and  must  have  my  will. 

Glou.  And  shall  have  your  will,  because  our  king: 
Yet  hasty  marriage  seldom  provclh  welL 
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K.  EdiD.  Yea,  brother  Richard,  are  you  offonded  too? 

Glou.  Not  I:  20 

No,  God  forbid  that  Iishould  wish  tlicm  aeverM 
Whom  God  hatli  joinM  together;  ay,  and  'twere  pity 
To  sunder  tliem  that  yoke  so  well  together. 

K.  Edw.  Settiug  your  scorns  and  your  mislike  aside, 
Tell  me  some  reason  why  the  Lady  Grey 
Should  not  become  my  wife  and  England's  queen. 
And  you  too,  Somerset  and  Montague, 
Speak  freely  what  you  think. 

Clar.  Then  this  is  mine  opinion:  that  King  Lewis 
Becomes  your  enemy,  for  mocking  him  80 

About  the  marriage  of  (he  Lady  Bona. 

Glou,  And  Warwick,  doing  what  you  gave  in  charge. 
Is  now  dishonoured  by  this  new  marriage. 

K.  Edw.  What  if  b(jth  Lewis  and  AVarwick  be  appeased 
By  such  invention  as  I  can  devise? 

MotU,  Yet,  to  have  joinM  with  France  in  such  alliance 
Would  more  have  strengthened  this  our  commonwealth 
'Gainst  foreign  storms  than  any  home-bred  nmrriagc. 

JIast  Why,  knows  not  Montague  tliat  of  itself 
England  is  safe,  if  true  within  itself?  40 

Mont,  But  the  safer  when  tis  back'd  with  France 

Host  Tis  better  using  France  than  trusting  France: 
Let  us  be  back'd  with  God  and  with  the  seas 
Which  lie  hath  given  for  fence  impregnable. 
And  with  their  helps  only  defend  oureelves; 
In  them  and  in  ourselves  our  safety  lies. 

Clar.  For  this  one  ppccch  Lord  Hastings  well  deserves 
To  have  the  heir  of  the  Lord  Ilungerford, 

K.  Edw.  Ay,  what  of  that?  it  was  my  will  and  grant; 
And  for  this  once  my  will  shall  stand  for  law.  50 

Olou.  And  \q\.  mcthinks  your  grace  hath  not  done  well. 
To  give  the  heir  and  daughter  of  Lord  Scales 
Unto  the  brother  of  your  loving  bride; 
She  better  would  have  fitted  me  or  Clarence: 
But  in  your  bride  you  bury  brotherhood. 

Clar,  Or  else  you  would  not  have  bestow'd  the  heir 
Of  the  Lord  Bonville  on  your  new  wife's  son, 
And  leave  your  brothers  to  go  speed  elsewhere. 

K,  Edte,  Alas,  poor  Clarence!  is  it  for  a  wife 
That  thou  art  malcontent?    I  will  provide  thee.  6Q 

Clar.  In  choosing  for  yourself,  you  show'd  your  judge- 
ment. 
Which  being  shallow,  you  shall  give  me  leave 
To  play  the  broker  m  mine  ownochnlf ; 
And  to  that  end  I  shortly  mind  to  leave  you. 
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jr.  Edw.  Leave  me,  or  tarry,  Edward  "will  be  king. 
And  not  be  tied  unto  his  brother's  will. 

Q.  Eliz.  My  lords,  before  it  pleased  his  majesty 
To  raise  my  state  to  title  of  a  queen, 
Do  me  but  right,  and  you  must  all  confess 
That  I  was  not  ignoble  of  descent;  70 

And  meaner  than  myself  have  had  like  fortune. 
But  as  this  title  honours  me  and  mine, 
80  your  dislike,  to  whom  I  would  be  pleasing. 
Doth  cloud  ray  joys  with  danger  and  with  sorrow. 

K.  Edw.  My  love,  forbear  to  fawn  upon  their  frowns: 
What  danger  or  what  sorrow  can  befall  thee, 
80  long  as  Edward  is  thy  constant  friend, 
And  their  true  sovereign,  whom  they  must  obey? 
Nay,  whom  they  shall  obey,  and  love  thee  too, 
Unless  they  seek  for  hatred  at  my  1  aids;  60 

Whicu  if  they  do,  yet  will  I  keep  thjc  safe. 
And  they  shall  feel  the  vengeance  of  my  wrath. 

Olou,  I  hear,  yet  say  not  much,  but  think  the  more. 

[Aside, 
Enter  a  Post. 

K,  Edw.  Now,  messenger,  what  letters  or  what  news 
From  France? 

Post.  My  sovereign  liege,  no  letters;  and  few  words. 
But  such  as  I,  without  yuur  special  pardon, 
Dare  not  relate. 

K.  Edw.  Go  to,  we  pardon  thee:  therefore,  in  brief, 
Tell  me  their  words  as  near  as  thou  canst  guess  them.     90 
Wliat  answer  makes  King  Lewis  unto  our  letters? 

Post.  At  my  depart,  these  were  his  very  words: 
•  *  Go  tell  false  Edward,  th}'  supposed  king. 
That  Lewis  of  France  is  sending  over  masquers 
To  revel  it  with  him  and  his  new  bride.'* 

K.  Edw.  Is  Lewis  so  brave?  belike  he  thinks  me  Henry. 
But  what  said  Lady  Bona  to  my  marriage? 

Post.  These  were  her  words,  utter'd  with  mild  disdain: 
"Tell  him  in  hope  he'll  prove  a  widower  shortly, 
ril  wear  the  willow  garland  for  his  sake."  100 

K.  Edw.  I  blame  not  her,  she  could  say  little  less; 
She  had  the  wronij.  But  what  said  Henry's  queen? 
For  I  have  heard  that  she  was  there  in  place. 

Post.  *  Tell  him,"  quoth  she,  "  my  mourning  weeds  are 
done, 
And  I  am  ready  to  put  armour  on.*'    . 

K.  Edw,  Belike  she  minds  to  play  the  Amazon. 
But  what  said  Warwick  to  these  injuries? 

Srak.  H,— 18. 
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pMt.  He,  more  incensed  against  your  majesty 
Than  all  the  rest,  discharged  me  with  these  words: 
"Tell  him  from  me  that  he  hath  done  me  wrong,  10 

And  therefore  I'll  uncrown  him  ere't  be  long." 

K.  Edw.  Ha!   durst   the   traitor  breathe  out  so  proud 
words? 
"Well,  I  will  arm  me,  being  thus  forewam'd : 
They  shall  have  wars  and  pay  for  their  presumption. 
But  say,  is  Warwick  friends  with  Margaret?    • 

Post.  Ay,  gracious  sovereign ;  they  arc  so  link*d  in  friend- 
ship. 
That  young  Prince  Edward  marries  Warwick's  daughter. 

CUir,  Belike  the  elder;  Clarence  will  have  the  younger. 
Now,  brother  king,  farewell,  and  sit  vou  fast, 
For  I  will  hence  to  Warwick's  other  daughter;  120 

That,  though  I  want  a  kingdom,  yet  in  marriage 
I  may  not  prove  inferior  to  yourself. 
You  that  love  me  and  Warwick,  follow  me. 

[Exit  Clarence,'  and  SomerutfoUowg. 

Olmi,  [Aside]  Not  I: 
IVIy  thoughts  aim  at  a  further  matter!  I 
Stay  not  for  the  love  of  Edward,  but  the  crown. 

A.  Edw,  Clarence  and  Somerset  both  gone  to  Warwick! 
Yet  am  I  arm'd  against  the  worst  can  happen; 
And  haste  is  needful  in  this  desperate  case. 
Pembroke  and  Stafford,  you  in  our  behalf  130 

Go  levy  men,  and  make  prepare  for  war; 
They  are  already,  or  quickly  will  be  landed : 
Myself  in  pei*son  will  straight  follow  you. 

[Exeunt  Pembroke  and  Stafford, 
But,  ere  I  go,  Hastin&:s  and  JMlonta^e, 
Resolve  my  doubt.     You  twain,  of  all  the  rest. 
Are  near  to  Warwick  by  blood  and  by  alliance: 
Tell  me  if  you  love  Warwick  more  tlian  me? 
If  It  be  so,  then  both  depart  to  him; 
1  ralhcr  wish  you  foes  than  hollow  friends: 
But  if  you  mind  to  hold  your  true  obedience,  140 

Give  mc  assurance  with  some  friendly  vow. 
That  I  may  never  have  you  in  suspect. 

Mouf,  So  God  help  Montague  as  he  proves  true  I 

J  fast.  And  Hastings  as  he  favours  Edward's  cause! 

K.  Edip.  Now.  brother  Richard,  will  you  stand  by  us?  . 

Ohii.  Ay,  in  despite  of  all  that  shall  withstand  you. 

A'  Edw.  Whv,  so!  then  am  I  sure  of  victory. 
Now  therefore  let  us  hence;  and  lose  no  hour. 
Till  we  meet  Warwick  with  his  foreign  power.       [Eeettnt, 
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Scene  II.    A  plain  in  Warwickskire, 

Enter  Wabwick  and  Oxford,  with  French  9oldier», 

War.  Trust  me,  my  lord,  all  hitherto  goes  well; 
The  common  people  by  numbers  swarm  to  ua. 

E/Uer  Clarence  and  Somerset. 

But  sec  where  Somerset  and  Clarence  comes! 
Speak  suddenly,  my  lords,  arc  we  all  friends? 

Clar.  Fear  not  that,  my  lord. 

War.  Then,  gentle  Clarence,  welcome  unto  Warwick; 
And  welcome,  Somerset:  I  hold  it  cowardice 
To  rest  mistrustful  where  a  noble  heart 
Hath  pawn'd  an  open  hand  in  sign  of  love; 
Else  might  I  think  that  Clarence,  Edward's  brother,        10 
Were  but  a  feigned  friend  to  our  proceedings: 
But  welcome,  sweet  Clarence ;  my  daughter  shall  be  thine. 
And  now  what  rests  but,  in  night's  coverture, 
Thy  brother  being  carelessly  encamp'd, 
His  soldiers  lurking  in  the  towns  about, 
And  but  attended  by  a  simple  guard, 
We  may  surprise  and  take  him  at  our  pleasure? 
Our  scouts  have  found  the  adventure  very  easy: 
That  as  Ulysses  and  stout  Diomede 

With  sleight  and  manhood  stole  to  Rhesus*  tents,  20 

And  brought  from  thence  the  Thracian  fatal  steeds, 
So  we,  well  covered  with  the  night's  black  mantle. 
At  unawares  may  beat  down  Edward's  ffiiard 
And  seize  himself;  I  say  not,  slaughter  aim. 
For  I  intend  but  only  to  surprise  him. 
You  that  will  follow  me  to  this  attempt. 
Applaud  the  name  of  Henry  with  your  leader. 

[T/iey  aU  cry,  "  Henry r 
Why,  then,  let's  on  our  way  in  silent  sort: 
For  Warwick  and  his  friends,  Grod  and  Saint  George! 

\E3ceunt 

Scene  III.    Edtaar^i  camp,  near  Wartnek. 

Enter  three  Watchmen,  to  guard  the  King's  tent. 

First  Watch.  Come  on,  my  masters,  each  man  take  his 
stand : 
The  king  \yy  this  is  set  him  down  to  sleep. 
Second  Watch.  What,  will  he  not  to  bed?' 
First  Watch.  Why,  no;  for  he  hath  made  a  solemn  vow 
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Never  to  lie  and  lake  his  natural  rest 

Till  Warwick  or  himself  be  quite  suppress'd. 

Second  Watch.  To-morrow  tiien  belike  shall  be  the  day, 
If  Warwick  be  so  near  as  men  report. 

Third  Watch,  But  say,  I  pray,  what  nobleman  is  tliat 
That  with  the  king  here  resteth  in  his  tent?  10 

First  WatcK  *Tis  the  Loni  Hastings,  the  king's  chief  est 
friend. 

Third  Watch.  O,  is  it  so?    But  why  commands  the  king 
^hat  his  chief  followers  lodge  in  towns  about  liim, 
Wliile  he  himself  keeps  in*  the  cold  field? 

Second  Watefi.  'Tis   the    more    honour,    because    moro 
dangerous. 

Third  Watch.  Ay,  but  give  me  worship  and  quletnefis; 
I  like  it  better  than  a  dangerous  honour. 
If  Warwick  knew  in  what  estate  he  stands, 
'Tis  to  be  doubted  he  would  waken  him. 

First  Watcli.  Unless  our  halberds  did  shut  up  his  pas- 
sage. 20 

Second  Watch.  Ay,  wherefore  else  guard  we  his  royal 
tent. 
But  to  defend  his  person  from  night-foes? 

Enter  Warwick,  Clarence,  Oxford,  Somerset,  and 

Fi*ench  9oldie7%  tilent  all. 

War,  This  is  his  tent;  and  sec  where  stand  his  gnard. 
Courii.^e,  my  masters!  honour  now  or  never  I 
But  follow  me,  and  Edward  &hall  be  ours. 
First  Watch.  Who  goes  there? 
Second  Watch.  Stay,  or  thou  diest! 

[Warwick  and  the  I'estcry  all,  *'  Warwick!  Warwick!" 
and  set  upon  (fie  Guard,  who  fly,  crffing,  "Arm! 
ai*m!"  Warwick  and  Vie  rest  following  them. 

Tht  drum  playing  and  trumpet  sounding,  re-enter  Warwick, 
Somerset,  and  tlie  rest^  bringing  the  Kimo  out  in  hisgoicn, 
sitting  in  a  ehair^  Richard  and  Hastikqb  Jly  over  the 
iUage. 

Som.  What  arc  they  that  fly  there? 

11727*.  Richard  and  Hastings:  let  them  go;  here  is 
The  duke. 

K.  Edxc.  The  duke!  Why,  Warwick,  when  we  parted. 
Thou  cairdst  nie  king.  81 

War.  Ay,  but  the  case  is  altered: 

When  you  disgraced  me  in  my  embassade, 
Then  1  degraded  you  from  being  king. 
And  come  now  to  create  you  Duke  of  York. 
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Alast  how  should  you  govern  any  kingdom, 

That  know  not  how  to  use  ambassadors. 

Nor  l»ow  to  be  contented  with  one  wife, 

Nor  how  to  use  your  brothers  brotherly, 

Nor  how  to  study  for  the  people's  welfare. 

Nor  how  to  shroud  yourself  from  enemies?  40 

K.  Edw.  Yea,  brother  of  Clarence,  art  thou  here  too? 
Nay,  then  I  see  that  Edward  needs  must  down. 
Yet,  Warwick,  in  despite  of  all  mischance^ 
Of  thee  thyself  and  all  thy  complices, 
Edward  will  always  bear  himself  as  king: 
Though  fortune's  malice  overthrow  my  state. 
My  mind  exceeds  the  compass  of  her  wheel. 

War.  Then,  for  his  mind,  be  Edward  England's  king: 

[Takes  off  hi*  crinon. 
But  Henry  now  shall  wear  the  English  crown. 
And  be  true  king  indeed,  thou  but  the  shadow.  50 

My  Lord  of  Somerset,  at  my  request, 
See  that  forthwith  Duke  Edward  be  convey *d 
Unto  mv  brother,  Archbishop  of  York. 
When  Thave  fought  with  Pembroke  and  Ills  fellows, 
ril  follow  you,  and  tell  what  answer 
Lewis  and  the  Lad^  Bona  send  to  him. 
Now,  for  a  while  mrcwcll,  good  Duke  of  York. 

[They  lead  him  out  forcibly. 

K.  Edw.  What  fates  impose,  that  men  must  needs  abide ; 
It  boots  not  to  resist  both  wind  and  tide.       [Exit,  ffuarded, 

Oxf.  What  now  remains,  my  lords,  for  us  to  do  60 

But  march  to  London  with  our  soldiers? 

War.  Ay,  that's  the  first  tiling  that  we  have  to  do; 
To  free  Kmg  Henrv  from  impnsonment 
And  see  him  scatea  in  the  regal  throne.  [Exeunt. 

Scene  IV.    London,     The  palace. 
Enter  Quekn  Elizabeth  and  Rivsbs. 

Bh.  Madam,  what  makes  you  in  this  sudden  change? 

Q.  EUz.  Why,  brother  Rivers,  are  you  yet  to  learn 
What  late  misfortune  is  befall'n  King  Edward? 

Rit.  What!  loss  of  some  pitch'd  battle  against  Warwick? 

Q.  Eliz.  No.  but  the  loss  of  his  own  royal  person. 

i2/9.  Then  is  my  sovereign  slain? 

Q.  EUz.  Ay,  almost  slain,  for  he  is  taken  prisoner. 
Either  betray'd  by  falsehood  of  his  guard 
Or  by  his  foe  surprised  at  unawares: 
And,  as  I  further  have  to  understand,  10 
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Is  new  committed  to  tbe  Bishop  of  York. 
Fell  Warwick's  brother  and  b}'  that  our  foe. 

liiv.  These  news  I  must  confess  are  full  of  grief; 
Yet,  gracious  madam,  bear  it  as  vou  may; 
Warwick  may  lose,  that  now  hath  won  ihe  day. 

Q.  JEliz.  Till  then  fair  hope  must  Iiinder  life  s  decay. 
And  I  the  rather  wean  mc  from  despair 
For  love  of  Edward's  offspring  in  my  womb: 
This  is  it  that  makes  mc  bridle  passion 
And  bear  with  mildness  my  misfortune's  cross;  20 

Ay,  ay,  for  this  I  draw  in  many  a  tear 
And  stop  the  rising  of  blood-sucking  sighs, 
Lest  with  my  sighs  or  tears  I  blast  or  drowTi 
King  Edwara's  fruit,  tntc  heir  to  the  English  crown. 

Btv.  But,  madam,  where  is  Warwick  uicn  become? 

Q.  Eliz.  I  am  inform'd  that  he  comes  towards  London, 
To  set  the  crown  once  more  on  Henry's  head: 
Guess  thou  the  rest;  King  Edward's  friends  must  down, 
But,  to  prevent  the  tyrant's  violence, — 
For  trust  not  him  that  hath  once  broken  faith, —  80 

I'll  hence  forthwith  unto  the  sanctuary. 
To  save  at  least  the  heir  of  Edward's  right: 
There  shall  I  rest  secure  from  force  and  fraud. 
Come,  therefore,  let  us  fly  while  we  may  fly: 
If  Warwick  take  us  we  are  sure  to  die.  [Exeunt, 

Scene  V.    A  park  near  Middleham  Castle  in,  Tarkskire. 

Enter  Gloucesteb,  Lord  Hastings,  and  Sm  Whj^iak 

Stanley. 

Olaii,  Now.  my  Lord  Hastings  and  Sir  William  Stanley, 
Leave  off  to  wonder  why  I  drew  you  hither, 
Into  this  chiefest  thicket  of  the  park.     . 
Thus  stands  the  case:  you  know  our  king,  my  brother, 
Is  prisoner  to  the  bishop  here,  at  whose  bands 
He  hath  good  usage  and  great  liberty, 
And,  often  but  attended  with  weak  guard. 
Comes  hunting  this  way  to  disport  himself. 
.1  have  advertised  him  bv  secret  means 
That  if  about  this  hour  he  make  this  way  10 

Under  the  colour  of  his  usual  game. 
He  shall  here  find  his  friends  with  horse  and  men 
To  set  him  free  from  his  captivity. 

ErUer  King  Edward  and  a  Huntsman  Miith  kim. 

Hunt.  This  way,  my  lord ;  for  this  way  lies  the  game. 
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K.  IaIw.  Nay,  Uiia  way,  man :  sec  where  the  huntsmen 
stand. 
Now,  brother  of  Gloucester,  Lord  nestings,  and  the  rest, 
Stand  you  thus  close,  to  steal  the  bishop's  deer? 

Glou,  Brother,  the  time  and  cose  requireth  haste: 
Your  horse  stands  ready  at  the  park-corner. 

K,  Edw.  But  whither  shall  we  then? 

Hast.  To  Lynn,  my  lord,  20 

And  ship  from  thence  to  Flanders. 

Qlou.  Well  guess'd,  believe  me;  for  that  was  my  mean- 


ing. 
KEdw, 


Stanley,  I  will  requite  thy  forwardness. 
Olou.  But  wherefore  stay  we?  'tis  no  time  to  talk. 
JC  Edw.    Huntsman,  what  say'st  thou?  wilt  thou  go 

along? 
JIuiii.  Better  do  so  than  tarry  and  be  hang'd. 
Gloii.  Come  then,  away;  let's  ha'  no  more  ado. 
K.Edw,  Bishop,  farewell:  shield  thee  from  Warwick's 
frown ; 
And  pray  tliat  I  may  repossess  the  crown.  [Exeunt, 

Scene  VI.    London.     Tlhc  Tower, 

Flourish,  Enter  Kino  Henry,  Claiikncb,  Warwick, 
Somerset,  young  Richmond,  Oxford,  Montague,  and 
Lieutenant  of  the  Tower. 

K.  Hen.  Ma.ster  lieutenant,  now  that  God  and  friends 
Have  shaken  Edward  from  the  regal  seat. 
And  turn'd  my  captive  state  to  liberty, 
My  fear  to  hope,  my  sorrows  unto  joys, 
At  our  enlar^emeut  what  are  thy  due  fees? 

Lieu.  Subjects  may  challenge  nothing  of  their  sovereigns; 
But  if  an  humble  prayer  may  prevail, 
I  then  crave  pardon  of  your  majesty. 

K.  Hen.  For  what,  lieutenant?  for  well  using  me? 
Nay,  be  thou  sure  I'll  well  requite  thy  kindness,  10 

For  that  it  made  my  imprisonment  a  pleasure; 
Ay,  such  a  pleasure  as  incaged  birds 
Conceive  wlien  after  many  moody  thoughts 
At  lust  by  notes  of  household  harmony 
They  miitc  forget  their  loss  of  liberty. 
But,  Warwick,  after  God,  thou  set'st  me  free, 
Aod  chiefly  therefore  I  thank  God  and  thee; 
Ho  was  the  autlior,  thou  the  instrument. 
Therefore,  that  I  may  conquer  fortune's  spite 
By  living  low,  where  fortune  cannot  hurt  me,  20 
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And  that  the  people  of  this  blessed  land 
May  not  be  punished  with  my  thwarting  stars, 
Warwick,  although  my  head  still  wear  the  crown, 
I  here  resign  my  government  to  thee. 
For  thou  art  fortunate  in  all  thy  deeds. 

War.  Your  grace  hath  still  Leen  famed  for  virtuous; 
And  now  may  seem  as  wise  as  virtuous, 
By  spying  and  avoiding  fortune's  malice, 
For  few  men  rightly  temper  with  the  stars: 
Yet  in  this  one  thing  let  mc  blame  jour  grace,  80 

For  choosing  me  when  Clarence  is  m  place. 

Clar.  No,  Warwick,  thou  art  worthy  of  the  sway. 
To  whom  the  heavens  in  thy  nativity 
Adjudged  an  olive  branch  and  laurel  crown, 
As  likely  to  be  blest  in  peace  and  war; 
And  therefore  I  yield  thee  my  free  consent. 

War.  And  I  chooso  Clarence  only  for  protector. 

K,  Hen.  Warwick  and  Clarence,  give  me  both  your 
hands: 
Now  join  your  hands,  and  with  your  hands  your  hearts. 
That  no  dissension  hinder  government:  40 

I  make  you  both  protectors  of  this  land. 
While  I  myself  will  lead  a  private  life 
And  in  devotion  spend  my  latter  days, 
To  sin's  rebuke  and  my  Creator's  praise. 

War.  What  answers  Clarence  to  his  sovereign's  will? 

Cktr,  That  he  consents,  if  Warwick  yield  consent; 
For  on  thv  fortune  I  repose  myself. 

War.  Why,  then,  though  loath,  yet  roust  I  be  content: 
We'll  yoke  together,  like  a  double  shadow 
To  Heme's  bodj,  and  supply  his  place;  50 

I  mean,  m  beanng  weight  of  government, 
While  he  enjoys  Uie  honour  and  his  ease. 
And,  Clarence,  now  then  it  is  more  than  needful 
Forthwith  that  Edward  be  pronounced  a  traitor, 
And  all  his  lands  and  goods  be  confiscate. 

Clar.  What  else?  and  that  succession  be  determined. 

War.  Ay,  therein  Clarence  shall  not  want  hispart. 

K.  Hen.  But,  with  the  first  of  all  3'our  chief  affairs, 
Let  me  entreat,  for  I  command  no  more. 
That  Margaret  your  queen  and  my  son  Edward  GO 

Be  sent  for,  to  return  from  France  with  speed; 
For,  till  I  see  them  here,  by  doubtful  fear 
My  joy  of  liberty  is  half  eclipsed. 

clar.  It  shall  be  done,  my  sovereign,  with  all  speed. 

K.  Hen.  My  Lord  of  Somerset,  what  youth  is  that, 
Of  whom  you  seem  to  have  so  tender  care? 
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Bom,  My  licgc,  it  is  young  Henry,  earl  of  Hiclimond. 

K.  Ilcn.  Come  hither,  England's  hope.  [Lays  his  hand  on 
his  h^ad\  If  secret  powers 
Suggest  but  trutii  lo  my  divining  thoughts. 
This'  pretty  lad  will  prove  our  country  s  bliss.  70 

His  looks  are  full  of  peaceful  majesty. 
His  head  by  nature  framed  to  wear  a  crown,    , 
His  hand  to  wield  a  sceptre,  and  himself 
Likely  in  time  to  bless  a  regal  throne. 
Make  much  of  him,  my  lords,  for  this  is  ho 
lilust  help  you  more  thau  you  are  hurt  by  me. 

Enter  a  Post. 

War,  What  news,  my  friend? 

Post.  That  Edward  is  escaped  from  your  brother. 
And  fled,  as  he  hears  since,  to  Burgundy. 

War,  Unsavoury  news!  but  how  made  he  escape?       80 

Post,  He  was  coiivey*d  by  Richard  Duke  of  Gloucester 
And  the  Lord  Hastings,  who  attended  him 
In  secret  ambush  on  the  forest  side 
And  from  the  bishop's  huntsmen  rescued  him; 
For  hunting  was  his  daily  exercise. 

War,  My  brother  was  too  careless  of  his  charge. 
But  let}  us  hence,  my  sovereign,  to  provide 
A  salve  for  any  sore  that  may  betide. 

[Exeunt  aJU  but  Somerset,  Richmond,  ami  Oxford. 

Bom.  My  lord,  I  like  not  of  this  flight  of  Edward's; 
For  doubtless  Burgundy  will  yield  him  help,  00 

And  we  shall  have  more  wars  before  't  be  long. 
As  Henry's  late  presaging  prophecy 
Did  glad  my  heart  with  hope  of  this  young  Richmond, 
6o  doth  my  heart  misgive  me,  in  these  conflicts 
What  m^y  befall  him,  to  his  harm  and  ours: 
Therefore,  Lord  Oxford,  to  prevent  the  worst. 
Forthwith  we'll  send  him  hence  to  Brittany, 
Till  storms  be  past  of  civil  enmhj'. 

Oxf.  Ay,  for  if  Edward  repossess  the  crown. 
Tis  like  that  Richmond  with  the  rest  shall  down.  100 

Bom.  It  shall  be  so;  he  shall  to  Brittany. 
Come,  therefore,  let's  about  it  speedily.  [Exeunt, 

i 

Scene  VH.    Brfore  York, 

Flourish.    Enter  Kino  Edwaud,  Gloucester,  Hastings, 

and  Soldiers. 

K.  Edw,  Now,  brother  Richard,  Lord  Hastings,  and  the 
rest, 
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Yet  thus  far  fortune  mnketli  us  amends, 
Aud  says  that  once  more  I  shall  interchange 
My  waned  state  for  Henry's  regal  crown. 
"Well  have  we  poss'd  and  now  repassed  the  seas. 
And  brought  oesired  help  from  Burgund}- : 
"What  then  remains,  we  being  thus  arrived 
From  Ravenspurgh  haven  before  the  gates  of  York, 
But  that  we  enter,  as  into  our  dukedom? 

Ohu.  The  gates  made  fast!   Brother,  I  like  not  this;    10  ^ 
For  many  men  that  stumble  at  the  threshold 
Are  well  foretold  that  danger  lurks  within. 

K.  Edvo,  Tush,  man,  ab^ements  must  not  now  affright 
us: 
By  fair  or  foul  means  we  must  enter  in, 
For  hither  will  our  friends  repair  to  us. 

Hani.  My  liege,  I'll  knock  once  more  to  summon  them. 

Enter,  on  the  toaUSf  the  Mayor  of  York,  and  his  Brethren. 

May.  My  lords,  we  were  forewarned  of  your  coming. 
And  shut  the  gates  for  safety  of  ourselves; 
For  now  we  owe  allegiance  unto  Henry. 

Jf.  Edw.  But,  master  mayor,  if  Henry  be  your  king,    20 
Yet  Edward  at  the  least  is  Duke  of  York. 

May.  True,  my  good  lord ;  I  know  you  for  no  less. 

K.  Edw.  Why,  and  I  challenge  nothing  but  my  dukedom, 
As  being  well  content  with  that  alone. 

OUm.  [Aside]  But  when  the  fox  hath  once  got  in  his  nose, 
He'll  soon  find  means  to  make  the  bod}'  follow. 

Hast  Why,  master  mayor,  why  stand  you  in  a  doubt? 
Open  the  gates;  we  are  King  Henry's  friends. 

May.  Ay,  say  you  so?  the  gates  shall  then  \\c  opcn'd. 

[IVtey  descend. 

Qlou.  A  wise  stout  captain,  and  soon  persuaded!         80 

Uast.  The  good  old  man  would  fain  that  all  were  well, 
So  'twere  not  'long  of  him ;  but  being  entcr'd, 
I  doubt  not,  I,  but  we  shall'soon  persuade 
Both  him  and  all  his  brothers  unto  reason. 

Enter  the  Mayor  and  two  Aldermen,  hdo%e. 

K.  Edw.  So,  master  mayor:  these  gates  must  not  be  shut 
But  in  the  night  or  in  the  time  of  war. 
What!  fear  not,  man,  but  yield  me  up  the  keys; 

[takee  his  keys. 
For  Edward  will  defend  the  town  and  thee, 
And  all  those  friends  that  deign  to  follow  me. 

March,    Enter  Montgombrt,  with  drum  andtotditrs. 
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Olou,  Brother,  this  is  Sir  John  Montgomery,  40 

Our  trusty  friend,  unless  I.  be  deceived. 

K,  Edw,  Welcome,  Sir  John  I    But  "why  come  you  in 
arms? 

Mont  To  belp  King  Edward  in  his  time  of  storm, 
As  every  loyal  subject  ought  to  do. 

K.  Edw.  Thanks,  goodllontgomery;  but  we  now  forget 
Our  title  to  the  crown  and  only  claim 
Our  dukedom  till  God  please  to  send  the  rest. 

Mont.  Then  fare  you  well,  for  I  will  hence  again: 
I  came  to  serve  a  king  and  not  a  duke. 
Drummer,  strike  up,  and  let  us  march  away.  50 

[The  drum  begins  to  march, 

K.  Edw.  Nay,  stay.  Sir  John,  awhile,  and  we'll  debate 
By  what  safe  means  the  crown  will  be  recovered. 

Mont  What  talk  you  of  debating?  in  few  words, 
If  you'll  not  here  proclaim  yourself  our  king, 
I'll  leave  you  to  your  fortune  and  be  gone 
To  keep  them  buck  that  come  to  succour  you:. 
Why  shall  wc  fight,  if  you  pretend  no  title? 

Glou.  Why.  brother,  wherefore  stand  you  on  nice  points? 

K.  Edw,  Wiien  we  grow  stronger,  then  we'll  make  our 
claim: 
Till  then,  'tis  wisdom  to  conceal  our  meaning.  60 

Hast.  Away  with  scrupulous  wit!  now  arms  must  rule. 

Qlou.  And  fearless  minds  climb  soonest  unto  crowns. 
Brother,  we  will  proclaim  you  out  of  hand; 
The  bniit  thereoi  will  bring  you  many  friends. 

K.  Edw.  Then  be  it  as  you  will;  for  'tis  my  right. 
And  Henry  but  usurps  the  diadem. 

Mont.  Ay,  now  niy  sovereign  speakelh  like  himself; 
And  now  will  I  be  Edward's  champion. 

H(ut.  Sound  trumpet,  Edward  shall  be  here  proclaim'd! 
Come,  fellow-soldier,  make  thou  proclamation.  70 

\FlouriMh. 

S}ld.  Edward  tlie  Fourth,  by  the  grace  of  God,  king  of 
jEnirland  and  France,  and  lord  of  Ireland,  &c. 

Mont.  And  whosoe'er  gainsays  king  Edward's  right, 
By  this  I  challenge  him  to  single  Aght 

[Tfirow*  down  1u»  gauntlet. 

All.  Long  live  Edward  the  Fourth! 

K.  Edw.  Thanks,  brave  Montgomery;  and  thanks  unto 
you  all; 
If  fortune  serve  me,  I'll  requite  this  kindness. 
Now,  for  this  utglit,  let^'s  harbour  here  in  York; 
And  when  the  morning  sun  shall  raise  his  car  80 

Above  the  border  of  this  horizpa» 
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We'll  forward  towards  Warwick  and  bis  mates; 

For  well  I  wot  tbat  Henry  is  no  soldier. 

Ah,  froward  Clarence!  hoW  evil  it  beseems  thee, 

To  flatter  Henry  and  forsake  thy  brother! 

Yet,  as  we  may,  weMl  meet  both  thee  and  Warwick. 

Come  on,  brave  soldiers:  doubt  not  of  the  day, 

And,  that  once  gotten,  doubt  not  of  large  pay.       [Exeunt, 

Scene  VIII.    Ltmdon,     2  he  palace. 

FUntrith.     Enter  EiKO  Henry,  Warwick,  Montague, 
Clarence,  Exeter,  and  Oxford. 

War,  Wliat  counsel,  lords?    EdvMrd  from  BclgiA» 
With  hasty  Germans  and  blunt  Hollanders, 
Hath  pass  d  in  safety  through  the  narrow  seas. 
And  with  his  troops  doth  march  amain  to  London; 
And  many  c^iddy  people  flock  to  him. 

K.  Hen,  Let's  levy  men,  and  beat  him  back  again. 

Clar.  A  liltle  fire  is  quickly  trodden  out; 
Which,  being  suffer'd,  rivers  cannot  quench. 

War,  In  Warwickshire  I  have  true-hearted  friends. 
Not  mutinous  in  peace,  yet  bold  in  war;  10 

Those  will  I  muster  up:  and  thou,  son  Clarence, 
Shalt  stir  up  in  Suffolk,  Norfolk  and  in  Kent, 
The  knights  and  gentlemen  1o  come  with  thee: 
Thou,  brother  Montague,  in  Buckingham, 
Northampton  and  in  Leicestershire,  shalt  find 
Men  well  inclined  to  hear  what  thou  command'st: 
And  thou,  brave  Oxford,  wondrous  well  beloved. 
In  Oxfordshire  slmlt  muster  up  thy  friends. 
My  sovereign,  with  the  loving  citizens. 
Like  to  his  island  pirt  in  with  the  ocean,  20 

Or  modest  Dian  circled  with  her  nymphs, 
ShjiU  rest  in  London  till  we  come  to  him. 
Fair  lords,  take  leave  and  stand  not  to  reply. 
Farewell,  my  sovereign. 

K.  Hen,  Farewell,  my  Hector,  and  my  Troy'a  true  hope. 

Clar,  In  si^n  of  truth,  I  kiss  your  highness  hand. 

jr.  Hen,  Well-minded  Clarence,  be  thou  fortunate  1 

Mont,  Comfort,  my  lord;  and  so  I  take  my  leave. 

Orf.  And  thus  I  seal  my  truth,  and  bid  adieu. 

K,  Hen,  Sweet  Oxford,  and  my  loving  Montague,        80 
And  all  at  once,  once  more  a  happy  farewell. 

War,  Farewell,  sweet  lords:  let's  meet  at  Coventry. 

[Exeunt  all  but  King  Henrv  and  Jsreter. 

K.  Hen,  Here  at  the  palace  will  I  rest  awhile. 
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Cousin  of  Exeter,  what  thinks  yonr  lordship? 
Methinks  the  power  that  Edward  hath  in  field 
Should  not  be  able  to  encounter  mine. 

Em,  The  doubt  is  that  he  will  seduce  the  rest. 

K.  Hen,  That*3  not  my  fear;  my  meed  hath  got  me  fame: 
I  have  not  stopp'd  mine  cars  to  their  demands, 
Nor  posted  ofiT  their  suits  with  slow  delays;  40 

My  pity  hath  been  balm  to  heal  their  wounds, 
My  mildness  hath  allay'd  their  swelling  griefs, 
My  mercy  dried  their  water-flowing  teara; 
I  have  not  been  desirous  of  their  wealth, 
Nor  much  oppressed  them  with  great  subsidies, 
Nor  forward  of  revenge,  though  they  much  err'd: 
Then  why  should  they  love  Eaward  more  than  me? 
No,  Exeter,  these  graces  challenge  grace: 
And  when  the  lion  fawns  upon  the  lamb, 
The  lamb  will  never  cease  to  follow  him.  50 

[Shmit  %ciihin,  "A  Lancaster!    A  Lancaster!" 

Exe.  Hark,  hark,  my  lord!  what  shouts  arc  these? 

Enter  Kino  Edward,  Gloucester,  and  eMien. 

K,  Edw.  Seiiso  on  the  shame-faced  Henry,  bear  him  hence; 
And  once  again  proclaim  us  king  of  England. 
You  are  the  fount  that  makes  small  brooks  to  flow: 
Now  stops  thy  spring ;  my  sea  shall  suck  them  dry. 
And  swell  so  much  the  liigher  bv  their  ebb. 
Hence  with  him  to  the  Tower;  let  him  not  speak. 

[Eireunt  some  witn  King  Henry, 
And,  lords,  towards  Coventry  bend  we  our  course. 
Where  peremptory  Warwick  now  remains: 
The  sun  shines  hot;  and,  if  we  use  delay,  60 

Cold  biting  winter  mars  our  hoped-for  bay. 

Ghu,  Away  l)etimes,  before  his  forces  join, 
And  take  the  great-grown  traitor  unawares: 
Brave  warriors,  march  amain  towards  Coventry.   [Exeunt. 

ACT  V. 

Scene  I.    Coventry. 

Enter  Warwick,  the  Mayor  of  Coventry,  two  Messengers, 

and  others  upon  the  waiU. 

War.  Where  is  the  post  that  came  from  valiant  Oxford? 
How  far  hence  is  thy  lord,  mine  honest  fellow? 

Mrtt  Meu,  By  this  at  Dunsmore.  marching  hitherward. 

War,  How  far  off  is  our  brother  Montague? 
Where  is  the  post  that  came  from  Montague? 
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Second  Mcs$.  By  this  at  Daintr}%  with  a  puissant  troop. 
Enter  Sm  John  Someryixle. 

War,  Say,  Somerrillc,  what  says  my  loving  son? 
And,  by  tiiy  guess,  how  ni^h  is  Clarence  now  ? 

Srnn,  At  Soutbam  I  did  leave  him  with  his  forces. 
And  do  expect  him  here  some  two  Lours  hence.  10 

[Drvm  heard. 

War,  Then  Clarence  is  at  hand ;  I  hear  his  drum. 

J3om.  It  is  not  his,  my  lord;  here  Southam  lies: 
The  drum  your  honour  hears  marcheth  from  Warwick. 

War.  Wlio  should  that  be?  belike,  unlook'd-for  friends. 

8om,  They  are  at  hand,  and  you  shall  quickly  know. 

March:  flourish.    Enter  Kino  Edward,  Gloucester,  and 

soldiers, 

jr.  Edw.  Go,  trumpet,  to  tbc  walls,  and  sound  a  parlc. 

6Iou.  See  how  the  surly  Warwick  mans  the  wall  1 

War,  O  unbid  spite  I  is  sportful  Edward  come? 
Where  slept  our  scouts,  or  bow  are  they  seduced. 
That  we  could  hear  no  news  of  his  repair?  20 

K,  Edw.  Now,  Warwick,  wilt  thou  ope  the  city  gates. 
Speak  gentle  words  and  humbly  bend  thy  knee. 
Call  Edward  king  and  at  his  hands  beg  mercy? 
And  he  shall  pardon  thee  these  outrages. 

War.  Nay,  rather,  wilt  thou  draw  th}'  forces  hence. 
Confess  who  set  thee  up  and  pluck'd  thee  down. 
Call  Warwick  patron  and  be  penitent? 
And  thou  shalt  still  remain  the  Duke  of  York. 

OIou,  I  thought,  at  least,  he  would  have  said  the  king; 
Or  did  he  make  the  jest  against  his  will  ?  30 

War,  Is  not  a  dukedom,  sir,  a  goodly  gift? 

Olou.  Ay,  by  my  faith,  for  a  poor  carl  to  give: 
ril  do  thee  service  for  so  good  a  gift. 

War.  'Twas  I  that  gave  the  kingdom  to  thy  brother. 

K.  Edw.  Why  then  'tis  mine,  if  out  by  Warwick's  gift. 

War,  Thou  art  no  Atlas  for  so  great  a  weight: 
And,  weakling,  Warwick  takes  his  jB^ft  aeain; 
And  Ilcnry  is  my  king,  Warwick  his  subject. 

K.  Edw.  But  Warwick's  king  is  Edward's  prisoner: 
And,  gallant  Warwick,  do  but  answer  this :  40 

What  is  the  body  when  the  head  is  off? 

Glou.  Alas,  that  Warwick  had  no  more  forecast. 
But,  whiles  he  thought  to  steal  the  single  ten, 
The  king  was  slily  nnger'd  from  the  deck! 
You  left  poor  Henry  at  the  Bishop's  palace, 
And,  ten  to  one,  you'll  meet  him  in  the  Tower. 
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K.  Edw.  *Tls  even  so;  yet  you  are  Warwick  still. 

OUm.  Come, Warwick,  take  the  time;  kneel  down,  kneel 
down: 
Nav.  when?  strike  now,  or  else  the  iron  c'ools. 

^Var.  I  liad  rather  chop  tliis  hand  off  at  a  blow,  60 

And  with  the  other  tiing  it  at  thy  face, 
Tlian  hear  so  low  a  sail,  to  strike  to  thee. 

K.  Edw.  Sail  how  thou  canst,  have  wind  and  tide  thy 
friend, 
This  hand,  fast  wound  al)out  thy  coal-black  hair, 
Hiiall,  whiles  thy  head  is  warm  and  new  cut  off, 
Write  in  the  dust  this  sentence  with  thy  blood, 
**  Wind-changing  Warwick  now  can  change  no  more." 

Enter  Oxford,  with  drum  and  eoUmrs, 

War.  O  cheerful  colours!  see  where  0:j[ford  comes! 

Oxf.  Oxford,  Oxford,  for  Lancaster! 

[He  and  his  forces  enter  the  dty. 

Olou,  The  gates  are  open,  let  us  enter  too.  60 

K.  Edw.  So  other  foes  may  set  upon  our  backs. 
Stand  we  in  good  array;  for  they  no  doubt 
Will  issue  out  again  and  bid  us  battle: 
If  not,  the  city  being  but  of  small  defence, 
We*ll  quickly  rouse  the  traitors  in  the  same. 

War.  O,  welcome,  Oxford!  for  we  want  thy  help. 

Enter  Montague,  with  drum  and  colours, 

Mont,  Montague,  Montague,  for  Lancaster! 

[lie  and  his  forces  enter  the  eity, 

Olou,  Thou  and  thy  brother  both  shall  buy  this  treason 
Even  with  the  dearest  blood  your  bodies  bear. 

K.  Edw.  The  harder  matched,  the  greater  victory:       70 
My  mind  presage th  happy  gain  and  conquest. 

Enter  Sohebset,  with  drum  and  colours, 

Som,  Somerset,  Somerset,  for  Lancaster! 

[He  and  Jm forces  enter  the  dtjf, 

Olou,  Two  of  thy  name,  both  Dukes  of  Som'erset, 
Have  sold  their  lives  unto  the  house  of  York; 
And  thou  shalt  be  the  third,  if  this  sword  hold. 

Enter  Olakence,  with  drum  and  colours. 

War,  And  lo,  where  George  of  Clarence  sweeps  along, 
Of  force  enough  to  bid  his  brother  battle; 
With  whom  an  upright  zeal  to  right  prevails 
More  than  the  nature  of  a  brother's  love! 
Come,  Clarence,  come;  thou  wilt,  if  Warwick  call.        80 
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Clar.  Father  of  Warwick,  know  you  wliat  this  incanK? 

[Takitig  Am  red  rose  out  of  his  hat. 
Look  here,  I  throw  my  infamy  at  thee: 
I  will  not  ruinate  my  lather's  house, 
Wlio  gave  his  hlood  to  lime  the  stones  together, 
And  set  up  Lancaster.    Wli3%  Irow'st  tliou,  Warwick, 
That  Clarence  is  so  haruli,  so  blunt,  unnatural. 
To  bend  the  fatal  instruments  of  war 
Against  his  brother  and  his  lawful  king? 
Perhaps  thou  wilt  object  my  holy  oath: 
To  keep  that  oath  were  more  impiety  90 

Than  Jephthah's,  when  he  sacriticca  his  daughter. 
I  am  so  sorry  for  my  trespass  made 
That,  to  deserve  well  at  my  brother's  hands, 
I  liere  proclaim  myself  thy  mortal  foe, 
With  resolution,  wheresoe'er  I  meet  thee — 
As  I  will  meet  thee,  if  thou  stir  abroad — 
To  plague  thee  for  thy  foul  misleading  me. 
Ana  so,  proud-hearted  Warwick,  I  defy  thee. 
And  to  my  brother  turn  my  blushing  cheeks. 
Pardon  me,  Edward,  I  will  make  amends:  100 

And,  Richard,  do  not  frown  upon  my  faults. 
For  I  will  henceforth  be  no  more  unconstant. 

K,  Edto.  Now  welcome  more,  and  ten  times  more  bo- 
loved, 
Than  if  thou  never  hadst  deserved  our  hate. 

Glo,  Welcome,  good  Clarence;  this  is  brother-like. 

War,  O  passing  traitor,  perjured  and  unjust! 

K,  Edui.  What,  Warwick,  wilt  thou  leave  the  town  and 
fight? 
Or  sliall  we  beat  the  stones  about  thine  ears? 

War,  Alas,  I  am  not  coop'd  here  for  defence  I 
I  will  away  towards  Barnet  presently,  110 

And  bid  thee  battle,  Edwanl,  if  thou  darest. 

K.  E(lw,  Yes,  Warwick,  Edward  dares,  and  leads  the 
way. 
Lords,  to  the  field;  Saint  George  and  victory! 

[lilxeitut  King  Edward   and  hut  company.     March, 
Wai^wick  and  hi^  company  folloio, 

8cENB  II.    A  field  of  batOe  near  Barnet. 

Alarum  and  excursions.    Enter  King  Edward,  bringing 

fwih  Warwick  v:otinded, 

K,  Edw.  So,  lie  thou  there:  die  thou,  and  die  our  fear; 
For  Warwick  was  a  bug  that  fear'd  us  all. 
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Now,  Montague,  sit  fast;  I  seek  for  thee, 

That  Warwick's  bones  may  keep  thine  company.       [Exit, 
War.  All,  who  is  nigh?  come  to  me,  friend  or  foe. 

And  tell  me  who  is  victor,  York  or  Warwick? 

Why  ask  1  that?  my  mangled  body  shows, 

>ly  blood,  my  want  of  strength,  my  sick  heart  shows, 

Tliat  I  must  yield  my  body  to  the  earth 

And,  by  my  fall,  the  conquest  to  my  foe.  10 

'  Tims  3'ields  the  cedar  to  the  axe's  edge, 
•  Whose  arms  gave  shelter  to  the  princely  eagle. 

Under  whose  shade  the  ramping  lion  slept, 

Whose  top-branch  overpeer'd  Jove's  spreading  tree 

And  kept  low  shrubs  from  winter's  powerful  wind. 

These  eyes,  that  now  are  dimm'd  with  death's  black  veil. 

Have  been  as  piercing  as  the  mid-day  sun, 

To  search  the  secret  treasons  of  the  world : 

The  wrinkles  in  my  brows,  now  fill'd  with  blood. 

Were  liken'd  oft  to  kingly  sepulchres;  dO 

For  who  lived  king,  but  i  could  dig  his  grave? 

And  who  durst  smile  when  Warwick  bent  his  brow? 

Lo,  now  my  glory  smear'd  in  dust  and  blood! 

My  parks,  my  walks,  my  manors  that  I  hud. 

Even  now  forsake  me,  and  of  all  my  lands 

Is  nothing  left  me  but  my  body's  length. 

Why,  what  is  pomp,  rule,  reign,  but  earth  and  dust? 

And,  live  we  how  we  can,  yet  die  we  must. 

Enter  Oxford  and  Somebsbt. 

8om.  Ah,  Warwick,  Warwick  1  wert  thou  as  we  are. 
We  might  recover  all  our  loss  again :  30 

The  queen  from  France  hath  brought  a  puissant  power: 
Even  now  we  heard  the  news:  ah,  couldst  thou  fly! 

War,  Why,  then  I  would  not  fly.    All,  Montague, 
If  thou  be  there,  sweet  brother,  take  my  hand. 
And  with  thy  lips  keep  in  my  soul  awhile ! 
Thou  lovest  me  not;  for,  brother,  if  thou  didst. 
Thy  tears  would  wash  this  cold  congealed  blood 
That  glues  my  lips  and  will  not  let  me  speak. 
Come  quickly,  Montague,  or  I  am  dead. 

Som.  Ah,  Warwick  I  Montague  hath  breathed  his  last;  40 
And  to  the  latest  gasp  cried  out  for  Warwick 
And  said  **  Commend  me  to  my  valiant  brother." 
And  more  he  would  have  said,  and  more  he  spoke, 
Which  sounded  like  a  clamour  in  a  vault, 
That  mought  not  be  distinguish'd;  but  at  last 
I  well  might  hear,  deliver'd  with  a  groan, 
"9  farewell,  Warwick  1" 
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War,  Sweet  rest  lils  soul  I    Fly,  lords,  and  save  your- 
selves; 
For  Warwick  bids  you  all  farewell,  to  meet  in  heaven. 

[Dies. 
Ojf.  Away,  away,  to  meet  the  queen's  great  power! 

[Here  they  bear  atcay  JiU  body.     Ejceunt. 

ScEif  E  III.    AnoVur  part  oftJic  field. 

Flourish.    Enter  King  Edward  in  triumph;  with  Glou- 
cester, Clarence,  and  tlie  rest, 

K.  Edw.  Tlius  far  our  fortune  keeps  an  upward  course, 
And  we  are  graced  with  wreaths  of  victorj'. 
But,  in  the  midst  of  this  bright-shining  day, 
I  spy  a  black,  suspicious,  threatening  cloud. 
That  will  encounter  with  our  glorious  sun, 
Ere  he  attain  his  easeful  western  bed: 
I  mean,  my  lords,  those  powers  that  the  queen 
Hath  raised  in  Gallia  have  arrived  our  coast 
And,  as  we  hear,  march  on  to  flght  with  us. 

Clar.  A  little  gale  will  soon  disperse  that  cloud  10 

And  blow  it  to  the  source  from  whence  it  came: 
The  very  beams  will  dry  those  vapours  up, 
For  every  cloud  engenders  not  a  storm. 

Oh.  I* he  queen  is  valued  thirty  thousand  strong. 
And  Somerset,  with  Oxford,  fled  to  her: 
If  she  have  time  to  breathe,  be  well  assured 
Her  faction  will  be  full  as  strong  as  ours. 

K.  Edw,  We  are  advertised  by  our  lovine  friends 
That  they  do  hold  their  course  toward  Tewksbury: 
We,  havmg  now  the  best  at  Bar  net  field,  20 

Will  thither  straight,  for  willingness  rids  way; 
And,  as  we  march,  our  strength  will  be  augmented . 
In  every  county  ns  we  go  along. 
Strike  up  the  drum;  cry  **  Courage!"  and  away.     [Exeunt. 

Scene  IV.    Plains  near  Tewksbury, 

MareJi,    Eni^r   Queen  Margaret,  Prince  Edward, 
Somerset,  Oxford,  and  soldiers. 

Q.  Mar.  Great  lords,  wise  men  ne'er  sit  and  wail  their 
loss, 
But  cheerly  seek  how  to  redress  their  harms. 
What  though  the  mast  be  now  blown  overboard, 
The  cable  broke,  the  holding-anchor  lost, 
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And  half  our  sailors  swallow'd  in  the  flood? 

Yet  Hves  our  pilot  still.     Is't  tnect  that  he 

Should  leave  the  helm  and  like  a  fearful  lad 

With  tearful  eyes  add  water  to  the  sea 

And  give  more  strength  to  that  which  hath  too  much, 

Whiles,  in  his  moan,  the  ship  splits  on  the  rock,  10 

Which  industry  and  courage  might  have  saved? 

Ah,  what  a  shame!  ah,  what  a  fault  were  this! 

Say  Warwick  was  our  anchor;  what  of  that? 

And  Montague  our  topmast;  what  of  him? 

Our  slaughter'd  friends  the*  tackles;  what  of  these? 

Why,  is  not  Oxford  here  another  anchor? 

And  Somerset  another  goodly  mast? 

The  friends  of  France  our  shrouds  and  tacklings? 

And,  though  unskilful,  why  not  Ned  and  I 

For  once  allow'd  the  skilful  pilot's  charge?  20 

We  will  not  from  the  helm  to  sit  and  weep, 

But  keep  our  course,  though  the  rough  wind  say  no. 

From  shelves  and  rocks  that  threaten  us  witli  wreck. 

As  good  to  chide  the  waves  as  spefdi  them  fair. 

And  what  is  Edward  but  a  ruthless  sea? 

What  Clarence  but  a  quicksand  of  deceit? 

And  Richard  but  a  ragged  fatal  rock? 

All  these  the  enemies  to  our  poor  bark. 

Say  you  can  swim;  alas,  'tis  but  a  while  I 

Tread  on  the  sand;  why,  there  you  quickly  sink:  SO 

Bestride  the  rock;  the  tide  will  wash  you  off, 

Or  else  you  famish;  that's  a  threefold  death. 

This  speak  I,  lords,  to  let  you  understand. 

If  case  some  one  of  you  would  fly  from  us, 

That  there's  no  hoped-for  mercy  with  the  brothers 

More  than  with  ruthless  waves,  with  sands  and  rocks. 

Why,  courage  then!  what  cannot  be  avoided 

'Twere  childish  weakness  to  lament  or  fear. 

Prince.  Methinks  a  woman  of  this  valiant  spirit 
Should,  if  a  coward  heard  her  speak  these  words,  40 

Infuse  his  breast  with  magnanimity 
'  And  make  him,  naked,  foil  a  man  at  arms. 
I  speak  not  this  as  doubting  any  here; 
For  did  I  but  suspect  a  fearful  man. 
He  should  h<ive  leave  to  go  away  betimes. 
Lest  in  our  need  he  might  infect  another 
And  make  him  of  like  spirit  to  himself. 
If  any  such  be  here — as  God  forbid! — 
Let  him^depart  before  we  need  his  help. 

Off.  Women  and  children  of  so  high  a  courage,         50 
And  wan-iors  faint!  why,  'twere  perpetual  shame. 
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0  brave  youDe  prince  I  thy  famous  grandfatlier 
Doth  live  agafa  in  thee:  loog  mayst  thou  live 
To  bear  his  image  and  renew  his  glories! 

Som.  And  he  that  will  net  fight  for  such  a  hope, 
Go  liome  to  bed,  and  like  the  owl  by  day, 
If  he  arise,  be  mock'd  and  wonder'a  at. 

Q,  Mar,  Thanks,  gentle  Somerset;  sweet  Oxford,  thanks. 

Prince.  And  take  liis  thanks  that  yet  hath  nothing  else. 

Enter  a  Messenger.  ^ 

JfdM.  Prepare  you,  lords,  for  Edward  is  at  hand,        60 
Ready  to  fight;  therefore  be  resolute. 

Oxf.  1  thought  no  less:  it  is  his  policy 
To  haste  thus  fast,  to  find  us  unprovided. 

Som.  But  he*8  deceived ;  we  are  in  readiness. 

O.  Mar.  .This  cheers  my  heart,  to  see  your  forwardness. 

Ojf.  Here  pitch  our  battle;  hence  we  will  not  budge. 

Flourish  aiid  inarch.    Enter  King  Edward,  Gloucester, 

Clakekce,  and  wldiei's. 

K,  Edit.  Brave  followers,  yonder  stands  the  thorny  wood. 
Which,  by  the  heavens'  assistance  and  >'Our  strength. 
Must  by  the  roots  be  hewn  up  yet  ere  night, 

1  need  not  add  more  fuel  to  5'our  fire,  70 
For  well  I  wot  ye  blaze  to  burn  them  out: 

Give  signal  to  the  fight,  and  to  it,  lords! 
Q.  Mar.  Lords,  knights,  and  gentlemen,  what  I  should 
say        ' 
My  tears  gainsay;  for  every  word  I  speak, 
Ye  see.  I  drink  the  water  of  mine  e3*es. 
Therefore,  no  more  but  this:  Henry,  your  sovereign, 
Is  prisoner  to  the  foe;  his  state  usurp'd. 
His  realm  a  slaughter-house,  his  subjects  slain, 
His  statutes  canceird  and  his  treasure  spent; 
And  yonder  is  the  wolf  that  makes  this  spoil.  80 

You  fight  in  justice:  then,  in  Qod*s  name,  lords* 
Be  valiant  and  give  signal  to  the  fight. 

[Alarum:  Retreat:  Exeursunu.    Exeunt. 

Scene  V.    A  notlver  part  of  t?ie  field. 

Flourish.  Enter  KfNo  Edward,  Glov cester,  Clarence, 
and  soldiers;  trith  Queen  31argaret,  Oxford,  and  Som- 
erset, prisoners. 

K.  Edw.  Now  here  a  period  of  tumultuous  broils. 
Away  with  Oxford  to  Hames  Castlo  straight: 
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For  Somerset,  off  with  his  guilty  head. 

Go,  bear  them  hence;  I  will  not  hear  them  speak. 

0^.  For  my  part,  I'll  Dot  trouble  thee  with  words. 

Bom.  Nor  If  Imt  stoop  with  patience  to  my  fortune. 

[Exeunt  Oxford  and  Somerset^  guarded. 

Q.  Mar.  60  part  we  sadly  in  this  troublous  world. 
To  meet  with  joy  in  sweet  Jerusalem.        ^ 

K.  Eiw.  Is  proclamation  made,  that  who  finds  Edward 
Shall  have  a  high  reward,  and  he  his  life?  10 

Olou.  It  is:  and  lo,  where  youthful  Edward  comes! 

Enter  soldiers^  with  PRracE  Edward. 

K.  Edic.  Bring  forth  the  gallant,  let  us  hear  him  speak. 
What!  can  so  youne  a  thorn  begin  to  prick? 
Edward,  what  satisfactioh  canst  thou  make 
For  bearing  arms,  for  stirring  up  my  subjects. 
And  all  tlie  trouble  thou  hast  turn'd  me  to? 

Prince.  Speak  like  a  subject,  proud  ambitious  York! 
Suppose  that  I  am  now  my  father's  mouth; 
lieslgn  thy  chair,  and  where  I  stand  kneel  thou, 
Whilst  I  propose  the  selfsame  words  to  thee,  20 

Which,  traitor,  thou  wouldst  have  me  answer  to. 

Q.  Mar.  Ah,  that  thy  father  had  been  so  resolved ! 

illovi.  That  you  might  still  have  worn  the  petticoat, 
And  ne'er  have  stol'n  the  breech  from  Lancaster 

Pri/tce.  Let  iBsop  fable  in  a  winter's  night; 
QU  currish  riddles  sort  not  with  this  place. 

Ohu.  By  heaven,  brat,  I'll  plague  ye  for  that  word. 

Q.  Mar.  Ay,  thou  wast  bom  to  be  a  plague  to  men. 

Glou.  For  God's  sake,  take  away  this  captive  scold.    29 

Prince.  Nay,  take  awav  this  scolding  cmokback  rather. 

K.  Edw.  Peace,  wilful  boy,  or  I  will  charm  your  tongue. 

CUir.  Untutor'd  lad,  thou  art  too  malapert. 

Prince.  I  know  my  duty;  you  are  all  undutiful: 
Lascivious  Edward,  and  thou  perjured  Gk^orge, 
And  thou  mis  shapon  Dick,  I  tell  ye  all 
I  am  your  better,  traitors  as  ye  are: 
And  thou  usurp'st  my  father  s  right  and  mine.  * 

K.  Edw.  Take  that,  thou  likeness  of  this  railer  here. 

[Stabe  him. 

Glou.  Sprawl'st  thou?  take  that,  to  end  thy  agony. 

\8tab9  him. 

Clar.  And  there's  for  twitting  me  with  perjury. 

[Stabs  him.    40 

0.  Mar.  O,  kill  me  too! 

wou.  Marry,  and  shall.  [Qffen  to  kiU  her. 
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K,  Sdw.  Hold,  Richard,  hold;  for  wc  have  done  too- 
much. 

OJou,  Why  should  she  live,  to  fill  the  world  with  words? 

if.  Edw,  What,   doth  she  swoon?  use  means  for  her 
recovery. 

Olou,  Clarence,  excuse  me  to  the  king  my  brother; 
ril  hence  to  London  on  a  serious  matter.* 
Ere  ye  come  there,  be  sure  to  hear  some  news. 

Clar,  What?  what? 

OUm,  The  Tower,  the  Tower.  [Exit.  50 

Q.  Mar.  O  Ned,  sweet  Ned!  speak  to  thy  mother,  boy! 
Canst  thou  not  speak?    O  traitors!  murderers  1 
They  tliat  stabbed  Caesar  shed  no  blood  at  all. 
Bid  not  offend,  nor  Mrpre  not  wortliy  blame. 
If  this  foul  deed  were  by  to  equal  it: 
He  was  a  man:  this,  in  respect,  a  child; 
And  men  ne'er  spend  their  fury  on  a  child: 
What^s  worse  than  murderer,  that  I  may  name  it? 
No,  no,  my  heart  will  burst,  an  if  I  speak: 
And  I  will  speak,  that  so  mv  heart  may  burst.  60 

Butchers  and  villains!  bloody  cannibals! 
How  sweet  a  plant  have  you  untimely  cropp*d! 
You  have  no  children,  butchers!  if  ^ou  had. 
The  thought  of  them  would  have  stirr'd  up  remorse: 
But  if  you  ever  chance  to  have  a  child. 
Look  in  his  youth  to  have  him  so  cut  off 
As,  deathsmen,  you  have  rid  this  sweet  young  prince! 

K.  Edw.  Away  with  her;  go.  bear  her  hence  perforce.- 

Q.  Mar.  Nay,  never  bear  me  hence,  dispatch  me  here; 
Here  sheathe  thy  sword,  Til  pardon  thee  my  death :        70 
Whnt,  wilt  thou  not?  then,  Clarence,  do  it  thou 

C^r.  By  heaven,  I  will  not  do  thee  so  much  ease. 

Q.  Mar.  Good  Clarence,  do;  sweet  Clarence,  do  thou 
do  it. 

Clar.  Didst  thou  not  hear  me  swear  I  would  not  do  it? 

Q.  Mar.  Ay,  but  thou  usest  to  forswear  thyself: 
*Twas  sin  before,  but  now  'tis  charity. 
What,  wilt  thou  not?  Wliere  is  that  devil's  butcher, 
Hard-favour'd  Richard?  Richard,  where  art  thou? 
Thou  art  not  here:  murder  is  thy  alms-deed; 
Petitioners  for  blood  thou  ne*er  put'st  back.  80 

K.  Edte.  Away,  I  say ;  I  charge  ye,  bear  her  hence. 

Q.  Mar.  So  come  to  you  and  yours,  as  to  this  prince! 

[Ejcit,  led  out  forcibly. 

K.  Edw.  Where's  Richard  gone? 

Clar.  To  London,  all  in  post;  and,  as  I  guess, 
To  make  a  bloody  supper  in  the  Tower. 
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K.  Bdw.  He's  sudden,  if  a  thing  comes  in  his  Jiead. 
Now  march  we  lience:  discharge  ihe  common  sort 
With  pay  and  thanks,  and  let's  away  to  London 
And  sec  our  gentle  queen  how  well  she  fares: 
By  this,  I  hope,  she  liath  a  son  for  me.  [Exeunt     00 


SCENK  VI.    London,     The  Tower, 

Enter  Kino  Hbnkt  and  Gloucester,  with  the  Lieutenant/ 

on  the  toalU, 
*   

Glou.  Good  day,  my  lord.    What,  at  vourbook  so  hard? 

K.  lien.  Ay,  my  good  lord : — my  lord,  I  should  say  rather ; 
Tis  sin  to  flatter;  "good"  was  little  better: 
"Good  Gloucester"  and  "good  devil "  were  alike. 
And  both  preposterous;  therefore,  not  "go<Jd  lord." 

Glou.  Sirrah,  leave  us  to  ourselves:  we  must  confer. 

[Exit  Lieutenant, 

K.  Hen,  So  flies  the  reckless  shepherd  from  the  wolf; 
So  first  the  harmless  sheep  doth  yield  his  fleece 
And  next  his  throat  unto  the  butcher*s  knife. 
What  scene  of  death  hath  Roscius  now  to  act?  10 

Olou.  Suspicion  always  haunts  the  guilty  mind; 
The  thief  doth  fear  each  bush  an  ofilcer. 

K.  Hen,  The  bird  that  hath  been  limed  in  a  bush, 
With  trembling  wings  misdoubteth  every  bush; 
And  I,  the  hapless  male  to  one  sweet  bird, 
Have  now  the  fatal  object  in  my  eye 
Where  nay  poor  young  was  limed,  was  caught  and  kilVd. 

Glou.  Why.  what  a  peevish  fool  was  that  of  Crete, 
That  taught  his  son  the  office  of  a  fowll 
And  yet,  for  all  his  wings,  the  fool  was  drown'd.  20 

K.  Hen.  I,  Doedalus;  my  poor  boy,  Icarus; 
Thy  father,  Minos,  that  denied  our  course; 
The  sun  that  sear'd  the  wings  of  my  sweet  boy 
Thy  brother  Edward,  and  thyself  the  sea 
Whose  envious  gulf  did  swallow  up  his  life. 
Ah,  kill  me  with  thy  weapon,  not  with  words! 
My  breast  can  better  brook  thy  dagger's  point 
Than  can  my  cars  that  tragic  history. 
But  wherefore  dost  thou  come?  is*t  for  my  life? 

Glou,  Think*st  thou  I  am  an  executioner?  80 

K.  Hen,  A  persecutor,  I  am  sure,  thou  art: 
If  murdering  innocents  be  executing, 
Why,  then  thou  art  an  executioner. 

ijlou.  Thy  son  I  kiU'd  for  his  presumption, 
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K,  Hen,  Hadst  thou  been  kill*d  when  first  thou  didst 
presume, 
Thou  hadst  not  lived  to  kill  a  son  of  mine. 
And  thus  I  proplicsy,  that  many  a  thousand. 
Which  now  mistrust  no  parcel  of  my  fear, 
And  mauy  an  old  man's  sigh  and  many  a  widow's, 
And  many  an  orphan's  water-standing  eye'—  46 

Men  for  their  sons,  wives  for  their  husbands. 
And  orphans  for  their  parents'  timeless  death — 
Shall  rue  the  hour  that  ever  thou  wast  born. 
The  owl  shriek'd  at  thy  birth, — an  evil  sign ; 
The  night-crow  cried,  aboding  luckless  time; 
Dogs  howl'd,  and  hideous  tempest  shook  down  trees; 
Tlic  raven  rook'd  her  on  the  chimney's  top, 
And  chattering  pies  in  dismal  discords  sung. 
Tliy  mother  felt  more  than  a  mother's  pain, 
And  yet  brought  forth  less  than  a  mother's  hope,  30 

To  wit,  an  indigested  and  deformed  lump. 
Not  like  the  fruit  of  such  a  goodly  tree. 
Teeth  hadst  thou  in  thy  head  when  thou  wast  born, 
To  signify  thou  earnest  to  bite  the  world: 
And,  if  the  rest  be  true  which  I  have  heard. 
Thou  camest — 

Qlou.  I'll  hearno  more:  die,  prophet,  in  thy  speech: 

[Stah9  htm. 
For  this,  amongst  the  rest,  was  I  ordain*d. 

K.  Hen.  Ay,  and  for  much  more  slaughter  after  this. 
O,  God  forgive  my  sins,  and  pardon  thee!  [Diea.    60 

Glou.  What,  will  the  aspiring  blood  of  Lancaster 
Sink  in  the  ground?    I  thought  it  would  have  mounted. 
See  how  my  sword  weeps  for  the  poor  king's  death! 

0,  may  such  purple  tears  be  alway  shed 

From  those  that  wish  the  downfall  of  our  housel 

If  any  snark  of  life  be  yet  remaining, 

Down,  aown  to  hell;  and  say  I  sent  thee  thither: 

[Siala  him  again. 

1,  that  have  neither  pity,  love,  nor  fear. 
Indeed,  'tis  true  that  Henry  told  me  of; 

For  I  have  often  heard  my  mother  say  TO 

I  came  into  the  world  with  my  legs  forward: 

Had  I  not  reason,  think  ye,  to  make  haste, 

And  seek  their  ruin  that  usurp'd  our  right? 

The  midwife  wonder'd  and  the  women  cried 

*'  O,  Jesus  bless  us,  he  is  born  with  teeth!" 

And  so  I  was;  which  plainly  signified 

That  I  should  snarl  and  bite  and  play  the  dog. 

Then,  since  th«  heavens  have  shaped  my  bod>'  so. 
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Let  hell  make  crook'd  my  mind  to  answer  it. 

I  have  no  brother,  I  am  like  no  brother;  80 

And  this  word  *'  love,"  which  greybeards  call  divine, 

Be  resident  in  men  like  one  another 

And  not  in  me.  I  am  myself  alone. 

Chirence,  beware;  thou  keep*st  me  from  the  light: 

But  I  will  sort  a  pitchy  day  for  thee; 

For  I  will  buz  abroad  such  prophecies 

That  Edward  shall  be  fearful  of  his  life, 

And  then,  to  purge  his  fear.  1*11  be  thy  death. 

King  Henry  and  the  prince  his  son  are  gone: 

Clarence,  thy  turn  Is  next,  and  then  the  rest,  90 

Counting  myself  hut  bad  till  I  be  best. 

I'll  throw  thy  body  in  another  room 

And  triumph,  Henry,  in  thy  day  of  doom. 

[Exit  with  the  body. 

Scene  VII.    London.    Tlu  palace, 

Flourish.  Enter  Kino  Edw^akd,  Queen  Elizabetu, 
Clarence.  Qloucester.  Hastings,  a  Nurse  with  t/i6 
young  Prinee,  and  Attendants. 

K.  Edw.  Once  more  we  sit  in  England's  royal  throne. 
Re-purchased  with  the  blood  of  enemies.  • 
What  valiant  foemen,  like  to  autumn's  com. 
Have  we  mow'd  down  in  tops  of  all  their  pride! 
Three  Dukes  of  Somerset,  threefold  renown*d 
For  hardy  and  undoubted  champions; 
Two  Cliffords,  as  the  father  and  the  son. 
And  two  Northumberlands;  two  braver  men 
Ne'er  spurred  their  coursers  at  the  trumpet's  sound ; 
With  them,  the  two  brave  bears,  Warwick  and  Montague,  10 
That  in  their  chains  fetter'd  the  kingly  lion 
And  made  the  forest  tremble  wlien  they  roar'd. 
Tlius  have  we  swept  suspicion  from  our  seat 
And  made  our  footstool  of  security. 
Come  hither,  Bess,  and  let  me  kiss  my  boy. 
Yoiin^  Ned,  for  thee,  thine  uncles  and  myself 
Have  m  our  armours  walch'd  the  winter's  night. 
Went  all  afoot  in  summer's  scalding  heat, 
That  thou  niii^htst  repossess  the  crowh  in  peace; 
And  of  our  labours  thou  shalt  reap  the  ^in.  20 

Olou.  [Aside]  I'll  blast  his  harvest,  if  your  head  were 
laid: 
For  yet  I  am  not  look'd  on  in  the  world. 
This  shoulder  was  ordain'd  so  thick  to  heavo; 
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And  heave  it  shall  some  weight,  or  break  my  back: 
Work  thou  the  way, — and  thou  shalt  execute. 

K.  Edw,  Clarence  and  Gloucester,  love  my  lorely  queen; 
And  kissyour  princely  nephew,  brothers  both. 

Clar.  The  duly  that  I  owe  unto  your  majesty 
I  seal  upon  the  lips  of  this  sweet  babe. 

Q.   Eliz,    Thanks,    noble    Clarence;    worthy   brolhcT, 
thanks.  80 

Glou.    And,  tliat  I  love  the  tree    from  whence  thou 
sprang'st. 
Witness  the  loving  kiss  I  give  the  fruit 
[A9ide\  To  sav  tlie  tnith,  so  Judas  kiss'd  his  master. 
And  cried  "all  hail!"  when  as  he  meant  all  harm. 

K,  Edw.  Now  am  I  seated  as  my  soul  delights. 
Having  my  country's  peace  and  brothers'  loves. 

Clar,  What  will  your  grace  have  done  with  Margaret? 
Heignier,  her  father,  to  the  king  of  Franco 
HaUi  pawn'd  the  Sicils  and  Jerusalem,  40 

And  hither  have  they  sent  it  for  her  ransom. 

K,  Edw,  Away  with  her,  and  waft  her  hence  to  France. 
And  now  what  rests  but  that  we  spend  the  time 
With  stately  triumphs,  mirthful  comic  shows. 
Such  as  bents  the  pleasure  of  the  court? 
Sound  drums  and  trumpets!  farewell  sour  annoy! 
For  here,  I  hope,  begins  our  lasting  joy.  [EM^nU 
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ACT  I. 

Scene  I.    London.    Afreet, 

Enter  Richard,  Duke  of  Gloucester,  boIus, 

Olou,  Now  is  the  winter  of  our  discontent 
Made  glorious  summer  by  this  sun  of  York; 
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And  all  the  clouds  that  lour'd  upon  our  house 

In  the  deep  bosom  of  the  ocean  buried. 

Now  are  our  brows  bound  with  victorious  wreaths; 

Our  bruised  arms  hung  up  for  monuments; 

Our  stern  alarums  chang<Ml  to  merry  meetings. 

Our  dreadful  marches  to  delightful  measures. 

Grim-visaged  war  hath  smootli'd  his  wrinkled  front; 

And  now,  instead  of  mounting  barbed  steeds  10 

To  fright  the  souls  of  fearful  adversaries, 

He  capers  nimbly  in  a  lady's  chamber 

To  the  lascivious  pleasing  of  a  lute. 

But  I,  that  am  not  shaped  for  sportive  tricks, 

Nor  made  to  court  an  amorous  looking-glass;- 

I,  that  am  rudely  stamp'd,  and  want  love's  majesty 

To  strut  before  a  wanton  ambling  nymph; 

I,  that  am  curtail'd  of  this  fair  prot>ortion, 

Cheated  of  feature  bv  dissembling  nature, 

Deform'd,  unfinish'd,  sent  before  mv  time  20 

Into  this  breathing  world,  scarce  half  made  up. 

And  that  so  lamely  and  unfashionable 

That  dogs  bark  at  me  as  I  halt  by  them ; 

Why,  I,  in  this  weak  piping  time  of  peace. 

Have  no  delight  to  pass  away  the  time. 

Unless  to  spy  my  shadow  in  the  ^m 

And  descant  oa  mine  own  deformity: 

And  therefore,  since  I  cannot  prove  a  lover, 

To  entertain  these  fair  well-spoken  days, 

I  am  determined  to  prove  a  villain  80 

And  hate  the  idle  pleasures  of  these  days. 

Plots  have  I  laid,  inductions  dangerous, 

By  drunken  prophecies,  libels' and  dreams^ 

To  set  my  brother  Clarence  and  the  king 

In  deadly  hate  the  one  against  the  other: 

And  if  King  Edward  be  as  true  and  just 

As  I  am  subtle,  false  and  treacherous, 

This  day  should  Clarence  closely  be  mew'd  up, 

At)Out  a  prophecy,  which  says  that  G 

Of  Edward's  heirs  the  murderer  shall  be.  4G 

Dive,  thoughts,  down  to  my  soul:  here  Clarence  comes. 

Enter  Clarence,  guarded,  and  Brakenbuby. 

Brother,  good  day:  what  means  this  armed  guard 
That  waits  upon  your  grace? 

Clar.  His  majesty, 

Tenderinff  my  person's  safety,  hath  appointed 
This  conduct  to  convey  me  to  the  Tower. 

Olou,  Upon  what  cause? 
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dar.  Because  mj  name  is  George. 

Olou.  Alack,  my  lord,  that  fault  is  none  of  yours; 
He  siiould,  for  that,  commit  your  godfatliers: 
O,  belike  his  majesty  hath  some  intent 
That  you  shall  ho  new-christen'd  in  the  Tower.  50 

But  what's  the  matter,  Clarence?  may  I  know? 

Cliir.  Yea,  Richard,  wlien  I  know;  for  I  protest    * 
As  yet  I  do  not:  but,  as  I  can  learn. 
He  liearkens  after  prophecies  and  dreams; 
And  from  the  cross  row  plucks  the  letter  Q, 
And  says  a  wizard  told  him  that  by  Q 
His  issue  disinherited  should  be; 
And,  for  my  name  of  George  begins  with  G, 
It  follows  in  his  thought  that  I  am  he. 
These,  as  I  learn,  and  such  like  toys  as  these   '  00 

Have  moved  his  highness  to  commit  me  now. 

Olou.  Why,  this  it  is,  when  men  are  ruled  by  women : 
Tis  not  the  king  that  sends  you  to  the  Tower; 
My  Lady  Grey  his  wife,  Clarence,  'tis  she 
That  tempers  him  to  this  extremity. 
Was  it  not  she  and  that  good  man  of  worship, 
Anthony  Woodville,  her  brother  there. 
That  made  him  send  Lord  Hastings  to  the  Tower, 
From  whence  this  present  day  he  is  deliver'd?' 
We  are  not  safe,  Clarence ;  we  are  not  safe.  70 

Clar,  By  heaven.  I  think  there's  no  man  is  secure 
But  the  Queen's  kindred  and  night- walking  heralds 
That  trudge  betwixt  the  king  and  Mistress  Shore. 
Heard  ye  not  what  an  humble  suppliant 
Lord  Hastings  was  to  her  for  his  delivery? 

Glou.  Humbly  complaining  to  her  deity 
Got  my  lord  chamberlain  his  liberty. 
I'll  tell  you  what;  I  think  it  is  our  way. 
If  we  will  keep  in  favour  with  the  king. 
To  be  her  men  and  wear  her  livery:  80 

The  jealous  o'erworn  widow  and  herself, 
Since  that  our  brother  dubb'd  them  gentlewomen. 
Are  mighty  gossips  in  this  monarchy. 

Bfak.  I  breech  your  graces  both  to  pardon  me; 
His  majesty  hath  straitly  given  in  charge 
That  no  man  shall  have  private  conference. 
Of  what  degree  soever,  with  his  brother. 

Olou.  Even  so;  an't  please  your  worship,  Bntkenbury, 
You  may  partake  of  any  thing  we  sav: 
We  speak  no  treason,  man :  we  say  tlie  king  90 

Is  wise  and  virtuous,  and  his  noble  queen 
Well  struck  in  years,  fair^  and  not  jealous; 
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We  say  that  Shore's  wife  hath  a  pretty  foot, 
A  cherry  lip,  a  bonny  eye,  a  passing  pleasing  tongue; 
And  that  the  queen's  kindred  are  made  gentlefolks: 
How  say  vou,  sir?  can  you  deny  all  this? 

Brak.  "ftTith  this,  my  lord,  myself  have  nought  to  do. 

Olou,  Nought  to  do  with  Mistress  Shore!  "l  tell  thee, 
fellow, 
He  that  doth  naught  with  her,  excepting  one. 
Were  best  he  do  it  secretly,  alone.  100 

Brak.  What  one,  my  lord? 

Olou,  Her  husband,  knave:  wouldst  thou  lietray  me? 

Brak,  I  beseech  your  grace  to  pai-don  me,  and  withal 
Forbear  vour  conference  wiih  the  noble  duke. 

Clar.  W#  know  thy  charge,  Brakenbury,  and  will  obcj'. 

Olou,  We  are  the  queen's  abjects,  and  must  obey. 
Brother,  farewell:  I  will  unto  the  kin^; 
And  whatsoever  you  will  employ  me  m, 
Were  it  to  call  King  Edward's  widow  sister, 
I  will  perform  it  to  enfranchise  you.  110 

Meantime,  this  deep  disgrace  in' brotherhood 
Touches  me  deeper  than  you  can  imagine. 

Glar,  I  know  it  plcascth  neither  of  us  well. 

Olou.  Well,  your  imprisonment  shall  not  be  long; 
I  will  deliver  you,  or  else  lie -for  you: 
Meantime,  have  patience. 

Clar,  I  must  perforce.    Farewell. 

[Ekteitnt  Clarence,  Brakenbury,  and  Oitard. 

Olou.  Go,  trend  the  path  that  thou  shalt  ne'er  return, 
Simple,  plain  Clurencel    I  do  love  thee  so. 
That  I  will  shortly  send  thy  soul  to  heaven. 
If  heaven  will  take  the  present  at  our  hands.  120 

But  who  comes  here?  the  new-delivcr'd  Hastings? 

Enter  Lord  IIabtinob. 

Hast,  Good  time  of  day  unto  my  gracious  lord! 

Olou.  (\.8  much  unto  my  good  lord  chamberlain! 
Well  are  you  welcome  to  the  open  air. 
How  hath  your  lordship  brook  d  imprisonment? 

HaM.  With  patience,  noble  lord,  as  prisoners  must: 
But  I  shall  live,  my  lord,  to  give  them  thanks 
That  Were  the  cause  of  my  imprisonment. 

Oloa.  No  doubt,  no  doubt;  and  sr)  shall  Clarence  too; 
For  they  that  were  your  enemies  are  his,  180 

And  have  prevailed  as  much  on  him  as  you. 

Hast.  More  pity  that  the  eagle  should  be  mew'd, 
While  kites  and  buzzards  prey  at  liberty. 

Olou,  What  news  abroad? 
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Hast.  No  news  so  had  abroad  as  this  at  home; 
The  king  is  sickly,  "vvcak  and  melancholy, 
And  his  physicians  fear  him  mightily. 

Olau,  Now,  by  Saint  Paul,  this  news  is  bad  indeed. 
O,  lie  hath  kept  an  evil  diet  long. 

And  overmuch  consumed  his  royal  person:  140 

*Tis  very  grievous  to  be  thought  upon. 
What,  is  he  in  his  bed? 

Hast.  He  is. 

Olou.  Go  you  before,  and  I  will  follow  you. 

[Exit  Hastings. 
He  cannot  live,  I  hope ;  and  must  not  die 
Till  George  be  pack'd  with  post-horse  up  to  heaven. 
I'll  in,  to  urge  his  hatred  more  to  Clarence, 
With  lies  well  steel'd  with  weighty  arguments; 
And,  if  I  fail  not  in  my  deep  intent, 
Clarence  huth  not  another  day  to  live:  150 

Which  done.  God  t^ike  King  Edward  to  his  mercy. 
And  leave  the  world  for  me  to  bustle  in! 
For  then  IMl  marry  Warwick's  youngest  daughter. 
What  though  I  kill'd  her  husband  and  her  fsitiier? 
The  readiest  way  to  make  the  wench  amends 
Is  to  become  her  husband  and  her  father: 
Tiie  which  will  I;  not  all  so  much  for  love 
As  for  another  secret  close  intent, 
By  marrying  her  which  I  must  reach  unto. 
But  yet  I  run  before  my  horse  to  market :  160 

Clarence  still  breathes;  Edward  still  lives  and  reigns: 
When  they  are  gone,  then  must  1  count  my  gains.     [Exit, 

Scene  II.     U he  same.    Another  street. 

Enter  the  corpse  o/Kino  Henry  the  Sixth.  Gentlemen  with 
haiberds  to  guard  it;  Lady  Annb  being  t/ie  mourner. 

Anne.  Set  down,  set  down  your  honourable  load. 
If  honour  may  be  shrouded  in  a  hearse, 
Whilst  I  awhile  obsequiously  lament 
The  untimely  fall  of  virtuous  Lancaster. 
Poor  key  cold  tigure  of  a  holy  king! 
Pale  ashes  of  the  house  of  Lancaster! 
Thou  bloodless  remnant  of  that  royal  blood! 
Be  it  lawful  that  I  invocate  thy  ghost, 
To  hear  the  lamentations  of  poor  Anne. 
Wife  to  thy  Edward,  to  thy  slaughter'd  son,  10 

Stabb'd  by  the  selfsame  hand  that  made  these  wounds  I 
Lo,  in  these  windows  that  let  forth  thy  life, 
I  pour  the  helpless  balm  of  my  poor  eyes. 
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Cursed  be  the  band  that  made  these  fatal  holes  I 

Cursed  be  the  heart  that  had  the  heart  to  do  it! 

Cursed  the  blood  that  let  this  blood  from  hence  I 

More  direful  hap  belide  that  hated  wretch, 

That  makes  us  wretched  by  the  death  of  thee, 

Tlian  I  can  wish  to  adders,  spiders,  toads, 

Or  any  creeping  venom'd  thing  that  lives!  20 

If  ever  he  have  child,  abortive  be  it, 

Prodigious,  and  untimely  brought  to  light. 

Whose  ugly  and  unnatural  aspect  .    * 

May  fright  the  hopeful  mother  at  the  view ; 

And  that  be  heir  to  his  unhappincss! 

If  ever  he  have  wife,  let  her  be  made 

As  miserable  by  the  death  of  him 

As  I  am  made  by  my  poor  lord  and  thee! 

Come,  now  towards  Chertsey  with  your  holy  load. 

Taken  from  Pauls  to  be  interred  there;  80 

And  still,  as  you  are  weary  of  the  weight, 

Rest  you,  whiles  I  liiment"King  Henry's  corse. 

Elite}'  Gloucester. 

Glou,  Stay,  j-ou  that  bear  the  corse,  and  set  it  down. 

Anne,  What  black  magician  conjures  up  this  fiend, 
To  stop  devoted  charitable  deeds? 

Glou.  Villains,  set  down  the  corse;  or,  by  Saint  Paul, 
I'll  make  a  corse  of  him  that  disobeys. 

OeiU,  My  lord,  stsmd  back,  and  let  the  coflln  pass. 

Ohu,  Unmanner'd  dog!  stand  thou,  when  I  command: 
Advance  thy  halberd  higher  than  my  breast,  40 

Or,  by  Saint  Paul,  I'll  strike  thee  to  my  foot, 
And  spurn  upon  thee,  beggar,  for  thy  boldness. 

Anne,  What,  do  you  tremble?  arc  you  all  afraid? 
Alas,  I  blame  you  not;  for  vou  are  mortal. 
And  mortal  eyes  cannot  endure  the  devil. 
Avaunt,  thou  dreadful  minister  of  hell! 
Thou  hadst  but  power  over  his  mortal  body, 
His  soul  thou  canst  not  have;  therefore,  be  gone. 

Olou,  Sweet  saint,  for  charity,  be  not  so  curst. 

Anne.  Foul  devil,  for  God's  sake,  hence,  and  trouble  us 
not;  50 

For  thou  hast  made  the  happy  earth  thy  hell, 
Fill'd  it  with  cursing  cries  and  deep  exclaims. 
If  thou  delight  to  view  thy  heinous  deeds, 
Behold  this  pattern  of  thy  butcheries. 
O,  gentlemen,  see,  see!  dead  Henry's  wounds 
Open  their  congeal'd  mouths  and  l)leed  afreshi 
Blush,  blush,  thou  lump  of  foul  deformity; 
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For  'tis  thy  presence  that  exhales  this  blood 

From  cold  and  empty  veins,  "where  no  blood  dwells; 

Thy  deed,  inhuman  and  unnatural,  60 

Provokes  this  deluge  most  unnatural. 

O  God,  which  this  blood  madest,  revenge  his  death! 

O  earth,  which  this  blood  drink*8t,  revenge  his  death! 

Either  heaven  with  lightning  strike  the  murderer  dead, 

Or  earth,  gape  open  wide  and  eat  him  quick, 

As  thou  dost  swallow  up  this  good  kind's  blood. 

Which  his  hell-govern 'd  arm  hath  butchered! 

Qlou,  Lady,  you  know  no  rules  of  charity, 
"Which  renders  good  for  bad,  blessings  for  curses. 

Anjie.  Villain,  thou  know*st  no  law  of  God  nor  man: 
No  beast  so  fierce  but  knows  some  touch  of  pity.  71 

Qlou,  But  I  know  none,  and  therefore  am  no  beast. 

Ann^.  O  wonderful,  when  devils  tell  the  truth! 

Qlou.  More  wonderful,  when  angels  are  so  angry. 
Vouchsafe,  divine  perfection  of  a  woman, 
Of  these  supposed  evils,  to  give  me  leave. 
By  circumstance,  but  to  acquit  mj'sdf. 

Anne,  Vouchsafe,  defused  infection  of  a  man. 
For  these  known  evils,  but  to  give  me  leave. 
By  circumstance,  to  curse  thy  cursed  self.  80 

Oloa.  Fairer  than  tongue  can  name  thee,  let  me  have 
Some  patient  leisure  to  excuse  myself. 

Anne.  Fouler  than  heart  can   think  thee,  thou  canst 
make 
No  excuse  current,  but  to  hang  thyself. 

Glou,  By  such  despair,  I  should  accuse  m^-self. 

Anrt'C.  And,  by  despairing,  shouldst  thou  stand  excused; 
For  doin^  worthy  vengeance  on  thyself. 
Which  didst  unworthy  slaughter  upon  others. 

Qlou.  Say  that  I  slew  them  not? 

Anne.  Why,  then  they  are  not  dead; 

But  dead  thev  arc,  and,  devilish  slave,  by  thee.  90 

Qlou.  I  diu  not  kill  your  husband. 

Anne.  Whv,  then  he  is  alive. 

Qlou.  Nay.  he  is  dead,  and  slain  by  fid  ward's  hand. 

Anne.  In  thy  foul  throat  thou  liest:    Queen  Margaret 
saw 
Thy  murderous  falchion  smoking  in  his  blood; 
The  w^ich  tliou  once  didst  bend  against  her  breast, 
But  that  thy  brothers  bent  aside  the  point. 

Glou.  I  was  provoked  by  her  slanderous  tongue. 
Which  laid  their  guilt  upon  my  guiltless  shoulders. 

Anne.  Thou  wast  provoked  b}'  thy  bloody  mind, 
Which  never  dreamt  on  aught  but  butcheries;  100 

611 AK.  ir. — 10 


678  KING  RICHARD  IIL  [act  l 

Didst  thou  not  kill  this  king? 

Glou,  I  grant  yc. 

Anne,  Dost  grant  me,  liedgehog?  Ihcn,  God  grant  me 
too 
Thou  mayst  be  damned  for  that  wicked  deed  I 
O,  he  was  gentle,  mild,  and  virtuous  I 

Glou.  The  filter  for  the  King  of  heaven,  that  hath  him. 

Anne,  He  is  in  heaven,  where  thou  shalt  never  come. 

Gloxi,  Let  him  thank  me,  that  holp  to  send  him  thither; 
For  he  was  fitter  for  tliat  place  than  earth. 

Anne.  And  thou  unfit  for  any  place  hut  hell. 

GUnt.  Yes,  one  place  else,  if  you  will  hear  mo  came  it. 

Anne,  Some  dungeon.  Ill 

GUni,  Tour  hed-chambcY. 

Anne.  Ill  rest  betide  the  chamber  where  thou  liestl 

Glou.  So  will  it,  madam,  till  I  lie  with  you. 

Anne.  I  hope  sO. 

Glou,  I  know  50.     But,  gentle  Lady  Anne, 

To  leave  this  keen  encounter  of  our  wits. 
And  fall  somewhat  into  a  slower  method. 
Is  not  the  causer  of  the  timeless  deaths 
Of  these  Plantaircuets,  Henry  and  Edward, 
As  blameful  as  the  executioner? 

Anne.  Thou  art  the  cause,  and  most  accursed  effect. 

Glmi,  Your  beauty  was  the  cause  of  that  effect;  121 

Your  beauty,  which  did  haunt  me  in  my  sleep 
To  undertake  the  death  of  all  the  world, 
So  I  might  live  one  hour  in  your  sweet  bosom. 

Anne.  If  I  thought  that,  I  tell  thee,  homicide, 
These  nails  should  rend  that  beauty  from  my  checks, 

Glou.  These  eyes  could  never  endure  sweet  beauty's 
wTcck ; 
You  should  not  blemish  it,  if  I  stood  by: 
As  all  the  world  is  cheered  by  the  sun, 
So  I  by  that;  it  is  my  day,  my  life.  180 

Anne.  Black  night  o'erehade  thy  dav,  and  death  thy 
life  I 

Glou.  CurKc  not  thyself,  fair  crcTiture;  thou  art  both. 

Anne.  I  would  I  were,  to  be  revenged  on  thee. 

Glou.  It  is  a  quarrel  most  unnatural, 
To  be  revenged  on  him  that  lovelh  yon. 
N    Anne.  It  is  a  quarrel  just  and  reasonable,  • 

To  be  revenged  on  him  that  slew  my  husband. 

Glou.  He  "that  bereft  thee,  lady,  of  thy  husband. 
Did  it  to  help  thee  to  a  l)etter  husband. 

Anne.  His  better  doth  not  breathe  upon  the  earth.     140 

Glou,  He  lives  that  loves  thee  better  than  he  could. 
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Anne.  Name  him. 

GtoH.  Plantagcnet. 

Aii/ie.  Why,  thnl  was  he. 

GioH.  The  selfsame  name,  but  one  of  better  nature. 

An  lie.  Where  is  he? 

Glou.  Here.     [Slie  spitteih  at  Jitm.]    Why 

dost  thou  spit  at  me? 

A/V16.  Woulil  it  were  mortal  poison,  for  thy  sake  I 

Glou.  Never  camj  poison  from  so  sweet  a  place. 

Anne.  Never  hung  poison  on  a  fouler  toad. 
Out  of  my  sight!  thou  dost  infect  my  eyes. 

Glou.  Tliine  eyes,  sweet  hidy,  have  infected  mine.     150 

Anns.  Would  they  were  basilisks,  to  strike  thee  dead ! 

GUj'i.  I  would  they  were,  that  I  might  die  at  once; 
For  now  they  kill  me  with  a  living  death. 
Those  eyes  of  thine  from  mine  have  drawn  salt  tears. 
Shamed  their  aspect  with  store  of  childish  drops: 
These  eyes,  which  never  shed  remorseful  tear, 
No,  when  my  father  York  and  Edward  wept. 
To  hear  ttie  piteous  moan  that  Rutland  made 
When  black- faced  Clifford  shook  his  sword  at  him; 
Nor  when  thy  warlike  father,  like  a  child,  160 

Told  the  sad  story  of  my  father's  death, 
And  twenty  times  made  p^iuse  to  sob  and  weep. 
That  all  the  standers-by  had  wet  their  cheeks. 
Like  trees  bedash \l  wilh  rain:  in  that  and  time 
My  manly  eyes  did  scorn  an  liumble  tear; 
Aud  what  these  sorrows  could  not  thence  exhale. 
Thy  beauty  hath,  and  made  them  blind  with  weeping. 
I  never  sued  to  friend  nor  enemy; 
My  tongue  could  never  learn  sweet  smoothing  words; 
But,  now  thy  beauty  is  proposed  my  fee,  170 

My  proud  heart  sues  and  prompts  mv  tongue  to  speak. 

]8?ie  looks  dcornfuUy  at  him. 
Teach  not  thy  lips  such  scorn,  for  they  were  made 
For  kissing,  lady,  not  for  such  contempt. 
If  thy  revengeful  heart  cannot  forgive, 
Lo.  here  I  lend  thee  this  sharp-pointed  sword; 
Which  if  thou  please  to  hide  m  this  true  bosom. 
And  let  the  soul  forth  that  adorcth  thee, 
I  lay  it  naked  to  the  deadly  stroke, 
And  humbly  bc^  the  death  upon  my  knee. 

\He  lays  his  breast  open:  she  offers  at  it  with  his  etwrd. 
Nay,  do  not  pause;  for  I  did  kill  King  Henr}',  180 

But  'twas  thy  beauty  that  provoked  me. 
Nay,  now  dispatch;  'twas  I  that  stabb'd  young  Edward, 
But  'twos  thy  heavenly  face  that  set  mc  on. 

[Here  she  leisfaU  the  sword. 


^ 
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Take  up  the  sword  again,  or  take  up  me. 

Anne.  Arise,  dissembler:  though  I  wish  thy  death, 
I  will  not  be  the  executioner. 

Qlou.  Then  bid  me  kill  myself,  and  I  will  do  it. 

Anne.  I  have  already. 

Glou.  Tush,  that  was  in  thy  rage: 

Speak  it  again,  and,  even  with  the  word. 
That  hand,  which,  for  thy  love,  did  kill  thy  love,  ICO 

Shall,  for  tliy  love,  kill  a  far  truer  love; 
To  both  their  deaths  thou  shalt  be  accessary. 

Anne.  I  would  I  knew  thy  heart. 

Glvtt.  *Tis  figured  in  my  tongue. 

Anne.  I  fear  me  both  are  false. 

Olou.  Then  never  man  was  true. 

Anne.  Well,  well,  put  up  your  sword. 

Olou.  Sav,  then,  my  peace  is  made. 

Anne.  That  shall  you  know  hereafter. 

Glou.  But  shall  I  live  in  hope?  200 

Anne.  All  men,  I  hope,  live  so. 

Olou.  Vouchsafe  to  wear  this  ring. 

Anne.  To  take  is  not  to  give. 

Olou.  Look,  how  this  ring  encompasseth  thy  finger. 
Even  so  thy  breast  encloseth  my  poor  heart; 
Wear  both  of  them,  for  both  or  them  are  thine. 
And  if  thy  poor  devoted  suppliant  may 
But  beg  one  favour  at  thy  gracious  hand, 
Thou  (lost  contii;rn  his  happiness  for  ever. 

Anne.  What  is  it?  210 

Olou.  That  it  would  pkase  thee  leave  these  sad  designs 
To  him  that  hath  more  cause  to  be  a  mourner, 
And  )>resently  repair  to  Crosby  Place; 
Where,  afterl  have  solemnly  interr'd 
At  Chertsey  monastery  this  noble  king. 
And  wet  his  grave  with  my  repentant  tears, 
I  will  with  all  expedient  duty  see  you: 
For  divers  unknown  reasons,  I  beseech  you, 
Grant  me  this  boon. 

Anne.  With  all  my  heart;  and  much  it  joys  me  too,  220 
To  see  you  are  become  so  penitent. 
Trosseraud  B«;rkeley,  go  along  with  me. 

Olou.  Bid  me  farewell. 

Anne.  'Tis  more  than  you  deserve; 

But  since  you  teach  me  how  to  flatter  you. 
Imagine  I  have  said  farewell  already. 

[Ekeeunt  Lady  Anne,  IVessel,  and  Berkeley. 

Glov.  Sirs,  take  up  the  corse. 

Gent.  Towards  Chertsey,  noble  lord? 
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Olou,  No,  to  White-Friars;  there  attend  my  coining. 

[Exeunt  all  hut  Gloucester, 
Was  ever  woman  in  this  liumour  woo*d? 
Was  ever  woman  in  this  humour  won? 
I'll  have  her;  but  I  will  not  keep  her  lonj^.  280 

Whal!  I.  that  kill'd  her  husband  and  his  father, 
To  take  her  in  her  heart's  extremest  hate. 
With  curses  in  her  mouth,  tears  in  her  eyes. 
The  bleeding  witness  of  her  hatred  by; 
Having  God,  her  conscience,  and  these  bars  against  me, 
And  I  nothing  to  back  m^  suit  at  all, 
But  the  plain  devil  and  dissembling  looks, 
And  yet  to  win  her,  all  the  world  to  nothing! 
lla! 

Hath  she  forgot  already  that  brave  prince,  240 

Edward,  her  lord,  whom  I,  some  three  months  since, 
Stabb'd  in  my  angry  mood  at  Tewksbury? 
A  sweeter  and  a  lovelier  gentleman. 
Framed  in  the  prodigality  of  nature, 
Yoang.  valiant,  wise,  and,  no  doubt,  right  royal, 
The  spacious  world  cannot  again  afford: 
And  will  she  yet  debase  her  eyes  on  me. 
That  cropp'd  the  ffolden  prime  of  this  sweet  prince, 
And  made  her  widow  to  a  woful  bed? 
On  me.  whose  all  not  equals  Edward's  moiety?  250 

On  me,  that  halt  and  am  unshapen  thus? 
My  dukedom  to  a  beggarly  denier, 
I  do  mistake  mv  person  all  this  while: 
Upon  my  life,  she  tinds,  although  I  cannot, 
Myself  to  be  a  marvellous  proper  man. 
I'll  be  at  charges  for  a  looking-glass. 
And  entertain  some  score  or  two  of  tailors. 
To  study  fashions  to  adorn  mj  body: 
Since  I  am  crept  in  favour  with  myself, 
I  will  maintain  it  with  some  little  cost,  260 

But  first  ril  turn  yon  fellow  in  his  grave; 
And  then  return  lamenting  to  my  love. 
Shine  out,  fair  sun,  till  I  have  bought  a  glass. 
That  I  may  see  my  shadow  as  I  pass.  [Exit. 

ScENB  III.     The  palace. 

Enter  Queen  Elizabeth,  Lord  Rxvers,  and  Lord  Grey. 

Riv.  Have  patience,  madam :  there's  no  doubt  his  maj- 
esty 
AVill  soon  recover  Ins  nccustom'd  health. 

Grey.  In  that  you  brook  il  ill,  it  makes  him  worse: 
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Therefore,  for  Gk>d's  sake,  entertain  good  comfort, 
And  cheer  his  grace  with  quick  and  inerry  words. 

Q.  EUz.  If  he  were  dead,  what  would  betide  of  me? 

lUv.  No  other  harm  but  loss  of  such  a  lord. 

Q.  EUz.  The  loss  of  such  a  lord  includes  all  harm. 

Grey.  The  heavens  have  bless'd  you  with  a  goodly  son, 
To  be  your  comforter  when  he  is  gone.  10 

Q,  Elk,  Oh,  he  is  young,  and  his  minority 
Is  put  unto  the  trust  of  Richard  Gloucester, 
A  man  that  iovea  not  roe,  nor  none  of  you. 

Riv.  Is  it  concluded  he  shall  be  protector? 

Q.  EUz.  It  is  determined,  not  concluded  yet: 
But  so  it  must  be,  if  the  king  miscarry. 

Enter  Buckingham  a;ul.DEiiBY. 

Orey,  Here  come  the  lords  of  Buckingham  and  Derby. 

Back.  Good  time  of  day  unto  your  royal  grace  1 

Der.  God  make  your  majesty  joyful  as  you  have  been ! 

Q.  Eliz.  The   Countesa  Rkhmond,  good  my  Lord  of 
Derby,  20 

To  your  good  prayers  will  scarcely  say  amen. 
Yet,  Derby,  notwithstanding  she's  your  wife. 
And  loves  not  me,  be  you,  eood  lord,  assured 
I  hate  not  you  for  her  proud  arrogance. 

Der^  I  do  beseech  you,  eitlier  not  believe 
The  envious  slanders  of  her  false  accusers; 
Or,  if  she  be  accused  in  true  report. 
Bear  with  her  weakness,  which,  I  think,  proceeds 
From  wayward  sickness,  ond  no  grounded  malice. 

Riv.  Saw  you  the  king  to-d«jy,  my  Lord  of  Derby  ?      80 

Der.  But  now  the  Diikc  of  Buckingham  and  I 
Are  come  from  visiting  his  majesty. 

Q.  EUz.  What  likelihood  of  his  amendment,  lords? 

Buck.  Madam,  good  hope;  liis  grace  speaks  cheerfully. 

Q.  EUz.  God  grant  him  health!    Did  you  confer  With 
him? 

Buck.  Madam,  we  did :  he  desires  to  make  atonement 
Betwixt  the  Duke  of  Gloucester  and  your  brothers, 
And  betwixt  them  and  my  lord  chamberlain; 
And  sent  to  warn  them  to  his  royal  presence. 

Q.  EUz.  Would  all  were  well!  but  that  will  never  be:  40 
I  fear  our  happiness  is  at  the  highest. 

Enter  Gloucesteb,  Hastings,  and  Dorset. 

Qlou.  They  do  me  wrong,  and  I  will  not  endure  It: 
Who  are  they  that  complain  unto  the  king. 
That  I,  forsooth,  am  stem  and  love  them  not? 
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By  holy  Paul,  they  love  his  ^ce  but  lightly 

That  till  his  ears  with  such  dissenttous  rumours. 

Because  I  cannot  fatter  and  speak  fair, 

Smile  in  men's  faces,  smooth,  deceive  and  cog, 

Duck  with  French  nods  and  apish  courtesy, 

I  must  be  held  a  rancorous  enemy.  50 

Cannot  a  plain  man  live  and  think  no  harm, 

But  thus  his  simple  truth  must  be  abused 

By  silken,  sly,  insinuating  Jacks? 

Riv.  To  whom  in  all  tins  presence  speaks  your  grace? 

Olou.  To  thee,  that  hast  nor  honesty  nor  grikce. 
When  have  I  injured  thee?  when  done  thee  wrong? 
Or  thee?  or  thee?  or  any  of  your  faction? 
A  plague  upon  you  all !    His  royal  person, — 
Whom  God  prescrvff  better  than  y^u  would  wish  I — 
Cannot  be  quiet  scarce  a  breathing-while,  (K) 

But  you  must  trouble  him  with  lewd  complaints. 

Q.  Eliz,  Brother  of  Gloucester,  you  mistake  the  matter. 
The  king,  of  his  own  royal  dispoeition, 
And  not  provoked  by  any  suitor  else; 
Aiming,  belike,  at  your  interior  hatred. 
Which  in  your  outward  actions  shows  itself 
Against  my  kindred,  brothers,  and  myself. 
Makes  him  to  send;  that  thereby  he  may  gatlier 
The  ground  of  your  ill-will,  and  so  remove  it. 

Qhu,  I  cannot  tell :  the  world  is  grown  so  bad,  70 

That  wrens  make  prey  where  eagles  dare  not  perch: 
Since  every  Jack  became  a  gentleman. 
There's  many  a  gentle  person  made  a  Jack. 

Q.  EUz.  Come,  come,  we  know  your  meaning,  brother 
Gloucester; 
You  envy  my  advancement  and  my  friends*: 
God  grant  we  never  may  have  need  of  you  I 

Oloa.  Meantime,  God  grants  that  we  have  need  of  you: 
Our  brother  is  im prison *d  by  your  means, 
Myself  disgraced,  and  the  nobility 

Held  in  contempt;  whilst  many  fair  promotions  80 

Are  daily  given  to  ennoble  tiMMC 
That  scarce,  some  two  days  since,  were  worth  a  noble. 

Q  K'iz.  By  Him  that  niiscd  me  to  this  careful  height 
From  that  contented  hap  which  I  enjoy'd, 
I  never  did  incense  his  majesty 
Against  the  Duke  of  Clarence,  but  have  bcc  n 
An  earnest  advocate  to  plead  for  him. 
My  lord,  you  do  me  shameful  injury. 
Falsely  to  draw  me  in  these  vile  suspects. 

Gloa.  You  may  deny  that  you  were  not  the  cause        00 
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Of  my  Lord  Hastings'  late  imprisonment. 

Riv,  She  may,  nav  lord,  for — 

Glou.  She  may.  Lord  Rivers!  why,  who  knows  not  so? 
She  may  do  more,  sir,  than  denyinff  that: 
She  may  help  you  to  many  fair  preiermcntSy 
And  then  deny  her  aiding  hand  therein, 
And  lay  those  lionours  on  your  high  deserts. 
What  may  slie  not?    She  may,  yea,  marry,  may  she, — 

Rtv,  \Vhat,  marry,  may  she? 

Glou,  What,  marry,  may  she!  marry  with  a  king,      100 
A  Imchelor,  a  handsome  stripling  too: 
I  wish  your  grandam  had  a  worser  match. 

Q.  Eiiz.  My  Lord  of  Gloucester,  I  have  too  long  borne 
Your  blunt  upbraidings  and  your  bitter  scoffs: 
By  heaven,  I  will  acquaint  his  majesty 
With  those  gross  taunts  I  often  have  endured. 
I  had  rather  be  a  country  servant-maid 
Than  a  great  queen,  with  this  condition, 
To  be  thus  taunted,  scorn 'd,  and  baited  at: 

Enter  Queen  Makgaret,  behind. 

Small  joy  have  I  in  being  England's  queen.  110 

Q.  Mar,  And  lessen 'd  L)e  that  small,  God,  I  beseech  thee  I 
Thy  honour,  state  and  seat  is  due  to  me. 

Olou.  What!  threat  you  me  with  telling  of  the  king? 
Tell  him,  and  spare  not:  look,  what  I  have  said 
I  will  avouch  in  presence  of  the  king: 
I  dare  adventure  to  be  sent  to  tiie  Tower. 
'Tis  time  to  speak ;  my  pains  are  quite  forgot. 

Q.  Mar.  Out,  devil!  I  remember  Ihem  too  well: 
Thou  slewest  my  husband  Henry  in  the  Tower, 
And  Edward,  my  poor  son,  at  Tewksbury.  120 

Glou.  Ere  you  were  queen,  yea,  or  your  husband  king, 
I  was  a  pack-horse  in  his  great  affairs; 
A  wecderout  of  his  proud  adversaries, 
A  liberal  re  warder  of  his  friends: 
To  royaljze  his  blood  I  spilt  mine  own. 

Q.  Mar.  Yea,  and  much  better  blood  than  his  or  thino. 

Glou.  In  all  which  time  you  and  your  husband  Grey 
Were  factious  for  tho  house  of  Lancaster; 
And,  Rivers,  so  were  you.    Was  not  your  husband 
In  Margaret's  battle  at  Saint  Alban*s  slain?  180 

Let  me  put  in  your  minds,  if  you  forget. 
What  you  have  been  ere  now,  and  what  you  are; 
Withal,  what  I  have  been,  and  what  I  am. 

Q.  Mar,  A  murderous  villain,  and  so  still  thou  art. 

Glou,  Poor  Clarence  did  forsake  his  father,  Warwick; 
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Yea,  and  forswore  himself, — which  Jesu  pardon! — 

Q.  Mar.  Which  Grod  revcDgc! 

Oloa.  To  fight  on  Edward's  party  for  the  crown; 
And  for  his  meed,  poor  lord,  he  is  mew*d  up. 
I  would  to  God  ray  heart  were  flint,  like  Edward's;       140 
Or  Edward's  soft  and  pitiful,  like  mine: 
I  am  too  childisli-foolish  for  this  world. 

Q.  Mar.  Hie  tliec  to  hell  for  shame,  and  leave  the  world, 
Thou  cacodemou!  there  thy  kingdom  is. 

Riv.  My  Lord  of  Gloucester,  in  those  busy  do^'s 
Whicli  here  you  urge  to  prove  u«  enemies, 
We  foUow'd  then  our  lord,  our  lawful  king: 
So  should  we  vou,  if  you  should  be  our  king. 

Glou.  If  I  should  be!    I  had  rather  be  a  pedlar: 
Far  be  it  from  my  heart,  the  thought  of  it!  150 

Q.  EUz.  As  little  joy.  my  lord,  as  3'ou  suppose 
You  should  enjoy,  were  you  this  country's  king. 
As  little  Joy  may  you  suppose  in  me, 
That  I  enjoy,  being  the  queen  thereof. 

Q.  Mar.  X  little  joy  enjoys  the  queen  thereof; 
For  I  am  she,  and  altogether  joyless. 
I  can  no  longer  hold  me  patient.  [Advancing, 

Hear  me,  you  wrangling  pirates,  that  fall  out 
In  sharing  that  which  you  have  pill'd  from  me! 
Which  of  you  trembles  not  that  lookc  on  me?  160 

If  not,  that,  I  being  queen,  you  bow  like  subject^ 
Yet  that,  bv  }^ou  dc; posed,  you  quake  like  rebels! 
O  gentle  villain,  do  not  turn  away! 

Ulou,  Foul  wrinkled  witch,  what  makest  thou  in  my  sight? 

Q.  Mar.  But  repetition  of  what  thou  hast  marr'd; 
That  will  I  make  before  I  let  thee  go. 

QUm.  Wert  thou  not  banished  on  pain  of  death? 

Q.  Mar.  I  was;  hut  I  do  find  more  pain  in  huni^hmcnt 
Than  death  can  yield  me  here  by  my  abode. 
A  husband  and  a  son  thou  owest  to  me;  170 

And  thou  a  kingdom;  all  of  you  nllogianco: 
The  sorrow  that  I  have,  by  right  is  3'ours, 
And  all  the  pleasures  you  usurp  are  min^. 

Glou.  The  curse  my  noble  father  laid  on  thee, 
When  thou  didst  crown  his  warlike  brows  with  paper 
And  with  thy  scorns  drew'st  rivers  from  his  eyes, 
And  then,  to  dry  them,  gavest  the  duke  a  clout 
Steep'd  in  the  faultless  blood  of  pretty  Rutland, — 
His  curses,  then  from  bitterness  of  soul 
Denounced  against  thee,  are  all  fall'n  upon  thee;  180 

And  God,  not  we,  hath  plagued  thy  bloody  deed. 

Q.  Miz,  So  just  is  God,  to  right  the  innocent. 
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Ilcuft  O,  'twas  the  foulest  deed  to  slay  that  babe, 
And  the  most  merciless  that  em  was  heard  of! 

Itiv.  Tyrants  themselves  wept  when  it  was  reported. 

Dor.  No  man  but  prophesied  revenge  for  it. 

Buck.  Nurthumbcrland,  then  present,  wept  to  sec  it. 

Q.  Mar.  What  were  you  snarling  all  before  I  came, 
Ready  to  catch  each  other  by  the  throat. 
And  turn  you  all  your  liatred  now  on  me?  190 

Did  York's  dread  curse  prevail  so  much  with  heaven  i 

That  Henry*8  death,  my  lovely  Edward's  death, 
Their  kingdom's  loss,  my  wolul  banishment, 
Could  all  but  answer  for  that  peevish  brat? 
Can  curses  pierce  the  clouds  and  enter  heaven? 
Why,  then,  give  way,  dull  clouds,  to  my  quick  curses! 
If  not  by  war,  by  surfeit  die  your  king. 
As  ours  by  murclcr,  to  make  him  a  king  1 
Edward,  thy  son,  which  now  is  Prince  of  Wales, 
For  Edward  my  son,  which  was  Prince  of  Wales,  200 

Die  in  his  youth  by  like  untimely  violence  I 
Thyself  a  queen,  for  mc  that  was  a  queen. 
Outlive  thy  glory,  like  my  wretched  self! 
Long  raayst  thou  live  to  wail  thy  children's  loss; 

And  see  another,  as  I  sec  thee  now,  < 

Deck'd  in  thy  rights,  as  thou  art  staird  inminol 
Long  die  thy  happy  days  before  thy  death; 
And,  itfter  many  lengthen'd  hours  uf  grief, 
Die  neither  mother,  wife,  nor  England's  queen  1 
Rivers  and  Dorset,  vou  were  standers  by,  210 

And  so  wast  thou.  Lord  Hastings,  when  my  son 
Was  stabb'd  with  bloody  daggers:  God,  I  pray  him. 
That  none  of  you  may  live  your  natural  age, 
But  by  some  unlook'd  accident  cut  oil! 

OUm.  Have  done  thy  charm,  thOu  hateful  withered  hagl 

Q.  Mar.  And  leave  out  thee?  slay,  dog,  for  thou  shalt 
hear  me. 
If  heaven  have  any  grievous  plague  in  store 
Exceeding  those  that  I  can  wisli  upon  thee, 
O,  let  them  keep  it  till  thy  sins  be  ripe, 
And  then  hurl  down  their  indignation  220 

On  thee,  the  troubler  of  tlie  poor  world's  peace! 
The  worm  of  conscience  still  begnaw  thy  soul! 
Thy  friends  suspect  for  traitors  while  thou  livest. 
And  take  deep  traitors  for  thy  dearest  friends! 
No  sleep  close  up  that  deadly  eye  of  thine, 
Unless  It  be  wliilst  some  tormenting  dream 
Affrights  thee  with  a  hell  of  ugly  devils! 
Thou  elvish-mark'd,  abortive,  rooting  hog! 
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Thou  that  wast  scal'd  in  thy  nativity 

The  slave  of  nature  and  the  son  of  hell!  280 

Thou  slander  of  tliy  mother's  heavv  womb! 

Thou  loathed  issue  of  thy  father's  loins! 

Thou  rag  of  honour!  thou  detested — 

Qlou,  Mar§;arot. 

Q.  Mar.  Richard! 

Glou.  Ha! 

O.  Mar,  I  call  thee  not. 

Olou.  I  cry  thee  mercy  then,  for  I  had  thought 
That  thou  hadst  call'd  me  all  these  bitter  names. 

Q.  Mar.  Why,  so  I  did ;  hut  look'd  for  no  reply. 
O,  let  me  make  the  period  to  my  curse! 

Qlon,  Tis'done  by  me,  and  ends  in  "Margaret.** 

Q.  Eliz.  Thus  have   you  breathed  your  curse  against 
yourself.  240 

Q.'  Mar,  Poor  painted  queen,  vain  flourish  of  my  fortune! 
Why  strew 'st  tliou  sugar  on  that  bottled  spider, 
Whose  deadly  web  ensnarcth  thee  about! 
Fool,  fool!  thou  whet'st  a  knife  to  kill  thyself. 
The  time  will  come  when  thou  shalt  wish  for  me 
To  help  thee  curse  that  poisonous  bimch-back'd  toad. 

Umt.  False-boding  woman,  end  thy  frantic  curse, 
Lest  to  thy  harm  thou  move  our  patience. 

Q.  Mar,  Foul  shame  upon    you!  you  have  all  moved 
mine. 

Rin,  Were  you  well  served,  you  would  be  taught  your 
duty.  250 

Q.  Mar,  To  serve  me  well,  you  all  should  do  me  duty. 
Teach  me  to  be  your  queen,  and  you  my  subjects: 
O,  serve  me  well,  and  teach  yourselves  tliat  duty! 

Dor.  Dispute  not  with  her;  she  is  lunatic. 

Q.  Mar.  Peace,  master  marquess,  you  are  malapert: 
Your  lire- new  stamp  of  honour  is  scarce  current. 
O,  that  your  young  nobility  could  judge 
What  'twere  to  lose  it,  and  be  miserable! 
Thev  that  stand  higli  have  many  blasts  to  shake  them; 
Ana  if  tiiey  fall,  they  dash  themselves  to  pieces.  260 

Olou.  Good  counsel,  marry:  learn  it,  learn  it,  marquess. 

Dor,  It  toucheth  you,  my  lord,  as  much  as  me. 

Glou.  Yea,  and  much  more:  but  I  was  bom  so  high, 
Our  aery  buildeth  in  the  cedar's  top, 
And  dallies  with  the  wind  and  scorns  the  sun. 

Q.  Mar.  And  turns  the  sun  to  shade;  alas!  alas! 
Witness  my  son,  now  in  the  shade  of  death; 
Whose  bright  out-shining  beams  tliy  cloudy  wrath 
Uath  in  eternal  darkness  folded  up. 
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You  nery  buildeth  in  our  aery's  nest.  270 

O  God,  that  seest  it,  do  not  suffer  it; 
As  it  was  won  with  blood,  lost  be  it  so! 

Buck.  Have  done!  for  shame,  if  not  for  charity. 

Q.  Mar.  Urge  ncitlier  charity  nor  shame  to  me: 
Uncharitably  with  me  have  you  dealt. 
And  shamefully  by  you  my  hopes  arc  butcher'd. 
My  charity  is  outrage,  life  my  shame; 
And  in  that  shame  still  live  my  sorrow's  rage  I 

Buck.  Have  done,  have  done. 

Q.  Mar,  O  princely  Buckingham,  I'll  kiss  thy  hand,  280 
In  sign  of  league  and  amity  with  thee: 
Now  fair  befal  thee  and  Uiy  noble  house! 
Thy  garments  are  not  spotted  with  our  bloody 
Nor  thou  within  the  compass  of  my  curse. 

Buck.  Nor  no  one  here;  for  curses  never  pass 
The  lips  of  those  that  breatlie  them  in  the  air. 

Q.  Mar.  I'll  not  believe  but  they  ascend  the  sky, 
And  tliere  awake  God's  gentlc-sleepine  peace. 

0  Buckingham,  take  heed  of  yonder  dog! 

Look,  when  he  fawns,  he  bites;  and  when  he  bites,       200 

His  venom  tooth  will  rankle  to  the  death: 

Have  not  to  do  with  him,  l)eware  of  him; 

Sin,  death,  and  hell  have  set  their  marks  on  liim, 

And  all  their  ministers  attend  on  him. 

Olou,  What  doth  she  say,  my  Lord  of  Buckinffhamf 

Buck,  Nothing  that  I  respect,  my  cracious  lord. 

Q.  Mar.  What,  dost  thou  scorn  me  for  my  gentle  counsel? 
And  soothe  the  devil  that  I  warn  thee  from? 
O,  but  remember  this  another  day, 

When  he  shall  split  thy  very  heart  witli  sorrow,  800 

And  say  poor  Margaret  was  a  prophetess! 
Live  each  of  you  the  subjects  to  his  hiUe, 
And  he  to  yours,  and  all  of  you  to  God's!  [Exit, 

Hast,  My  hair  dolh  stand  on  end  to  hear  her  curses. 

Rifi,  And  so  doth  mine:  I  muse  why  she's  at  liberty. 

Glou,  I  cannot  blame  her:  by  God's  holy  motlier, 
She  hath  had  too  much  wrong;  and  I  repent 
My  part  thereof  that  I  have  done  to  her. 

0.  Eliz.  I  never  did  her  any,  to  my  knowledge. 

Uhu.  But  you  have  all  the  vantage  of  her  wrong.      310 

1  was  too  hot  to  do  somebody  good. 
That  is  too  cold  in  thinking  of  it  now. 
Marry,  as  for  Clarence,  he  is  well  repaid ; 
He  is  frank'd  up  to  fatting  for  his  pains: 
God  pardon  them  that  are  the  cause  of  it! 

Biv,  A  virtuous  and  a  Christian-like  conclusion. 
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To  pray  for  them  that  liavc  done  scathe  to  us. 

Gloii,  So  do  I  ever:  [Aside]  being  well  advised. 
For  had  I  cursed  now,  I  liod  cursed  myself. 

Enter  Catesby. 

Cates.  Madam,  his  majesty  doth  call  for  you; 
And  for  your  grace;  and  you,  my  noble  lords.  831 

Q.  Eliz,  Catesby,  we  come.    Lords,  will  yon  go  with  us? 

Kiv,  Madam,  we  will  attend  your  grace. 

[ExeurU  all  but  Gloucester, 

Glou.  I  do  the  wrong,  and  first  begin  to  brawl. 
The  secret  mischiefs  that  I  set  abroach 
I  lay  unto  the  grievous  charge  of  others. 
Clarence,  whom  I,  indeed,  have  laid  in  darkness, 
I  do  be  weep  to  many  simple  gulls; 
Namely,  to  Hastings,  Derby,  Buckingham; 
And  say  it  is  the  queen  and  her  allies  880 

That  stir  the  king  against  the  duke  my  brother. 
Now,  they  believe  it;  and  withal  whet  me 
To  be  revenged  on  Rivers,  Vauglian,  Grey: 
But  then  I  sigh;  and,  with  a  piece  of  scripture. 
Tell  them  that  God  bids  us  do  good  for  evil: 
And  thus  I  clothe  my  naked  villany 
With  old  odd  ends  stolen  out  of  holy  writ; 
And  seem  a  saint,  when  most  I  play  the  devil. 

EiUer  two  Murderers. 

But,  soft!  here  come  my  executioners. 

How  now,  my  hardy,  stout  resolved  mates!  840 

Are  you  now  s^oing  to  dispatch  this  deed? 

First  Mur.  We  are,  my  lord;  and  come  to  have  the  war- 
rant, 
That  we  may  be  admitted  "where  he  is. 

Glou.  Well  thought  upon ;  I  have  it  here  about  me. 

[Gites  the  wcwrant. 
When  you  have  done,  repair  to  Crosby  Flacc, 
But,  sirs,  be  sudden  in  the  execution, 
Withal  obdurate,  do  not  hear  him  plead; 
For  Clarence  is  well-spoken,  and  perhaps 
May  move  your  hearts  to  pity,  if  you  mark  him. 

MrstMuTd,  Tush!  350 

Fear  not,  my  lord,  we  will  not  stand  to  prate; 
Talkers  are  no  good  doers :  be  assured 
We  come  to  use  our  hands  and  not  our  tongues. 

Glou.  Your  eyes  drop  millstones,  when  fools'  eyes  drop 
tears: 
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I  like  you,  lads;  about  your  business  straight; 
Go,  go,  dispatch. 
First  Miird,  We  "will,  m>;/ioble  lord.  \ExeunU 

Scene  IV.    London,     j/is  Tower, 
Enter  Clarence  avd  BRAKENBtmT. 

Brak,  Wljy  looks  your  grace  so  heavily  to-day? 

Clar.  O,  I  have  pass'd  a  miserable  night. 
So  full  of  ugly  sights,  of  ghastly  dreanis. 
That,  as  I  am  a  Cliristian  fuithful  man, 
I  would  not  spend  another  such  a  night, 
Tliough  'twere  to  buy  a  world  of  happy  days» 
So  full  of  dismal  terror  was  the  time! 

Brak.  What  was  your  dream?  I  long  to  hear  yon  tell  it. 

CUtr.  Methoughts'llmt  I  had  broken  from  the  Tower, 
And  was  embark 'd  to  cross  to  Burgundy;  10 

And,  in  my  company,  my  brother  Gloucester; 
Who  from  my  cabin  tempted  me  to  walk 
Upon  the  hatches:  thence  we  look'd  toward  England, 
And  cited  up  a  thousand  fearful  times, 
During  the  wars  of  York  and  Lancaster 
That  had  befall'n  us.     As  we  paced  along 
Upon  the  giddy  footing  of  the  hatches. 
Methought  that  Gloucester  stumbled;  and.  in  falling, 
Struck  me,  that  thought  to  stay  him,  overboard, 
Into  the  tumbling  billows  of  the  main.  20 

Lord,  Lord!  mcthought,  what  pain  it  was  to  drown! 
What  dreadful  noise  of  waters  in  mine  cars! 
What  ugly  sights  of  death  within  mine  eyes! 
Mcthought  I  saw  a  thousand  fearful  wrecks; 
Ten  thousand  men  that  fishes  gnaw'd  upon; 
Wedges  of  gold,  great  anchors,  heaps  of  pearl. 
Inestimable  stones,  unvalued  jewels, 
All  scattcr'd  in  the  l)Ottom  of  the  sea: 
Some  lay  in  dead  men's  skulls;  and,  in  those  holes 
Where  eyes  did  once  inhabit,  there  were  crept,  80 

As  'twere  in  scorn  of  eyes,  rtflectinir  gems. 
Which  woo'd  the  shmy  bottom  of  the  deep. 
And  mock'd  the  dead  bones  that  lay  scattered  by. 

Brak.  Had  you  such  leisure  in  the  time  of  death 
To  gaze  upon  the  secrets  of  the  deep? 

diar.  Mcthought  I  had;  and  often  did  I  strive 
To  yield  the  ghost:  but  still  the  envious  flood 
Kept  in  my  soul,  and  would  not  let  it  forth 
To  seek  the  empty,  vast  and  wandering  air; 
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But  smotUcr'd  it  within  my  panting  bulk,  40 

Wliich  almost  bui*8t  to  bclcli  it  in  the  sea. 

Brak.   Awaked  you  not  witli  this  sore  agony? 

Glur,  0,  no,  my  drcum  was  lengthen'd  after  life; 
O.  then  be^iUi  the  tempest  to  my  soul, 
Who  pass'd,  raetbought,  the  melancholy  flood. 
With  that  ^rim  ferryman  which  poets  write  of, 
Unto  the  kingdom  of  perpetual  night. 
The  first  that  there  did  greet  my  sli-angcr  soul. 
Was  my  great  fathcr-in-Taw,  renowned  Warwick; 
Who  cried  aloud,  "  What  scourge  for  perjury  50 

Can  this  dark  moGarchy  afford  false  Clarence? 
And  so  he  vanislfd:  then  came  wandering  by 
A  shadow  like  an  angel,  with  bright  hair 
Dabbled  in  blood;  and  he  squeak'd  out  aloud, 
"Clarence  is  come;  false,  fleeting,  perjured  Clarence, 
That  stubb'd  me  in  the  field  by  Tewksbury; 
Seize  on  him.  Furies,  take  him  to  vour  tormcntsf* 
With  that,  mctlioughts,  a  legion  of  foul  fiends 
Environ'd  mc  about,  and  howled,  in  mine  ears 
Such  hideous  cries,  that  with  the  verv  noise  60 

I  trembling  waked,  and  for  a  season  after 
Could  not  believe  but  that  I  was  in  hell, 
Such  terrible  impression  made  the  dream. 

Brak.  No  marvel,  my  lord,  though  it  affrighted  you; 
I  promise  you,  I  am  afraid  to  hear  you  tell  it. 

C'ai\  O  Brakcnbury,  I  have  done  those  things. 
Which  now  bear  evidence  against  my  soul, 
For  El  ward's  sake;  and  see  how  he  requites  mel 

0  Qod!  if  my  deep  pi-ayers  cannot  appease  thee, 

Bit  thou  wilt  be  avenged  on  my  misdeeds,  70 

Yet  execute  thy  wrath  in  me  alone, 

O,  spare  my  guiltless  wife  and  my  poor  children  1 

1  pray  thee,  gentle  keeper,  stay  by  me; 
My  soul  is  heavy,  and  I  fain  would  sleep. 

Brak.  I  will,  my  lord:  God  give  your  grace  good  rest! 

[Clarence  tHeepe, 
Sorrow  breaks  seasons  and  reposing  hours. 
Makes  the  night  morning,  ana  the  noon-tide  night. 
Princes  have  but  their  titles  for  their  clories, 
An  outward  honour  for  an  inward  toil; 
And,  for  unfelt  imagination,  80 

Thev  often  feel  a  world  of  restless  cares: 
So  that,  betwixt  their  titles  and  low  names. 
There's  nothing  differs  but  the  outward  fame. 

Enter  the  txDO  Murderers. 
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First  Murd.  Hoi  who's  here? 

Brak.  In  God's  name  what  are  you,  and  how  came  you 
hither? 

Fint  Murd,  I  would  speak,  with  Clarence,  and  I  came 
hither  on  my  legs. 

Brak.  Yea,  aie  you  so  brief? 

Sec.  Murd.  O  sir,  it  is  better  to  be  brief  than  tedious. 
Shew  him  our  commission;  talk  no  more. 

[Brakrnburjf  reads  it, 

Brak.  I  am,  in  this,  commanded  to  deliver 
The  noble  Duke  of  Clarence  to  your  hands: 
I  will  not  reason  what  is  meant  hereby, 
Because  I  will  be  guiltless  of  the  meaning. 
Here  are  the  keys,  there  siia  the  duke  asleep: 
I'll  to  the  king;  and  signify  to  him 
That  thus  I  have  resigned  my  charge  to  you. 

First  Murd.  Do  so,  it  is  a  point  of  wisdom :  fare  you 
well.  [Eitit  BrakenbuiTf, 

A^ec.  Murd.  What,  shall  we  stab  him  as  he  sleeps? 

First  Murd.  No;  then  he  will  say  'twas  done  cowardly, 
when  he  wakes. 

See.  Murd.  When  he  wnkes!  why,  fool,  he  shall  never 
wake  till  the  judgemcnt-dny. 

First  Murd.  Why,  then  he  will  say  we  stabbed  him 
sleepin&r. 

See.  Murd.  The  urging  of  that  word  *' judgement"  hath 
bivd  a  kind  of  remorse  m  me.  110 

First  Murd.  What,  art  thou  afraid? 

See.  Murd.  Kot  to  kill  liim,  having  a  warrant  for  it;  but 
to  be  damned  for  killing  him,  from  which  no  warrant  can 
defend  us. 

First  Murd.  I  thought  thou  hadst  been  resolute. 

See.  Mu}'d.  So  I  am,  to  let  him  live. 

First  Murd.  Back  to  the  Duke  of  Gloucester,  tell  him  bo. 

See.  Murd.  I  pray  thee,  stay  a  while:  I  hope  my  holy 
humour  will  change;  'twas  wont  to  hold  me  but  while  one 
would  tell  twenty. 

First  Murd.  How  dost  thou  feel  thyself  now? 

See.  Murd.  'Faith,  some  certain  dregs  of  conscience  arc 
yet  within  me. 

First  Murd.  Remember  our  reward,  when  the  deed  is 
done. 

See.  Murd.  'Zounds,  he  dies:  I  had  forgot  the  reward. 

First  Murd.  Where  is  thy  conscience  now?  130 

I    Sec.  Murd.  In  the  Duke  of  Gloucester's  purse. 

First  Murd.  So  when  he  opens  his  purse  to  give  us  our 
reward,  thy  conscience  flics  out. 
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Sen.  Mard.  Let  it  go;  there's  fewer  none  will  entertain  it. 

First  Mard.  How  if  it  come  to  tliee  again? 

S}c.  Mard,  I'll  not* meddle  with  it:  it  is  a  dangerous 
thing:  it  makes  a  man  a  coward:  a  man  cannot  steal,  but 
it  iiccuscth  liim;  lie  cannot  swear,  but  it  clieclcshim:  he 
cannot  lie  with  his  neighbour's  wife,  but  it  detects  him;  'tis 
a  bhisliing  shamcfast  spirit  that  mutinies  in  a  man's  bosom; 
it  tills  one  full  of  obstacles:  it  made  me  once  restore  a  purse 
of  gold  that  I  found;  it  beggars  any  man  that  keeps  it:  it 
U  turned  out  of  all  towns  and  cities  for  a  dangerous  thing; 
and  every  man  that  means  to  live  well  endeavours  to  trust 
to  himself  and  to  live  without  it. 

Fir$t  Mard.  'Zounds,  it  is  even  now  at  my  elbow,  per- 
suading me  not  to  kill  the  duke.  loO 

8ce,  Mard,  Take  the  devil  in  thy  mind,  and  believe  him 
not:  he  would  insinuate  with  thee  but  to  make  thee  sigh. 

First  M'lrd,  Tut,  I  am  strong-framed,  he  cannot  prevail 
with  me.  I  warrant  thee. 

83C.  Mard,  Spoke  like  a  tall  fellow  that  respects  his 
reputation.     Come,  shall  we  to  this  gear? 

First  Mard.  Take  him  over  the  costard  with  the  hilts  of 
thy  sword,  and  then  we  will  chop  him  in  the  malmsey-butt 
in  the  next  room.  ICl 

83c.  Mard.  O  excellent  device!  make  a  sop  of  him. 

First  Mard.  Hark!  he  stirs;  shall  I  strike? 

See.  Mard,  No,  lirst  let's  reason  with  him. 

Clar,  Where  art  thou,  keeper?  give  me  a  cup  of  wine. 

Sic,  Mard.  You  shall  have  wine  enough,  my  lord,  anon. 

Glar,  In  Ood's  name,  what  art  thou? 

Sec,  Mard.  A  man,  as  you  are.  170 

ijlar.  But  not.  as  I  am,  royal. 

Sec.  Mard.  Nor  you,  as  we  are,  loyal. 

Clar.  Thy  voice  is  thunder,  but  thy  looks  are  humble. 

Sdc.  Mard.  'ilij  voice  is  now  the  king's,  my  looks  mino 
own. 

Clar.  How  darkly  and  how  deadly  dost  thou  speak! 
Your  eyes  do  mcmice  me:  why  look  you  pale? 
Who  sent  you  hither?    Wherefore  do  you  come? 

Botli.  To.  to,  to— 

Clar.  To  murder  me? 

Boih.  Ay,  ay. 

Car.  You  scarcely  have  the  hearts  to  tell  me  so,        180 
And  therefore  cannot  have  the  hearts  to  do  it. 
Wherein,  my  friends,  have  I  offended  you? 

First  Mard.  Offended  us  you  have  not,  but  the  king. 

C!ar.  I  shall  be  reconciled  to  him  again. 

^.  Mard,  Never,  my  lord;  therefore  prepare  to  die. 
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Clar,  Arc  you  call'd  forth  from  out  a  world  of  men 
To  slay  the  innocent?    What  is  my  ofifence? 
Where  are  the  evidence  that  do  accuse  me? 
What  lawful  quest  have  given  their  verdict  up 
UiUo  the  frowning  judge  Y  or  who  pronounced  100 

The  bitter  sentence  of  poor  Clarence'  death? 
Before  I  be  convict  by  course  of  law, 
To  threaten  me  with  death  is  most  unlawful. 
I  cliarge  you,  as  you  hope  to  liave  redemption 
By  Christ's  dear  blood  shed  for  our  grievous  sins. 
That  vou  depart  and  lay  no  hands  on  me: 
The  deed  you  undertake  is  damnable. 

Fir»t  Murd.  What  we  will  do,  we  do  upon  command. 

See.  Murd.  And  he  that  hath  commanded  is  the  king. 

Olar.  Erroneous  vassal!  the  great  Einff  of  kings         200 
Hath  in  the  tables  of  his  law  commanded 
That  thou  shalt  do  no  murder:  and  wilt  thou,  then. 
Spurn  at  his  edict  and  fulfil  a  man's? 
Take  lieed ;  for  he  holds  vengeance  in  his  hands, 
To  hurl  upon  their  heads  that  break  his  law\ 

See.  Murd.  And  that  same  vengeance  doth  he  hurl  on 
thee. 
For  false  forswearing  and  for  murder  too: 
Thou  didst  receive  the  holy  sacrament. 
To  fight  in  quarrel  of  the  house  of  Lancaster. 

First  Murd.  And.  like  a  traitor  to  the  name  of  God,   210 
Didst  break  that  vow ;  and  with  thy  treacherous  blade 
UnripMst  the  bowels  of  thy  sovereign's  son. 

Sec.  Murd.  Whom  thou  wert  sworn  to  cherish  and  de- 
fend, 

First  Murd.  How  canst  thou  urge  God's  dreadful  law  to 
us, 
When  thou  hast  broke  it  in  so  dear  degree? 

Clar.  Alas!  for  whose  sake  did  I  that  ill  deed? 
For  Edward,  for  my  brother,  for  his  sake: 
Why,  sirs, 

He  sends  ye  not  to  murder  me  for  this;  I 

For  in  this  sin  he  is  as  deep  as  I.  820 

If  God  will  be  revenged  for  this  deed, 
O,  know  you  yet,  he  doth  it  publicly: 
Take  not  the  quarrel  from  his  powerful  arm; 
He  needs  no  indirect  nor  lawless  course 
To  cut  off  those  that  have  offended  him. 

Firftt  Murd.  Who  made  thee,  then,  a  bloody  minister, 
When  gallant-springing  brave  Plantagenet, 
That  princely  novice,  was  struck  dead  by  thee? 

Clar,  My  brother's  love,  the  devil,  and  my  rage. 
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First  Murd.  Thy  brother's  love,  our  duty,  and  thy  fault. 
Provoke  us  hither  now  to  slaughter  thee.  *  231 

y  Olar,  Oh,  if  you  love  my  brother,  hate  not  me; 

I  am  his  brother,  and  I  love  him  well. 
If  you  be  hired  for  meed,  go  back  again, 
And  I  win  send  you  to  my  brother  Gloucester, 
Who  shall  reward  you  better  for  my  life 
Tlian  Edward  will  for  tiding  of  my  death. 

3ec.  Murd.  You  are  deceived,  your  brother  Gloucester 
hates  you. 

Clar.  O,  no,  he  loves  me,  and  he  holds  me  dear: 
Go  you  to  him  from  me. 

Both.  Ay,  so  we  will.  240 

Cl/ir.  Tell  him,  when  that  our  princely  father  York 
Bless'd  his  three  sons  with  his  victorious  arm, 
And  charged  us  from  his  soul  to  love  each  other. 
He  little  thought  of  this  divided  friendship: 
Bid  Gloucester  think  of  this,  and  he  will  weep. 

First  JHfuixl.  A}',  millstones;  as  he  lesson'd  us  to  weep. 

Clar.  O,  do  not  slander  him,  for  he  is  kind. 

First  Murd.  Right, 
As  snow  in  harvest.     Thou  deceivest  thyself: 
'Tis  he  that  sent  us  hither  now  to  slaughter  thee. 

Clar.  It  cannot  be;  for  when  I  parted  with  him. 
He  hugg*d  me  in  his  arms,  and  swore,  with  sobs. 
That  he  would  labour  my  dcliveiy. 

Sec.  Murd.  Why,  so  he  doth,  now  he  delivers  tliee 
From  this  world's  thraldom  to  the  joys  of  heaven. 

First  Murd.  Make  peace  with  God,  for  you  must  die,  my 
lord. 

Clar.  Hast  thou  that  holy  feeling  in  thy  soul. 
To  counsel  me  to  make  my  peace  with  God, 
And  art  thou  yet  to  thy  own  soul  so  blind. 
That  thou  wilt  war  with  God  by  murdering  me?  260 

Ah,  sirs,  consider,  he  that  set  you  on 
To  do  this  deed' will  hate  you  for  the  deed. 

8ec.  Murd.  What  shall  we  do? 

Clar.  Relent,  and  save  your  souls. 

First  Murd.  Relent!  'tis  cowardly  and  womanish. 

iflar.  Not  to  relent  is  beastly,  savage,  devilish. 
Which  of  you,  if  you  were  a  prince's  son. 
Being  pent  from  liberty,  as  I  am  now. 
If  two  such  murderers  as  yourselves  came  to  you, 
Would  not  entreat  for  life? 

My  friend,  I  spy  some  pity  in  thy  looks ;^  270 

O,  if  thine  eye  be  not  a  flatterer, 
Come  thou  on  my  side,  and  entreat  for  me, 
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As  you  would  beg,  were  you  in  my  distress: 
A  begging  prince  what  beggar  pities  not? 

Sec,  Murd,  Look  behind  you,  my  lord. 

Mr9t  Hard,  Take  that,  and  that:  if  all  this  will  not  do, 

[Stabs  hitn. 
V\\  drown  you  in  the  malmsey-butt  within. 

[Exit,  itith  the  body. 

Sec.  Murd.  A  bloody  deed,  and  dcspemtely  dispatch *d  I 
How  fain,  like  Pilate,  would  I  wash  ray  hands 
Of  this  most  grievous  guilty  murder  done!  28 

Be-enter  First  Murderer. 

First  Murd,  How  now!  what  meanest  thou,  tliat  tbou 
help'st  me  not? 
By  heavens,  tlie  duke  shall  know  how  slack  thou  art! 

Sec.  Murd.  I  would  he  knew  that  I  had  saved  his  brother! 
Take  thou  the  fee,  and  tell  him  what  I  say; 
For  I  repent  mc  that  the  duke  is  slain.  [Exit. 

First  Mvrd.  So  do  not  I:  go,  cowaixl  as  thou  art. 
Now  must  I  hide  liis  body  in  some  hole, 
Until  the  duke  take  oitler  for  his  burial: 
And  when  I  have  my  meed.  I  must  away; 
For  this  will  out,  and  hcrc  I  must  not  stay.  200 

ACT  II. 

8cEKE  I.    LoTidon,     T?ie  pdlaee. 

Flourish,  Enter  King  Edward  sick,  Quren  EiiIZAbeth, 
Dorset,  Rivers,  Hastings,  Buckikgham,  Grey,  and 
vtJierSs 

K.  Edw.  Why,  so:  now  I  have  done  a  good  day's  work: 
You  peers,  continue  this  united  league: 
I  every  day  expect  an  embassage 
From  my  Redeemer  to  redeem  me  hence; 
And  now  in  peace  my  soul  shall  part  to  heaven, 
Since  I  have  set  my  friends  at  peace  on  earth. 
Rivers  and  Hivstings,  take  each  other's  hand; 
Di.sscrable  not  your  hatred,  swear  your  love. 

ii*c.  By  iicaven,  my  heart  is  purged  from  grudging  hate: 
And  with  my  hand  1  seal  my  true  heart's  love.  10 

Ilast.  So  thiive  I,  ns  I  truly  swear  the  like! 

K.  Edw.  Take  heed  you  dally  not  before  your  king; 
Lest  he  that  is  the  supreme  King  of  kings 
Confound  your  hidden  falsehood,  and  award 
Either  of  you  to  be  the  other's  end. 
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Hast,  So  prosper  I,  as  I  swear  perfect  love! 

RtB.  And  I,  as  I  love  Hastings  with  my  heart! 

K.  Edio.  Madam,  yourself  arc  not  exempt  la  this. 
Nor  your  son  Dorset.  Buckin<fham,  nor  you ; 
You  have  been  factious  one  against  the  other.  20 

Wife,  love  Lord  Hastings,  let  him  kiss  your  hand; 
And  what  you  do,  do  it  unfeignedly. 

Q.  Eliz.  Here,  Hastings;  I  will  never  more  remember 
Our  former  hatred,  so  thrive  I  and  mine! 

K.  EiuD.  Dorset,  embrace  him;  Hastings,  Ibve  lord  mar- 
quess. 

Dor.  This  interchange  of  love,  I  here  protest, 
Upon  my  part  shall  be  unviolable. 

Uttst.  And  so  swear  I,  my  lord.  [T!iey  embrace, 

K.  Bdw.    Now,  princely  Buckingham,  seal  thou  this 
league 
Witli  thy  enibracements  to  my  wife's  allies,  30 

And  make  me  happy  in  j^our  unity. 

Buck.  Whenever  Buckingham  doth  turn  his  hate 
On  you  or  yours  [to  the  Queen},  but  with  all  duteous  love 
Doth  clierish  you  and  yours,  God  punish  me 
Witli  hate  in  those  where  I  expect  most  love! 
When  I  have  most  need  to  employ  a  friend, 
And  mo3t  assured  ,Lhat  he  is  a  friend. 
Deep,  hollow,  treacherous,  and  full  of  guile, 
Bu  he  unto  me!  this  do  I  beg  of  God, 
When  I  am  cold  in  zeal  to  you  or  yours,  FTAtfy  enibrace,  40 

K.  KUo.  A  pleasing  cordial,  princely  Buckingham, 
Is  this  thy  vow  unto  my  sickly  heart. 
There  wanteth  now  our  brother  Gloucester  here, 
To  make  the  perfect  period  of  this  peace. 

Biick.  And,  in  good  time,  here  comes  the  noble  duke. 

Enter  Gloucester. 

Oloa.  Good  mon'ow  to  my  sovereign  king  and  queen; 
And,  princely  peers,  a  happy  time  of  day! 

K.  Kdw.  Happy,  indeed,  as  we  have  spent  the  day. 
Brother,  we  have  done  deeds  of  charity; 
Made  peace  of  enmity,  fair  love  of  hate,  50 

Between  these  swelling  wrong-incensed  peers. 

Oloa,  A  blessed  labour,  my  most  sovereign  liege: 
Amongst  this  princely  heap,  if  any  here, 
By  false  intelligence,  or  wrong  surmise. 
Hold  me  a  foe ; 

If  I  unwittingly,  or  in  my  rage. 
Have  auj^ht  committed  that  is  hardly  borne 
By  any  m  this  presence,  I  desire 
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To  reconcile  me  to  his  f  ilendly  peace : 

'Tis  death  to  me  to  be  at  enmity;  60 

I  hate  it,  and  desire  all  good  men's  love. 

First,  madam,  I  entreat  true  peace  of  you, 

Which  I  will  purchase  with  my  duteous  seryice; 

Of  you,  my  noble  cousin  Buckingham, 

If  ever  any  grudge  were  lodged  between  us; 

Of  you.  Lord  Rivers,  and,  Lord  Qrev,  of  you; 

That  all  without  desert  have  frown'a  on  me; 

Dukes,  earls,  lords,  gentlemen;  indeed,  of  alL 

I  do  not  know  that  Englishman  alive 

With  whom  my  soul  is  any  jot  at  odds  70 

More  than  the  infant  that  is  born  to-night: 

I  thank  my  God  for  my  humility. 

Q.  Eliz,  A  holy  day  shall  Ibis  be  kept  hereafter: 
I  would  to  God  all  strifes  were  well  compounded. 
My  sovereign  liege,  I  do  bceech  your  majesty 
To  take  our  brother  Clarenc  e  to  your  prace. 

Glou.  Why,  madam,  liavc  I  offcr'd  love  for  this, 
To  be  so  flouted  in  this  vo\i\\  p  Tj^cnce? 
Who  knows  not  that  the  ih.Uc  duke  is  dead? 

[They  aU  start. 
You  do  him  injury  to  scon:  hi  j  corse.  80 

Riv.  Who  knows  not  he  is  d  nd!  who  knows  he  is? 

Q.  EUz,  All-seeing  hcavCr,  wlmt  a  world  is  thisl 

Buck,  Look  I  so  pale,  Loid  Dorset,  as  tlie  rest? 

Dor,  Ay,  my  good  lord ;  and  no  one  in  this  presence 
But  his  red  colour  hath  forsook  his  cheeks. 

K,  Edtp.  Is  Clarence  dead?  the  order  was  reversed. 

Glou,  But  he.  poor  soul,  by  your  first  order  died,    , 
And  that  a  winged  Mercury  di3  bear; 
Some  tardy  cripple  bore  the  countermand, 
That  came  too  ln<?  to  see  him  buried.  90 

God  grant  that  some,  less  noble  and  less  loyal, 
Nearer  in  bloody  thoughts,  but  not  in  blood. 
Deserve  not  worse  than  wretched  Clarence  did, 
And  yet  go  current  from  suspicion ! 

Enter  Derby. 

Der.  A  boon,  my  sovereign,  for  my  service  done! 

K.  Edto.  I  pray  thee,  peace:  my  soul  is  full  of  sorrow. 

Der.  I  will  not  rise,  unless  your  highness  grant. 

K.  Edw.  Then  speak  at  once  what  is  it  thuu  demand*Bt. 

Der.  The  forfeit,  sovereign,  of  my  servant's  life; 
Who  slew  to-day  a  riotous  gentleman  100 

Lately  atteHdant  on  the  Duke  of  Norfolk. 

K.  Edic.  Have  I  a  tongue  to  doom  ni}'  brother's  death, 


SCEKE  II.]  KINQ  RICHARD  III.  699 

And  Rhall  tbe  same  give  pardon  to  a  slave? 
My  brother  slew  no  man ;  his  fault  was  thought, 
And  yet  his  punishment  was  cruel  death. 
"Who  sued  to  me  for  him?  who,  in  my  rage, 
Enecl'd  at  my  feet,  and  bade  mc  be  advised? 
Who  spake  of  brotherhood?  who  spake  of  love? 
Who  told  me  how  the  poor  soul  did  forsake 
The  mighty  Warwick,  and  did  fight  for  me?  110 

Who  told  me,  in  the  field  by.Tewksbury, 
When  Oxford  had  me  down,  he  rescued  me. 
And  si\id,  "Dear  brother,  live,  and  be  a  king"? 
Who  told  me.  when  wo  both  lay  in  the  field 
Frozen  almost  to  deatli,  how  he  did  lap  me 
Even  iu  his  own  garments,  and  gave  himself. 
All  thin  and  naked,  to  the  numb  cold  night? 
All  this  from  rav  remembrance  brutish  wrath 
Sinfully  plucked,  and  not  a  man  of  you 
Had  so  much  grace  to  put  it  in  my  mind.  130 

But  when  your  carters  or  your  waiting- vassals 
Have  done  a  drunken  slaughter,  and  defaced 
The  precious  image  of  our  dear  Redeemer, 
You  straight  are  on  your  knees  for  pardon,  pardon ; 
And  I,  unjustly  too,  must  grant  it  you: 
But  for  my  brother  not  a  man  would  speak. 
Nor  I,  ungracious,  speak  unto  myself 
For  him,  poor  soul.     The  proudest  of  you  all 
Have  been  heholding  to  him  Iq  his  life; 
Yet  none  of  you  would  once  plead  for  his  life.  180 

O  God,  I  fear  thy  justice  will  take  hold 
On  me,  and  you,  and  mine,  and  yours  for  this! 
Come,  Hastings,  help  me  to  my  closet.    Oh,  poor  Clarence  1 

[Eaeunt  some  with  King  and  Queen, 

Ohu.  This  is  the  fruit  of  rashness!    Mark'd  you  not 
How  that  the  guilty  kindred  of  the  queen 
Looked  pale  when  thev  did  hear  of  Clarence'  death? 
O,  they  did  urge  it  still  unto  the  king  I 
God  will  revenge  it.    But  come,  let  us  in, 
To  comfort  Edward  with  our  company. 

Buck.  We  wait  upon  your  grace.  [Exeunt 


Scene  II.     The  palace. 

Enter  the  Duchess  of  York,  tcith  the  two  children  of 

Clarence. 

Boy,  Tell  me,  good^grandam,  is  our  father  dead? 
Duch.  No,  boy. 
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Boy,  Why  do  you  wring  yonr  Iiaiids,  and  Ixiat  your 
breast. 
And  cry  *•  O  Clarence,  my  unhappy  son!" 

Oirl.  Why  do  you  look  on  us,  and  shake  your  head, 
And  call  U3  wretches,  orphans,  castaways, 
It*  ihat  our  noble  father  be  alive? 

Dach.  My  pretty  cousins,  you  mistake  me  much; 
I  do  lament  the  sickness  of  (he  king, 

As  loath  to  lose  him,  not  ^'our  father's  death;  10 

It  were  lost  sorrow  to  wail  one  that's  lost. 

Day,  Then,  grandam,  you  conclude  that  he  is  dead. 
The  king  my  uncle  is  to  blame  for  this: 
God  will  revenge  it;  whom  I  will  importune 
With  daily  prayers  all  to  that  effect. 

Qirl  And  so  will  I. 

Duch,  Peace,  children,  peace!  the  king  doth  love  you 
well : 
Incapable  and  shallow  innocents, 
You  cannot  guess  who  cau8<»d  your  father's  death. 

Boy.  Grandam,  wc  ca)i;  for  m}*^  good  uncle  Gloucester 
Told  me,  the  king,  provoked  by  the  queen,  21 

Devised  impeachments  to  imprison  him: 
And  when  my  uncle  told  me  so,  he  wept, 
And  hugg'd  me  in  his  arm,  and  kindly  kiss'd  my  cheek; 
Bade  me  rely  on  him  as  on  my  father. 
And  he  would  love  me  dearly  as  his  child. 

Duch.  Oh,  that  deceit  should  steal  such  gentle  shapes, 
And  with  a  virtuous  viziird  hide  foul  guile! 
He  is  my  son;  yea,  and  therein  my  shame; 
Yet  from  my  dugs  he  drew  not  this  deceit.  80 

Son.  Think  you  my  uncle  did  dissemble,  grandam? 

Duch.  Ay,  boy. 

Son,  I  cannot  think  it.    Ilark!  what  noise  is  this? 

Enter  Queen  Elizabeth,  ijoith  Jier  hair  about  her  ears-. 
Rivers  and  Dou&et  after  her, 

Q,  Eliz,  Oh,  who  shall  hinder  me  to  wail  and  weep. 
To  chide  my  fortune,  and  torment  myself? 
I'll  join  with  black  despair  against  my  soul, 
And  to  myself  become  an  enemy. 

Duch,  What  means  this  scene  of  rude  impatience? 

Q.  EUz,  To  make  an  act  of  tragic  violence : 
Edward,  my  lord,  your  son,  our  king,  is  dead.  40 

Why  grow  the  branches  now  the  root  is  wilher'd? 
Why  wither  not  the  leaves  the  sap  being  gone? 
If  you  will  live, .lament;  if  die,  be^rief, 
That  our  swift-winged  souls  may  catch  the  king's; 
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Or,  like  obedient  subjects,  follow  liim 
To  his  new  kingdom  of  perpetual  rest 

Dock,  Ah,  so  much  interest  have  I  in  thy  sorrow 
As  I  had  title  in  thy  noble  husband ! 
I  have  bewcpt  a  worthy  husband's  death, 
And  lived  by  looking  on  his  images:  60 

But  now  two  mirrors  of  his  princely  semblance 
Are  crack'd  in  pieces  by  malignant  death. 
And  I  for  comfort  have  but  one  false  glass, 
"Which  grieves  me  when  I  see  my  shame  in  him. 
Thou  art  a  widow;  yet  thou  art  a  mother, 
And  hast  the  comfort  of  thy  children  left  thee: 
But  death  hath  snatch'd  my  husband  from  mine  arms. 
And  plucked  two  crutches  from  my  feeble  limbs, 
Edward  and  Clarence.     O,  what  cause  have  I, 
Thine  being  but  a  moiety  of  my  grief,  60 

To  overgo  thy  plaints  and  drown  thy  cries! 

Boy,  Good  aunt,  you  wept  not  for  our  father's  death; 
How  can  we  aid  you  with  our  kindred  tears? 

Oirl.  Our  fatlierless  distress  was  left  unmoan*d; 
Your  widow-dolour  likewise  be  unwept! 

Q.  Eliz,  Give  me  no  help  in  lamentation; 
I  am  not  barren  to  bring  lorth  complaints: 
AH  springs  reduce  their  currents  to  mine  eyes. 
That  I,  being  governed  by  the  watery  moon, 
May  send  forth  plenteous  tears  to  drown  the  world!        70 
Oh  for  ray  husband,  for  my  dear  lord  Edward! 

ChU.  Oh  for  our  father,  for  onr  dear  lord  Clarence! 

Ducfi,.  Alas  for  both,  both  mine,  Edward  and  Clarence  1 

Q.  Eliz.  What  stay  had  I  but  Edward?  and  he's  gone. 

Chil.  What  stay  had  we  but  Clarence?  and  he's  gone. 

DueJi.  What  stays  had  I  but  they?  and  they  are  gone. 

0.  Eliz,  Was  never  widow  had  so  dear  a  loss! 

VhU,  Were  never  orphans  liad  so  dear  a  loss! 

Ducfi,  Was  never  mother  hac^  so  dear  a  lossl 
Alas,  I  am  the  mother  of  these  moans!  80 

Their  woes  are  parcell'd,  mine  areffcneraL 
She  for  an  Edward  weeps,  and  so  do  I; 
I  for  a  Clarence  weep,  so  doth  not  she : 
These  babes  for  Clarence  weep,  and  so  do  I; 
I  for  an  Edward  weep,  so  do  not  they : 
Alas,  you  thrQe,  on  me,  threefold  distressed. 
Pour  all  your  tears  I  I  am  your  sorrow's  nurse. 
And  I  will  pamper  it  with  lamentations. 

Dor,  Comfort,  dear  mother:  God  is  much  displeased 
That  you  take  with  unthank fulness  his  doing:  00 

In  common  worldly  things,  'tis  called  ungrateful. 
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With  dull  unwillingness  to  repay  a  debt 
Which  with  a  bounteous  hana  was  kindly  lent; 
Much  more  to  be  thus  opposite  with  heaven, 
For  it  requires  the  royal  debt  it  lent  you. 

Biv.  Madam,  bethink  you,  like  a  careful  mother. 
Of  the  young  prince  your  son:  send  straight  for  him; 
Jjct  him  be  crown'd ;  in  him  vour  comfort  lives: 
Drown  desperate  sorrow  yi  dead  Edward's  grave, 
And  plant  your  Joys  in  living  Edward's  throne.  100 

Enter  Gloucester,  Buckingham,  Derby,  Habtogs,  and 

R/-TCLIFP. 

Olou.  Madam,  have  comfort:  all  of  us  have  cause 
To  wail  the  dimming  of  our  shining  star; 
But  none  can  cure  their  harms  by  wailing  them. 
Madam,  my  mother,  I  do  cry  you  mercy ; 
I  did  not  see  your  grace :  humbly  on  my  knee 
I  crave  your  blessing. 

DucJi,  God  bless  thee;  and  put  meekness  in  thy  mind. 
Love,  charity,  obedience,  and  true  duty! 

Glou.  [Aifide]  Amen ;  and  make  rac  die  a  good  old  man  I 
That  is  the  butt-end  of  a  mother's  blessing:  110 

I  marvel  why  her  crace  did  leave  it  out. 

Buck,  You  cloudy  princes  and  heart-sorrowing  peers. 
That  bear  this  mutual  heavy  load  of  moan. 
Now  cheer  each  other  in  each  other's  love: 
Though  we  have  spent  our  harvest  of  this  king, 
We  are  to  reap  the  harvest  of  his  son. 
The  broken  rancour  of  your  high-swoln  hearts. 
But  lately  splinter'd,  knit,  and  join'd  togetlier, 
Must  gently  be  preserved,  cherish'd,  and  kept: 
Me  seemcth  good,  tliat,  with  some  little  train,  120 

Forthwith  from  Ludlow  the  young  prince  be  fetch'd 
Hither  to  London,  to  be  crown'd  our  king. 

Biv,  Why  with  some  litfle  train,  my  Lord  of  Bucking- 
ham? 

Buck.  Marry,  my  lord,  lest,  by  a  multitude. 
The  new-heal'd  wound  of  malice  should  break  out; 
Which  would  be  bo  much  the  more  dangerous, 
By  how  much  the  estate  is  green  and  yet  ungovcm'd: 
Where  every  horse  bears  his  commanding  rein, 
And  may  direct  his  course  as  please  himself,  • 
As  well  the  fear  of  harm,  as  harm  apparent,  180 

In  my  opinion,  ought  to  be  prevcntea. 

Glou.  I  hope  the  king  made  peace  with  all  of  us; 
And  the  compact  is  firm  and  true  in  me. 

Biv,  And  so  in  me;  and  so,  I  think,  in  all: 
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Yet,  since  it  is  but  green,  it  should  be  put 
To  no  apparent  likelibood  of  breach. 
Which  imply  by  much  company  mi«jht  be  urged: 
Therefore  I  say  with  noble  Buckingham,    , 
That  it  is  meet  so  few  should  fetch  the  prince. 
U(i»U  And  so  say  I.  140 

Qlou.  Then  be  it  so;  and  go  we  to  determine 
Who  they  shall  be  that  straight  sliall  post  to  Ludlow. 
Madam,  and  you,  my  mother,  will  you  go 
To  give  your  censures  in  this  weighty  business? 

%^^'  \   With  all  our  hearts. 

[Exeunt  aU  but  Buckingham  and  Gloucester, 
Buck.  My  Lord,  whoever  journeys  to  the  prince, 

For  God's  sake,  let  not  us  two  be  behind; 

For,  bv  the  way,  I'll  sort  occasion. 

As  index  to  the  story  wo  late  talk'd  of, 

To  part  the  queen's  proud  kindred  from  the  king.  150 

dloa.  My  other  self,  niy  counsel's  consistory. 

My  oracle,  my  prophet !    My  dear  cousin, 

I,  like  a  child,  will  go  bv  thy  direction. 

Towards  Ludlow  then,  for  we'll  not  stay  behind.  {Exeunt, 

Scene  III.    London.    A  street. 

Enter  two  Citizens,  meeting. 

First  OU,  Neighbour,  well  met:  whither  away  so  fast? 

Sec.  Git.  I  promise  you,  1  scarcely  know  myself:  • 
Hear  you  the  news  abroad? 

First  Git,  Ay,  that  the  king  is  dead. 

8ee.  Git.  Bad  news,  by'r  lady:  seldom  comes  the  better: 
I  fear,  I  fear  'twill  prove  a  troublous  world. 

Enter  another  Citizen. 

• 

Third  Git,  NeighbourSi  God  speed! 

First  Git.  Give  you  good  morrow,  sir. 

27urd  Git,  Doth  this  news  hold  of  good  King  Edward's 
death? 

Sec.  Git.  Ay,  sir,  it  is  too  true;  God  help  the  while! 

TlUrd  Git,  Then,  masters,  look  to  see  a  troublous  world. 

First  Git,   No,  no;   by  God's  good  grace  his  son  shall 
reign.  10 

•    Third  Git.  Woe  to  that  land  that's  govern'd  by  a  child  I 

Sec.  Git.  In  him  there  is  a  hope  of  government. 
That  in  his  nonage  council  unacr  him. 
And  in  his  full  and  ripen'd  years  himself. 
No  doubt,  shall  then  and  till  then  govern  wdL 
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First  Cit,  So  stood  the  state  when  Henry  tlie  Sixth 
Was  crowu'd  in  Paris  but  at  nine  montlis  old. 

Jhird  Cit  Stood  tlic  state  so?  No,  no,  good  friends,  God 
wot; 
For  tbcn  this  land  was  famously  enrich 'd 
With  politic  grave  counsel;  then  the  king  20 

Had  virtuous  uncles  to  protect  his  grace. 

First  Cit    Why,  so  hath  this,  both  by  the  father  and 
mother 

Thii'd  Cit.  Better  it  were  they  all  came  by  the  father, 
Or  by  the  f atlier  there  were  none  at  all ; 
For  emulation  now,  who  shall  be  nearest, 
Will  touch  us  all  too  near,  if  God  prevent  not. 
O,  full  of  danger  is  the  Duke  of  Gloucester! 
And  the  queen's  sons  and  brothers  haught  and  proud: 
And  were  they  to  be  ruled,  and  not  to  rule. 
This  sickly  land  might  solace  as  before.  80 

First  Cit.  Come,  come,  wx  fear  the  worst;  all  shall  be 
well. 

Third  Cit  When  clouds  appear,  wise  men  put  on  their 
cloaks; 
When  great  leaves  fall,  the  winter  is  at  hand; 
When  the  sun  sets,  who  doth  not  look  for  night? 
Untimely  storms  make  men  expect  a  dearth. 
All  may  be  well ;  but.  if  God  sort  it  so, 
'Tis  more  than  we  deserve,  or  I  expect. 

Sec.  Cit.  Truly,  the  souls  of  men  are  full  of  dread: 
Ye  cannot  reason  almost  with  a  man 
That  looks  not  heavily  and  full  of  fear.  40 

Ihird  Cit.  Before  the  times  of  change,  still  is  it  so: 
By  a  divine  instinct  men*s  minds  mistrust 
Ensuing  dangers;  as,  by  proof,  we  see 
The  waters  swell  before  a  boisterous  storm. 
But  leave  it  all  to  God.    Whither  away? 

8cc.  Cit.  Marry,  we  were  sent  for  to  the  justices. 

Tfiird  Cit  And  so  was  1:  I'll  bear  you  company.  [JSreuTi/. 

Scene  IV.    London,     The  palace. 

Enter  tJis  Archbishop  of  York,  the  young  I>vkk  of  York, 
Queen  Elizabeth,  and  the  Duchess  op  York. 

Arch.  Last  night,  I  hear,  they  lay  at  Northampton; 
At  Stony-Stratford  will  they  be  to-night : 
To-morrow,  or  next  day,  will  they  be  here. 

Duch.  I  long  with  all  my  heart  to  see  the  prince: 
I  hope  he  is  much  grown  since  last  I  saw  him. 
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Q,  EUz.  But  I  hear,  no;  they  say  my  son  of  York 
Ilath  almost  ovcrta'en  him  in  his  growth. 

York.  Ay,  mother;  but  I  would  not  have  it  so. 

DncJi.  Why,  my  young  eousin,  it  is  cood  to  grow. 

York.  Qnindam,  one  night,  as  we  did  sit  at  supper,      10 
My  uncle  liivers  talk'd  how  I  did  gmw 
More  than  my  brotlicr:  **  Ay,"  quoth  mv  uncle  Gloucester, 
**  Small  herbs  have  grace,  great  weeds  do  grow  apace:" 
And  since,  methinks,  I  would  not  grow  so  fast. 
Because  sweet  flowers  are  slow  and  weeds  make  haste. 

Duck.  Good  faith,  good  faith,  the  saying  did  not  hold 
In  him  tiiat  did  object  the  same  to  thee: 
He  was  the  wretched'st  thing  when  he  was  young, 
So  long  a-growing  and  so  leisurely, 
That,  ii  this  rule  were  true,  he  should  be  gracious.  20 

Arch,  Why,  madam,  so,  no  doubt,  he  is. 

DncHi.  I  hope  he  is;  but  yet  let  mothers  doubt. 

York,  Now,  by  my  troth,  if  I  had  been  remembered, 
I  could  have  given  my  uncle's  grace  a  flout, 
To  touch  his  growth  nearer  than  he  touched  mine. 

Daeh,  How,  my  pretty  York?  I  pray  thee,  let  me  hear  it. 

York,  Marry,  they  sjiy  my  uncle  grew  so  fast 
Tbat  he  could  gnaw  a  crust  at  two  hours  old: 
*Twas  full  two  years  ere  I  could  get  a  tooth. 
Grandam,  this  would  have  been  u  biting  jest.  80 

Duch,  I  pray  thee,  pretty  York,  who  told  thee  this? 

York.  Granaam,  his  nurse. 

Daeh,  His  nurse!  why,  she  was  dead  ere  thou  wert  born. 

York.  If  'twere  not  she,  I  cannot  tell  who  told  me. 

Q.  EUz,  A  parlous  bov :  go  to,  you  are  too  shrewd. 

Arch.  Good  madam,  be  not  angry  with  the  cliild. 

Q.  Miz.  Pitchers  have  ears. 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

Areh.  Here  comes  a  messenger.     What  news? 

Mess.  Such  news,  my  lord,  as  grieves  me  to  unfold. 

Q.  Eliz.  How  fares  the  prince? 

Mess.  Well,  madam,  and  in  health.    40 

Duch.  What  is  thy  news  then  ? 

Mess.  Lord  Rivers  and  Lord  Grey  are  sent  to  Pomfret, 
With  them  Sir  Thomas  Vaughan,  prisoners. 

Ihteh.  Who  hath  committed  them? 

Mess.  The  mighty  dukes 

Gloucester  and  Buckingham. 

Q.  EUz.  For  what  offence? 

Mess.  The  sum  of  all  I  can,  I  have  disclosed; 
Why  or  for  what  these  nobles  were  committed 
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Is  all  unknown  to  me,  my  gracious  lady. 

Q.  Eliz.  Ay  me,  I  see  the  downfall  of  our  house! 
The  tiger  now  hath  seized  the  gentle  hind;  50 

Insulting  tyranny  Ix^gins  to  jet 
Upon  the  innocent  and  aweless  throne: 
\\elcome.  destruction,  death,  and  massacre! 
I  see,  as  in  a  map,  the  end  of  all. 

Duch.  Accursed  and  unquiet  wrangling  days. 
How  many  of  you  have  mine  eyes  belicld! 
My  husband  lost  his  life  to  get  the  crown ; 
And  often  up  and  down  my  sons  were  toss*d, 
For  me  to  joy  and  weep  tlieir  ^ain  and  loss: 
And  being  seated,  and  domestic  broils  60 

Clean  over-blown,  tliemselves,  the  conquerors, 
Make  w^ar  upon  themselves;  blood  against  blood. 
Self  against  self:  O,  preposterous 
And  frantic  outrage,  end  thy  damned  spleen; 
Or  let  me  die,  to  look  on  death  no  more! 

Q.  Eliz.  Come,  come,  my  boy;  we  will  to  sanctuary. 
Madam,  farewell. 

Dudi,  1*11  go  along  with  you. 

Q.  EUz.  You  have  no  cause. 

Arch,  My  gracious  lady,  go; 

And  thither  bear  your  treasure  and  your  goods. 
For  my  part,  I'll  resign  unto  your  grace  70 

The  seal  I  keep:  and  so  betide  to  me 
As  well  I  tender  you  and  all  of  yours! 
Come,  I'll  conduct  you  to  the  sanctuaiy.  [Exeunt 


ACT  m. 

ScENR  I.     London,    A  ttreet. 

The  trumpets  sound.  Enter  the  young  Princr,  the  Dukes  of 
Gloucester  and  Buckingham,  Cabdinal  Bourcuier, 
Catesby,  and  others. 

Buck.  Welcome,  sweet  prince,  to  London,  to  your  cham- 
ber. 

Olou.  Welcome,  dear  cousin,  my  thoughts*  sovereign: 
The  w^eary  way  hath  made  you  melanchol3^ 

Prince.  "So,  uncle;  but  our  crosses  on  the  way 
Have  made  it  tedious,  wearisome,  and  heavy: 
I  want  more  uncles  here  to  welcome  me. 

Glou.  Sweet  prince,  the  untainted  virtue  of  your  years 
Hath  not  yet  dived  into  the  world's  deceit: 
Nor  more  can  you  distinguish  of  a  maa 
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Than  of  his  outward  show;  which,  God  he  knows,  10 

Seldom  or  never  jumpeth  with  tlic  heart. 

Tliose  uncles  which  you  want  were  dangerous; 

Your  grace  attended  to  their  sugar'd  word*, 

But  look*d  not  on  the  poison  of  their  hearts: 

God  keep  you  from  tbem,  and  from  such  false  friends! 

Prince.  God  keep  me  from  false  friends!  but  they  were 
none. 

Olou.  My  lord,  the  mayor  of  London  comes  to  greet  you. 

Enter  the  Lord  Mayor,  and  his  train. 

May,  God  bless  your  grace  with  health  and  happy  days  I 
Prince,  1  thank  you,  good  my  lord ;  and  thank  you  all. 
I  thought  my  mother,  and  my  brother  York,  20 

"Would  long  ere  this  have  met  us  on  the  way: 
Fie,  what  a  slug  is  Hasting?,  that  he  comes  not 
To  tell  us  whether  they  will  come  or  no! 

JSnter  Lord  Ha8Tii?o& 

Bu^.  And,  in  good  time,  here  comes  the  sweating  lord. 

Prince.  Welcome*,  my  lord:  what,  will  our  mother  come? 

Ufist.  On  what  occasion,  God  he  knows,  not  I, 
Tlie  queen  your  mother,  and  your  brother  York, 
Have  taken  sanctuary:  the  tender  prince 
Would  fain  have  come  with  me  to  meet  your  grace, 
But  by  his  mother  was  perforce  withhela.  80 

B'lck.  Fie,  what  an  indirect  and  peevish  course 
Is  this  of  hers!    Lord  cardinal,  will  your  craco 
Persuade  the  queen  to  send  the  Duke  of  York 
Unto  his  princely  brother  presently? 
If  she  deny.  Lord  Hastings,  co  with  him. 
And  from  her  jealous  arms  pluck  him  perforce. 

CUrd.  lAy  Lord  of  Buckingham,  if  mv  weak  oratory 
Can  from  his  mother  win  the  Duke  of  Vork, . 
Ano:i  expect  him  here;  but  if  she  be  obdurate 
To  mild  entreities,  God  in  heaven  forbid  40 

Wo  should  infringe  the  holy  privilege 
Of  blessed  sanctuary!  not  K)r  all  this  land 
vVoiild  I  Iw  guilty  of  so  deep  a  sin. 

B  ick.  You  are  too  senseless  obstinate,  my  lord, 
Too  ceremonious  and  traditional : 
Weigh  it  but  with  the  grossuess  of  this  age, 
You  break  not  sanctuary  in  seizing  him. 
Tlie  benefit  thereof  is  always  granted 
To  those  whoso  dealings  have  deserved  the  place, 
And  those  who  have  the  wit  to  claim  the  place:  oO 

This  prince  hath  neither  claim'd  it  nor  deserved  it; 
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And  therefore,  in  mine  opinion,  cannot  have  it: 
Then,  taking  him  from  thence  that  is  not  there. 
You  break  no  privilege  nor  charter  there. 
Oft  have  I  heard  of  sanctuary  men ; 
But  sanctuarv  children  ne'er  till  now. 

Caj'd.  AIv  lord,  you  shall  o'er-rule  my  mind  for  once. 
Come  on,  Lord  Ha&tings,  will  you  go  with  me? 

JIast.  I  go,  my  lord.  59 

Prince.  Good  lords,  make  all  the  speedy  haste  you  may. 

[Exeunt  Vardinal  and  HaMings. 
Say,  uncle  Gloucester,  if  our  brother  come, 
Where  shall  wo  sojourn  till  our  coronation? 

Olou.  Where  it  seems  best  unto  your  royal  self. 
If  I  may  counsel  you,  some  day  or  two 
Your  highness  shall  repose  you  at  the  Tower: 
Then  where  you  please,  and  shall  be  thought  most  fit 
For  your  best  health  and  recreation. 

Prince.  I  do  not  like  the  Tower,  of  any  place. 
Did  Julius  Co'sar  build  that  place,  my  lord? 

Buck.  He  did,  my  gracious  lord,  begin  that  place;       70 
Which,  since,  succeeding  ages  have  re-edified. 

Prince.  Is  it  upon  record,  or  else  reported 
Successively  from  age  to  age,  he  built  it? 

Buck,  Upon  record,  my  gracious  lord. 

Prince.  But  say,  my  lord,  it  were  not  i-cgister'd, 
Methinks  the  truth  should  live  from  age  to  age, 
As  'twere  retailed  to  all  poster! U^, 
Even  to  the  general  all-ending  day. 

Olou.  [AsuU]  So  wise  so  young,  they  say,  do  never  live 
long. 

Prince.  What  say  you,  uncle?  80 

G!ou.  I  say,  without  cliaractcra,  fame  lives  long. 

tAmlel  Thus,  like  the  formal  vice,  Iniquity, 
moralize  two  meanings  in  one  word. 
Prince.  Tliat  Julius  Ca?sar  was  a  famous  man; 
With  what  his  valour  did  enrich  his  wit. 
His  wit  set  down  to  make  his  valour  live: 
Death  makes  no  conquest  of  this  conqueror; 
For  now  he  lives  in  fame,  though  not  in  life, 
ril  tell  you  what,  my  cousin  Buckingham, — 
Buck.  What,  my  gracious  lord?  00 

Prince.  An  if  I  live  until  I  Ikj  a  man, 
I'll  win  our  ancient  right  in  France  again, 
Or  die  a  soldier,  as  I  lived  a  king. 

Glou.   {AmUi\  Short  summers  lightly  have  a  forward 
si)ring. 

Enter  young  York,  Hastlngs,  and  the  Cakdi^au 
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Buck,  Now,  in  good  time,  here  comes  the  Duke  of  York. 

Prince,  Richard  of  York  I  how  fares  our  loving  brother? 

York.  Well,  my  dread  lord ;  so  must  I  call  you  now. 

Prince.  Ay.  brother,  to  our  grief,  as  it  is  yours: 
Too  late  he  died  that  might  have  kept  that  titl«, 
Wnich  by  his  death  hath  lost  much  majesty.  100 

G'/m.     How  fares  our  cousin,  noble  Lord  of  York? 

York.  I  thank  you,  gentle  uncle.    O,  my  lord, 
You  said  that  idle  weeds  arc  fast  in  growth : 
The  prince  my  brother  hath  outgrown  me  far. 

Gha.  He  hath,  my  lord. 

York.  And  therefore  is  ho  idle? 

G'^u.  O,  my  fair  cousin,  I  must  not  say  so. 

York.  Then  is  ho  more  beholding  to  you  than  I. 

GU>a.  He  may  command  me  as  my  sovereign; 
But  you  Jiave  power  in  me  as  in  a  kmsman. 

York.  I  pray  you,  uncle,  give  me  this  dagger.  110 

Glou.  My  dagger,  little  cousin?  with  all  my  heart. 

Prince.  A  beggar,  brother? 

York.  Of  my  kind  uncle,  that  I  know  will  give; 
And  bein*;  but  a  toy,  which  is  no  grief  to  give. 

G^/>ii.  A  greater  gift  than  that  1*11  give  my  cousin. 

York.  A  greater  gift!     O,  that's  the  sword  to  it. 

G'ou.  Ay,  gentle  cousin,  were  it  light  enough. 

York.  O,  then,  I  see,  you  will  part  but  with  light  gifts; 
In  weightier  things  you'll  say  a  l)eggar  nay. 

G'^m.  It  is  too  heavy  for  your  grace  to  wear.  120 

York.  I  weigh  it  lightly,  were  It  heavier. 

Glou.  What,  would  you  have  my  weapon,  little  lord? 

York.  I  would,  that  I  might  thank  you  as  you  call  me. 

G'au.  How? 

York.  Little. 

Prince.  My  Lord  of  York  will  still  be  cross  in  talk: 
Uncle,  your  grace  knows  how  to  bear  with  him. 

York.  You  mean,  to  bear  rac,  not  to  bear  with  mc: 
Uncle,  my  brother  mocks  both  you  and  me; 
Because  that  I  am  little,  like  an  ape,  130 

He  thinks  that  you  should  bear  me  on  your  shoulders. 

Back.  With  what  a  sharp-provided  wit  he  reasons! 
To  mitigate  the  scorn  he  gives  his  uncle, 
He  prettily  and  aptly  taunts  himself: 
So  cunning  and  so  young  is  wonderful. 

GU)ii.  Mv  lord,  will't  please  you  pass  along? 
Mvself  and  my  good  cousin  Buckingham 
Will  to  your  mother,  to  entreat  of  her 
To  meet  vou  at  the  Tower  and  welcome  you. 

York,  What,  will  you  go  unto  the  Tower,  jny  lord?     140 

BHAK.   IL— 20 
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Pnnce.  My  lord  protector  needs  will  have  it  so. 

York.  I  shall  not  sleep  in  quiet  at  the  Tower. 

Olou,  Why,  "what  should  you  fear? 

York.  Marry,  my  uncle  Clarence'  an^ry  ghost: 
My  grandam  told  me  he  was  murder'd  there. 

Prlttce.  I  fear  np  uncles  dead. 

Olou.  Nor  none  that  live,  I  hope. 

Prinee.  An  if  they  live,  I  hope  I  need  not  fear. 
But  come,  my  lord;  and  with  a  heavy  heart. 
Thinking  on  them,  go  I  unto  the  Tower.  150 

lA  Sennet    Exeunt  ail  hit  Gloucester,  Bvekfnghani 

aiui  CaiGtby. 

Buck.  Think  you,  mj  lord,  this  little  prating  York 
Was  not  incensed  by  his  subtle  mother 
To  taunt  and  scorn  yon  thus  opprohriously? 

Glyu.  No  doubt,  no  doubt:  O,  'tis  a  parlous  boy; 
Bold,  quick,  ingenious,  forward,  capable: 
He  is  all  the  mother's,  from  the  top  to  toe. 

Buck.  Well,  let  lliem  rest.     Come  hither,  Catesby. 
Thou  art  sworn  as  deeply  to  effect  what  we  intend 
As  closely  to  conceal  what  we  impart: 
Thou  know'st  our  reasons  urged  upon  the  way;  IfiO 

What  think'st  thou?  is  it  not  an  easy  matter 
To  make  William  Lord  Hastings  of  our  mind. 
For  tlie  instalment  of  this  noble  duke 
In  the  seat  royal  of  this  famous  isle? 

Cale.  He  for  his  father's  sake  so  loves  the  prince. 
That  lie  will  not  be  won  to  aught  against  him. 

Buck.  What  think'st  thou,  then,  of  Stanley?  what  will 
he? 

Cate.  He  will  do  nil  in  all  as  Hastings  doth. 

Buck.  Well,  then,  no  more  but  this:  go,  gentle  Catesby, 
And,  as  it  were  far  ofT,  sound  thou  Lord  Hastings,         170 
How  he  doth  stand  affected  to  our  purpose; 
And  summon  him  to-morrow  to  the  Tower, 
To  sit  about  the  coronation. 
If  thou  dost  find  him  tractable  to  us, 
Encourage  him,  and  sliow  him  all  our  reasons: 
If  he  be  leaden,  icy-cold,  unwilling, 
Be  thou  so  too;  and  so  break  off  your  talk. 
And  give  us  notice  of  his  inclination: 
For  wc  to-morrow  hold  divided  councils, 
Whcrcin  thyself  shall  highly  be  employ'd.  180 

Olou.  Commend  me  to  Lord  William :  tell  him,  Catesby, 
His  ancient  knot  of  dangerous  adversaries 
To-morrow  are  let  blood  at  Pomf ret-castle ; 
And  bid  my  friend,  for  joy  of  this  good  news. 
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Qive  Mistress  Shore  one  gentle  kiss  the  more. 

Baeic,  Good  Catesby,  go,  effect  this  business  soundly. 

Cate.  M}*^  good  lords  lK>th,  with  all  the  heed  I  may, 

Glou.  Shall  we  hear  from  you,  Catesby,  ere  we  sleep?  , 

Cate.  You  shall,  mv  lord.  ! 

Olou.  At  Crosby  Place,  there  shall  you  find  us  bo(h.  100 

[Exit  CaUiiby, 

Buck,  Now,  my  lord,  what  shall  we  do,  if  we  perceive 
Lord  Hastings  will  not  yield  to  our  complots? 

Olo}^.  Chop  off  his  head,  man;  somewhat  we  will  do: 
And,  look,  when  I  am  king,  claim  thou  of  mc 
The  earldom  of  Hereford,  and  the  moveables 
Whereof  the  king  my  brother  stood  possessed. 

Buck.  I'll  claim  tliat  promise  at  your  trace's  hands. 

Glou.  And  look  to  have  it  yielded  with  all  willingness. 
Come,  let  us  sup  betimes,  tliat  afterwards 
We  may  digest  our  complots  in  some  form.   [Exeunt.    200 

ScEKB  II.    Before  Lord  HaeHngs'  house. 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

Mess.  What,  ho!  my  lord! 

Hast.  [Within]  Who  knocks  at  the  door? 

Mess,  A  messenger  from  the  Lord  Stanley. 

Enter  Lord  Hastings. 

Hast.  What  is't  o'clock? 

Mess,  Upon  the  stroke  of  four. 

Hast.  Cannot  thy  master  sleep  these  tedious  nights? 

Mess.  So  it  should  seem  by  that  I  have  to  say. 
First,  he  commends  him  to  your  noble  lordship. 

Hast.  And  then? 

Mess.  And  then  lie  sends  you  word  10 

He  dreamt  to-night  the  boar  had  razed  his  helm: 
Besides,  he  snys  there  are  two  councils  held; 
And  that  may  be  determined  at  the  one 
Wliich  may  make  you  and  him  to  rue  al  the  other. 
Therefore  he  sends  to  know  your  lordship's  pleasure, 
If  presently  vou  will  take  horse  with  him. 
And  with  all  speed  post  with  him  toward  the  north. 
To  shun  the  danger  that  his  soul  divines. 

Hast.  Go,  fellow,  go,  return  unto  thy  lord; 
Bid  him  not  fear  the  separated  councils:  20 

His  honour  and  myself  arc  at  the  one, 
And  at  the  other  is  my  servant  Catesby; 
Where  nothing  can  proceed  that  toucheth  us 
Whereof  I  shall  not  have  intelligence. 
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Tdl  him  bis  fears  arc  shallow,  wanting  instance: 
And  for  his  dreams,  I  woNdcr  he  is  so  fond 
To  trust  the  mockery  of  unquiet  slumbers: 
To  fly  the  boar  before  the  boar  pursues, 
Were  to  incense  the  boar  to  follow  us 
And  make  pursuit  where  he  did  mean  no  chase.  80 

Go,  bid  thy  uuister  rise  and  come  to  me ; 
*  And  we  will  both  together  to  the  Tower, 
Where,  he  shall  see,  the  boar  will  use  us  kindly. 
Mess,  My  gracious  lord,  I'l  i  tell  him  what  you  say. 

[Btii, 
Enter  Catesbt. 

Cate.  Many  good  morrows  to  my  noble  lord  I 

Hast.  Good  morrow,  Catesby;  you  are  early  stirring: 
What  news,  what  news,  in  this  our  tottering  state? 

Cat^.  It  is  a  reeling  world,  indeed,  my  lord; 
And  I  believe  'twill  never  stand  upright 
Till  Richard  wear  tlie  garland  of  the  realm.  40 

Hast.    How!  wear  the   gai'land!    dost  thou  mean  the 
crown? 

Cate.  Ay,  my  good  lord. 

Hast.  I'll  have  this  crown  of  mine  cut  from  my  shoulders 
Ere  I  will  see  the  crown  so  foul  misplaced. 
But  canst  thou  guess  that  he  doth  aim  at  it? 

Cate.  Ay,  on  my  life;  and  hopes  to  find  you  forward 
Upon  his  party  for  the  gain  thereof: 
And  thereupon  he  sends  you  this  good  news, 
That  this  same  very  day  your  enemies. 
The  kindred  of  the  queen,  must  die  at  Pomfret.  60 

Hast.  Indeed,  I  am  no  mourner  for  that  news. 
Because  they  have  been  still  mine  enemies: 
But.  that  I'll  give  my  voice  on  Richard's  side. 
To  bar  my  master's  heirs  in  true  descent, 
God  knows  I  will  not  do  it,  to  the  death. 

Cafe.  God  keep  your  lordship  in  that  gracious  mind! 

Hast.  But  I  shall  Inugh  at  this  a  twelve-mouth  hence. 
That  they  who  brought  me  in  my  master's  hate, 
I  live  to  look  upon  their  tragedy. 
I  toll  thee,  Catesby,—  60 

Cate.  What,  my  lord? 

HaM.  Ere  a  fortnight  make  me  elder, 
I'll  send  some  packinjj;  that  yet  think  not  on  it 

Cate.  Tis  a  vile  thmg  to  die.  my  gracious  lord, 
When  men  are  unprepared  and  look  not  for  it. 

Hast.  O  monstrous,  monslrousl  and  so  falls  it  out 
With  Rivers,  Vaughaa,  Grey:  and  so  'twill  do 
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With  some  men  else,  who  think  themselves  as  safe 

As  thou  and  I;  who,  as  thou  know'st,  are  dear 

To  princely  Richard  and  to  Buckingliam.  70 

Cats.  The  princes  both  make  high  account  of  you; 
[Aside]  For  they  account  iiis  head  upon  the  bridge. 

Hast.  I  know  they  do;  and  I  have  well  dcserycd  it. 

Enter  Lord  Stanley. 

Come  on,  come  on;  where  is  your  lK)ar-spcar,  man? 
Fear  you  the  boar,  and  go  so  unprovided? 

Stan.  Mv  lord,  good  morrow;  good  morrow,  Catesby: 
You  may  fest  on,  out,  by  the  holy  rood, 
I  do  not  like  these  several  councils.  I. 

Hast.  My  lord, 
I  hold  my  life  as  dear  as  you  do  yours;  80 

And  never  in  my  life,  I  do  protest. 
Was  it  more  precious  to  me  than  'tis  now: 
Think  you,  but  that  I  know  our  state  secure, 
I  would  be  so  triumphant  as  I  am? 

Stan,  The  lords  at  Pomf  ret,  when  they  rode  from  London, 
Were  jocund,  and  supposed  their  state  was  sure. 
And  they  indeed  had  no  cause  to  mistrust; 
But  yet,  you  see,  how  soon  the  day  overcast. 
This  sudden  stab  of  rancour  I  misaoubt: 
Pray  God,  I  say,  I  prove  a  needless  coward!  90 

What,  shall  we  toward  the  Tower?  the  day  is  spent. 

Hast.  Come,  come,  have  with  you.     Wot  you  what,  my 
lord? 
To-day  the  lords  you  talk  of  are  beheaded. 

Stiin.  They,  for  their  truth,  might  better  wear  their  heads 
Than  some  that  have  accused  them  wear  their  hats. 
But  come,  my  lord,  let  us  away. 

Enter  a  Pursuivant. 

Hast,  Go  on  before;  I'll  talk  with  this  good  fellow. 

[Kx&unt  Stanley  and  Catesby. 
How  now,  sirrah  I  how  goes  the  world  with  thee? 

Purs.  The  better  that  your  lordship  please  to  ask. 

Hast.  I  tell  thee,  man.  'tis  better  with  me  now  100 

Than  when  I  met  thee  last  where  now  we  meet: 
Then  was  I  going  prisoner  to  the  Tower, 
By  the  suggestion  of  the  queen's  allies; 
But  now,  1  tell  thee— keep  it  to  thyself — 
This  day  those  enemies  are  put  to  death. 
And  I  in  better  state  than  e'er  I  was. 

Purt.  God  hold  it,  to  your  honour's  good  content! 

Htut.  Gramorcy,  fellow :  there,  drink  that  for  me. 

[Throws  him  his  purse. 
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Pura.  Qpd  save  your  lordship!  [Exit, 

Enter  a  Priest. 

Print.  Well  met,  my  lord ;  I  am  glad  to  see  your  honour. 

Hatt.  I  thank  thee,  good  Sir  John,  with  all  my  heart.  Ill 
I  am  in  your  debt  for  your  last  exercise; 
Come  the  next  Sabbath,  and  I  will  content  you. 

[Ue  whispers  in  his  ear. 

Enter  Bucxinoham. 

Buck,  What,  talking  with  a  priest,  lord  chamberlain? 
Your  friends  at  Pom  fret,  they  do  need  the  priest; 
Your  honour  hath  no  shriving  work  in  hana. 

Hast,  Qood  faith,  and  when  I  met  this  holy  man. 
Those  men  you  talk  of  came  into  my  mind. 
What,  go  you  toward  the  Tower? 

Buck.  I  do,  mv  lord;  but  long  I  shall  not  stay:  120 

I  shall  return  beiorc  your  lordship  thence. 

Hast.  Tis  like  enough,  for  I  stay  dinner  there. 

Buck.  [Aside]  And  supper  too,  although  thou  know'st  it 
not. 
Come,  will  you  go? 

Hast.  I'll  wait  upon  your  lordship.  [Exeunt, 

SCBNB  III.    JPtmfret  Castie. 

Enter  Sni   Richard  Ratclipf,    with  halberds,  carrying 
RiYEBs,  Gbby.  and  Vauouan  to  death. 

Bat.  Come,  bring  forth  the  prisoners. 

Biv.  Sir  Richai-d  Ratcliff,  let  me  tell  thee  tliis: 
To-day  shalt  thou  behold  a  subject  die 
For  truth,  for  duty,  and  for  loyalty. 

Orejf,  God  keep  the  prince  from  all  the  pack  of  youl 
A  knot  you  arc  of  damned  blood-suckers. 

Vang,  You  live  that  saall  cry  woe  for  this  hereafter. 

Bat.  Dispatch;  the  limit  of  your  lives  is  out. 

Bio,  O  Pomfret,  Pomfretl    O  thou  bloody  prison, 
Fatal  and  ominous  to  noble  peers  1  10 

Witliin  the  guilty  closure  of  thy  walls 
Richard  the  second  here  was  hack'd  to  death ; 
And,  for  more  slander  to  thy  dismal  seat. 
We  give  thee  up  our  guiltless  blood  to  driftk. 

Grey.  Now  Margaret's  curse  is  fall'n  upon  our  heads^ 
For  standing  by  when  Richard  stabb'd  her  son. 

Bi9.  Then  cursed  she  Hastings,  then  cursed  she  Buck- 
ingham, 


BCENB  IV.]  KING  RICHARD  IIL  M 

Then  cursed  she  Ricliard.    O,  remember,  God, 

To  hear  her  prayers  for  them,  as  now  for  us! 

And  for  my  sister  and  her  princely  sons,  20 

Be  satisfied,  dear  God.  with  our  true  blood, 

Which,  as  thou  know'st,  unjustly  must  be  spilt. 

Rat.  Make  haste ;  the  hour  of  death  is  expiate.    . 

Riv.  Come,  Grey,  come,  Vaughan,  let  us  all  embrace: 
And  take  our  leave,  until  we  meet  in  heaven.        [Ejceicnt 

Scene  IV.     The  Tower  of  London, 

Enter  Buckingham,  Derby,  Habtingb,  ths  Bishop  of  £lt, 
Ratclifp,  Lovbl,  toUh  othert,  and  take  their  teats  at  a 
table. 

« 

Hast.  My  lords,  at  onoe:  the  cause  why  wc  arc  met 
Is,  to  determine  of  the  coronation. 
In  God's  name,  speak:  when  is  the  royal  day? 

Buck.  Are  all  things  fitting  for  that 'royal  time? 

Djr.  It  is,  and  wants  but  nomination. 

E'y.  To-morrow,  then,  I  judge  a  happy  day. 

B(ick.  Who  knows  the  lord  protector's  mind  herein? 
Who  is  most  inward  with  the  royal  duke? 

3'y.  Your  grace,  wc  think,  should  soonest  know  bis  mind. 

Buck.  Who,  I,  my  lord !  we  know  each  other's  faces,  10 
But  for  our  hearts,  he  knows  no  more  of  mine, 
Than  I  of  youra; 

Nor  I  no  more  of  his,  than  you  of  mine. 
Lord  Hastings,  you  and  he  are  near  in  love. 

Ha'St.  1  thank  his  grace,  I  know  he  loves  mo  well; 
But,  for  his  purpose  in  the  coronation, 
I  have  not  sounaed  him,  nor  he  delivcr'd 
His  gracious  pleasure  any  way  therein: 
But  you,  my  noble  lords,  may  name  the  time; 
And  in  the  duke's  behalf  I'll  give  my  voice,  20 

Which,  I  presume,  he'll  take  m  gentle  part. 

Enter  Gloccester. 

E'f/.  Now  in  good  time,  here  comes  the  duke  himself. 

Oioii.  My  uobTc  lords  and  cousins  all,  good  morrow. 
I  have  been  long  a  sleeper;  but,  I  hope. 
My  absence  doth  neglect  no  great  designs. 
Which  by  my  presence  might  have  been  concluded. 

B'lck.  llad  not  you  come  upon  your  cue,  my  lord, 
William  Lord  Hastings  had  pronounced  your  part, — 
I  mean,  your  voice, — for  crowning  of  the  kuic. 

OU>u.  Than  my  Lord  Hastings  no  man  might  be  bolder; 
His  lordship  knows  mc  well,  and  loves  mo  well.  81 
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ffMt.  I  thank  your  grace. 

Glou,  My  lord  of  Ely! 

My.  My  lord? 

Olou.  When  I  was  last  in  Holborn, 
I  saw  good  strawberries  in  your  garden  there: 
I  do  beseech  you  send  for  some  of  them. 

My.  Marry,  and  will,  my  lord,  with  all  my  heart.  [Exit 

Ohu.  Cousin  of  Buckingham,  a  word  with  you. 

[Draictng  htm  aside. 
Catesby  hath  sounded  Hastings  in  our  business, 
And  finds  the  testy  gentleman  so  hot, 
As  he  will  lose  his  head  ere  give  consent  40 

His  master's  son,  as  worshipful  he  terms  it, 
Shall  lose  the  royalt}'  of  England's  throne. 

Buck.  Withdraw  vou  hence,  my  lord,  I'll  follow  you. 

lEjrit  Ohttcester,  Biickingham  foUmdng. 

Ler,  We  have  not  yet  set  down  this  doy  of  triumph. 
Tomorrow,  in  mine  opinion,  is  too  sudden ; 
For  I  myself  am  not  so  well  provided 
As  else  I  would  be,  were  the  day  prolong'd. 

Be-enter  Bishop  of  Ely. 

Elg.  Where  is  my  lord  protector?  I  have  sent  for  these 
strawberries. 

Hcut,  His  grace  looks  cheerfully  and  smooth  to-day;    50 
There's  some  conceit  or  other  likes  him  well, 
When  he  doth  bid  good  nioiTOw  with  such  a  spirit. 
I  think  there's  never  a  man  in  Christendom 
That  can  less  hide  his  love  or  hate  than  he; 
For  by  his  face  straight  shall  you  know  his  heart. 

Der.  What  of  his  heart  perceive  you  in  his  face 
By  any  likelihood  he  show'd  to-day? 

Ilii^.  Many,  that  with  no  man  here  lie  is  offended; 
For,  were  he,  he  had  shown  it  in  his  looks. 

Der.  I  pray  God  he  be  not,  I  say.  CO 

Be-enter  GLorcESTER  and  Buckingham. 

Glou.  I  pray  you  all,  tell  me  what  they  deserve 
That  do  conspire  my  death  with  devilish  plots 
Of  damned  witchcraft,  and  that  have  prcvall'd 
Upon  my  body  with  their  hellish  charms? 

Hast.  The  tender  love  I  bear  your  grace,  my  lord, 
Makes  me  most  forward  in  this  noble  presence 
To  doom  the  offenders,  whatsoever  they  be: 
I  say,  my  lord,  they  have  deserved  death. 

Glou.  Then  be  your  eyes  the  witness  of  this  ill: 
See  how  I  am  bewitch'd;  behold  mine  arm  70 
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Murder  thy  breath  in  the  middle  of  a  ^vord, 

And  U^en  begin  a^ain,  and  stop  again, 

As  if  thou  wert  distraught  and  mad  with  terror? 

Duck,  Tut,  I  can  counterfeit  the  deep  tragedian; 
Speak  and  look  back,  and  pry  on  every  side, 
Tremble  and  start  at  wagging  of  a  strnw^, 
Intending  deep  suspicion:  ghastly  looks 
Are  at  my  service,  like  enforced  smiles; 
And  both  are  ready  in  their  offices,  10 

At  any  time,  to  grace  my  stratagems. 
But  what,  is  Catesby  gone? 

GUni.  He  is;  and,  see,  he  brings  the  mayor  along. 

Enter  the  Mayor  and  Catebbt. 

Buck.  Lord  mayor, — 

Olmt.  Look  to  the  drawbridge  there!* 

Buck,  Hark!  a  drum. 

GUm,  Catesby,  o'erlook  the  walls. 

Buck.  Lord  mayor,  the  reason  we  have  sent — 

Olou.  Look  back,  defend  thee,  here  are  enemies. 

Buck.  God  and  our  innocency  defend  and  guard  us!    20 

OUxu.  Be  patient,  they  are  friends,  Ratclifl  and  Lovel. 

Enter  Loybl  and  Ratcliff,  \eith  Ha8Tino8'  head. 

Lot.  Here  is  the  head  of  that  ignoble  traitor. 
The  dangerous  and  unsuspected  Hustings. 

Qlou.  bo  dear  I  loved  the  man.  that  I  must  weep. 
I  took  him  for  the  phiiuest  harmless  creature 
That  breathed  upon  this  earth  a  Christian; 
Made  him  my  book,  wherein  m}'  soul  recorded 
The  history  of  all  her  secret  thoughts: 
So  smooth  he  daub'd  his  vice  with  show  of  virtue, 
That,  his  apparent  open  guilt  omitted,  80 

I  mean,  his  conversation  with  Shore's  wife, 
He  lived  from  all  attainder  of  suspect. 

Bjick.  Well,  well,  he  was  the  covert'st  sheltered  traitor 
That  ever  lived. 

Would  you  imagine,  or  almost  believe,  t 

Were't  not  that,  by  great  preservation, 
We  live  to  tell  it  you,  the  subtle  traitor 
This  day  had  plotted,  in  the  council-house 
To  murder  me  and  my  good  Lord  of  Gloucester? 

May,  What,  had  he  so?  40 

Qlcfa.  What,  think  you  we  are  Turks  or  infidels? 
Or  that  we  would,  against  the  form  of  law. 
Proceed  tlms  rashly  to  the  villain's  death, 
But  that  the  extreme  peril  of  the  case, 
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The  peace  of  England  and  our  persons'  safety, 
Enforced  us  to  this  execution? 

May,  Now,  fair  befall  you  I  he  deserved  his  death; 
And  you  mv  good  lords,  both  have  well  proceeded, 
To  warn  false  traitors  from  the  like  attempts. 
I  never  look'd  for  better  at  his  hands,  60 

After  he  once  fell  in  with  Mistress  Bhore. 

Qlou,  Yet  had  not  we  determined  he  should  die. 
Until  your  lordship  came  to  see  his  death ; 
Which  now  the  loving  haste  of  these  our  friends. 
Somewhat  against  our  meaning,  have  prevented: 
Because,  my  lord,  we  would  have  had  you  heard 
The  traitor  speak,  and  timorously  confess 
The  manner  and  the  purpose  of  his  treason ; 
That  you  might  well  havd  signified  the  same 
Unto  the  citizens,  who  haply  may  60 

Misconstrue  us  in  him  ana  wail  his  death. 

May.  But,  my  good  lord,  your  pace's  word  shall  serve, 
As  well  as  I  haa  seen  and  heard  him  speak: 
And  doubt  you  not,  right  noble  princes  both. 
But  ril  acquaint  our  duteous  citizens 
"With  all  vour  just  proceedings  in  this  cause. 

Olou.  And  to  that  end  we  wish'd  your  lordship  here, 
To  avoid  the  carping  censures  of  the  world. 

Buck.  But  since  you  corae  too  late  of  our  intents. 
Yet  witness  what  you  hear  we  did  intend:  70 

And  so,  my  gopd  lord  mayor,  we  bid  farewell. 

[BxU  Mayor. 

Gkm,  Go,  after,  after,  cousin  Buckingham. 
The  mayor  towards  Guildhall  hies  him  m  all  ix>st: 
There,  at  your  meet'st  advantage  of  the  time, 
Infer  the  bastardy  of  Edward's  children : 
Tell  them  how  Edward  put  to  death  a  citizen. 
Only  for  saying  he  would  make  his  son 
Heir  to  the  crown ;  meaning  indeed  his  house. 
Which,  by  the  sign  thereof,  was  termed  so. 
Moreover,  urge  his  hateful  luxury,  80 

And  bestial  appetite  in  change  of  lust; 
Which  stretched  to  their  servants,  daughters,  wives, 
Even  where  his  lustful  eye  or  savage  heart. 
Without  control,  listed  to  make  his  prey. 
Nay,  for  a  need,  thus  far  come  near  my  person: 
Tell  them,  when  that  my  mother  went  with  child 
Of  that  unsatiate  Edward,  noble  York 
My  princely  father  then  had  wars  in  France; 
And,  by  just  computation  of  the  time. 
Found  that  the  issue  was  not  his  begot;  Ml 
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Which  well  appeared  in  his  lineaments, 
Being  nothini^  like  the  noble  duke  my  father: 
But  touch  this  sparingly,  as  'twere  far  off; 
Because  you  know,  my  lord,  my  mother  lives. 

Buck.  Fear  not,  my  lord,  I'll  play  the  orator 
As  if  the  golden  fee  for  which  1  plead 
Were  for  myself:  and  so,  my  lord,  adieu. 

Ohu,  If  you  thrive  well,  bring  them  to  Baynard's  Castle; 
Where  you  shall  find  mo  well  accompanied 
Witli  reverend  fathers  and  well-learned  bishops.  100 

Burk.  I  go ;  and  towards  three  or  four  o'clock 
Look  for  the  news  that  the  Guildhall  affords.  [Exit. 

Giva.  Go,  Level,  with  all  speed  to  Doctor  Shaw; 
[To  Catc.]  Go  thou  to  Friar  Penker;  bid  them  both 
Meet  me  within  this  hour  at  Baynard's  Castle. 

[E^reurU  aU  hut  Gloucester, 
Now  will  I  in,  to  take  some  privy  order. 
To  draw  the  brats  of  Clarence  out  of  sight; 
And  to  give  notice,  that  no  manner  of  jKirson 
At  any  time  have  recourse  unto  the  princes.  [Exit, 

Scene  VL     Tlie  mmc,    A  street 

Enter  a  Scrivener,  tcifh  a  paper  iti  hin  hand, 

Serid.  This  is  the  indictment  of  the  good  Lord  Hastings; 
Which  in  a  set  hand  fairly  is  engross'd, 
That  it  may  be  this  day  read  over  in  Paul's. 
And  mark  how  well  the  sequel  hangs  together: 
Eleven  hours  I  spent  to  write  it  over, 
For  yesternight  by  Catesby  was  it  brought  me; 
The  precedent  was  full  as  long  a-doing: 
And  j'et  within  these  five  hours  lived  Lord  Hastings, 
Untainted,  unexamined,  free,  at  liberty. 
Here's  a  good  world  the  while!    Why  who's  so  gross,     10 
That  sccth  not  this  palpable  device? 
Yet  who's  so  blind,  but  says  he  sees  it  not? 
Bad  is  the  world ;  and  all  will  come  to  naught. 
When  such  bad  dealing  must  be  seen  in  thought.       [Bxit. 

Scene  YH.    BaynartTt  Cattle. 

Enter  Gloucester  and  Buckesoham,  at  several  doors, 

Glmt.  How  now,  my  lord,  what  say  the  citizens? 
Buck,  Now,  by.  the  holy  mother  of  our  Lord, 
The  citizens  ore  mum  and  speak  not  a  word, 
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Olou,  Touched  vou  tlic  bastardy  of  Edward *s  children? 

Buck.  I  did ;  with  his  contract  with  Lady  Lucy, 
And  his  contract  by  deputy  in  France; 
The  insatiate  greediness  ol  his  desires. 
And  his  enforcement  of  the  city  wives; 
His  tyranny  for  trifles;  his  own  bastardy. 
As  being  got,  3*our  father  then  in  France,  10 

And  his  resemblance,  being  not  like  the  duke: 
"Withal  I  did  infer  your  lineaments. 
Being  the  right  idea  of  your  father. 
Both  in  your  form  and  nobleness  of  mind; 
Laid  open  all  your  victories  in  Scotland, 
Your  aiscipline  in  war,  wisdom  in  peace. 
Your  bounty,  virtue,  fair  humility; 
Indeed,  left  nothing  fitting  for  the  purpose 
Untouched,  or  slightly  liandled,  in  discourse: 
And  when  mine  oratory  grew  to  an  end,  20 

I  bid  them  that  did  love  their  country's  good 
Cry  **  God  save  Richard,  England's  royal  king!" 

Cflou.  Ahl  and  did  they  so? 

Back.  No,  so  God  help  me,  they  spake  not  a  word; 
But,  like  dumb  statuas  or  breathing  stones. 
Gazed  each  on  other,  and  looked  deadly  pale. 
Which  when  I  saw,  I  reprehended  them; 
And  ask'd  the  mayor  what  meant  this  wilful  silence: 
His  answer  was,  the  people  were  not  wont 
To  be  spoke  to  but  by  the  recorder.  80 

Then  he  was  urged  to  tell  my  tale  again, 
"Thus  saith  the  duke,  thus  hath  the  duke  inferr'd;" 
But  nothing  spake  in  warrant  from  himself. 
When  he  had  done,  some  followers  of  mine  own. 
At  the  lower  end  of  the  hall,  hurl'd  up  their  caps. 
And  some  ten  voices  cried  *'  God  save  King  Richard!' 
And  thus  I  took  the  vantage  of  those  few, 
''Thanks,  gentle  citizens  and  friends,"  quoth  I; 
"This  general  applause  and  loving  shout 
Argues  your  wisdoms  and  your  love  to  Richard:"  40 

And  even  here  brake  off,  and  came  away. 

Glou.  What  tongueless  blocks  were  they!  would  they  not 
speak? 

Bvik.  No.  by  my  troth,  my  lord. 

Olou,  Will  not  the  maj'or  then  and  his  brethren  come? 

Buck.  The  mayor  is  here  at  hand:  intend  some  fear; 
Be  not  you  spoke  with,  but  by  mighty  suit: 
And  look  you  get  a  prayer-book  in  your  hand. 
And  stand  betwixt  two  churchmen,  good  my  lord; 
For  on  that  ground  I'll  build  a  holy  descant; 
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And  be  not  easily  won  to  our  request :  50 

Play  the  maid's  part,  still  answer  nay,  and  take  it. 

Olou.  I  go;  and  if  you  plead  as  well. for 'them 
As  I  can  say  nay  to  thee  for  myself. 
No  doubt  we'll  bring  it  to  a  happy  issue. 

Buck.  Go,  go,  up  to  the  leads;  the  lord  ma.yor  knocks. 

\fixit  Oloucesier. 

Enter  the  Mayor  and  Citizens. 

Welcome,  my  lord:  I  dance  attendance  lierc; 
I  think  the  duke  will  not  be  spoke  withal. 

Enter  Catesbt. 

Here  comes  his  servant :  how  now,  Catesby, 
What  savs  he? 

CcUe.  Sly  lord,  he  doth  entreat  your  grace 
To  visit  him  tomorrow  or  next  day:  60 

He  is  within,  with  two  right  reverend  fathers. 
Divinely  bent  to  meditation ; 
And  in  no  worldly  suit  would  he  be  moved. 
To  draw  him  from  his  holy  exercise. 

Buck.  Return,  good  Catesby,  to  thy  lord  again; 
Tell  him,  myself,  the  mayor  and  citizens, 
In  deep  designs  and  matters  of  great  moment. 
No  less  importing  than  our  general  good, 
Are  come  to  have  some  conference  with  his  grace.  TO 

Crate.  I'll  tell  him  what  you  say,  my  lord.  [Kr*<. 

Buck.  Ah,  ha,  my  lord,  this  prince  is  not  an  Edward  1 
He  is  not  lolling  on  a  lewd  day-bed. 
But  on  his  knees  at  meditation; 
Not  dallying  with  a  brace  of  courtezans. 
But  meditating  with  two  deep  divines; 
Not  sleeping,  to  engross  his  idle  body, 
But  praying  to  enrich  his  watchful  soul: 
Happy  w^ere  England,  w^ould  this  ffracious  prince 
Take  on  himself  the  sovereignty  thereof: 
But,  sure,  I  fear,  we  shall  n(?er  win  him  to  it.  CO 

3fap.  Marry,  God  forbid  his  grace  should  say  us  nay  I 

Buck.  I  fear  he  will. 

Bc-enter  Catbsbt. 

How  now,  Catesby,  what  says  your  lord? 

Cats.  "  My  lord. 

He  wonders  to  w^hat  end  you  have  assembled 
Buch  troops  of  citizens  to  speak  with  him, 
His  giace  not  being  warn'd  thereof  before: 
My  lord,  he  fears  you  mean  no  good  to  him. 
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Buck.  Sorry  I  am  my  noble  cousin  should 
Suspect  mc,  that  I  mc»ui  uo  good  to  him: 
By  heaven,  I  come  in  perfect  love  to  him;  90 

And  so  once  more  return  and  tell  his  grace.    [Exit  Cateaby. 
When  holy  and  devout  religious  men 
Are  at  their  beads,  'tis  hard  to  draw  them  thence. 
So  sweet  is  zealous  contemplation. 

IJnter  Gloucester  ctloft,  betv^een  two  Bishops.    Catesbt 

returns. 

May.  See,  where  he  stands  between  two  clergymen! 

Bw^  Two  props  of  virtue  for  a  Christian  prince, 
To  stay  him  from  the  fall  of  vanity: 
And,  see,  a  book  of  prayer  in  his  hand, 
True  ornaments  to  know  a  holy  man. 
Famous  Plantagcnet,  most  gracious  prince,  100 

Lend  favourable  ears  to  our  request; 
And  pardon  us  the  interruption 
Of  thy  devotion  and  right  Christian  zeaL 

Gloit.  My  lord,  there  needs  no  such  apology: 
I  rather  do  beseech  you  pardon  me, 
Wlio,  earnest  in  the  service  of  my  God, 
Neglect  the  visitation  of  my  friends. 
But,  leaving  this,  what  is  your  grace's  pleasure? 

Back.  Even  that,  I  hope,  which  pleaseth  God  above. 
And  all  good  men  of  this  ungovern'd  isle.  110 

Olou.  I  do  suspect  I  have  done  some  oilence 
That  seems  disgracious  in  the  city's  eyes. 
And  that  you  come  to  reprehend  my  ignorance. 

Buck.  You  have,  my  lord:  would,  it  might  please  your 
grace. 
At  our  entreaties,  to  amend  thatfaultl 

Olou.  Else  wherefore  breathe  I  in  a  Christian  land? 

Buck.  Then  know,  it  is  your  fault  that  you  resign 
The  supreme  seat,  the  throne  majestical. 
The  scepter*d  office  of  your  ancestors. 
Tour  state  of  fortune  and  your  due  of  birth  120 

The  lineal  glory  of  your  royal  house. 
To  the  corruption  of  a  blemish'd  stock: 
Whilst,  in  the  mildness  of  your  sleepy  thoughts. 
Which  here  we  waken  to  our  country  s  good. 
This  noble  isle  doth  want  her  proper  limbs; 
Her  face  defaced  with  scars  of  infamy, 
Her  royal  stock  graft  with  ignoble  plants, 
And  almost  shoulder*d  in  the  swallowing  gulf 
Of  blind  forgetfulness  and  dark  oblivion. 
Which  to  recure,  we  heartily  solicit  130 
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Your  gracious  self  to  take  on  you  the  charge 

And  kingly  government  of  this  your  land, 

Not  as  protector,  steward,  substitute, 

Or  lowly  factor  for  another's  gain ; 

But  as  successively  from  blood  to  blood, 

Your  right  of  birth,  your  crapcry,  j'our  ow^n. 

For  this,  consorted  with  the  citizens, 

Your  very  worshipful  and  loving  f ricnds. 

And  by  their  vehement  instigation. 

In  this  just  suit  come  I  to  move  3'our  grace.  140 

OUm,  I  know  not  whether  to  depart  in  silence. 
Or  bitterly  to  speak  in  your  reproof, 
Best  fitteth  my  degree  or  your  condition: 
If  not  to  answer,  you  might  haply  think 
Tongue-tied  ambition,  not  replying;,  yielded 
To  bear  the  golden  yoke  of  sovereignt3% 
Which  fondly  you  would  here  impose  on  mo; 
If  to  reprove  you  for  this  suit  of  yours, 
So  season'd  with  your  faithful  love  to  me. 
Then,  on  the  other  side,  I  check'd  my  friends.  1^ 

Therefore,  to  speak,  and  to  avoid  the  first. 
And  then,  in  speaking,  not  to  incur  the  lust. 
Definitively  thus  I  answer  you. 
Your  love  deserves  my  thanks;  but  my  desert 
TJnmeri table  shuns  your  high  request. 
First,  if  all  obstacles  were  cut  away, 
And  that  my  path  were  even  to  the  crown. 
As  my  ripe  revenue  and  due  by  birth; 
Yet  so  much  is  my  poverty  of  spirit. 
So  mighty  and  so  many  my  delects,  160 

As  I  had  rather  hide  me  from  my  greatness, 
Being  a  bark  to  brook  no  mighty  sea, 
Than  in  my  greatness  covet  to  be  hid. 
And  in  the  vapour  of  my  glory  smothered. 
But,  God  be  thanked,  there's  no  need  of  me. 
And  much  I  need  to  help  you.  if  need  were; 
The  royal  tree  hath  left  us  royal  fruit, 
Which,  raellow'd  by  tJ\e  stealing  hours  of  time, 
Will  well  become  the  scat  of  majesty. 
And  make,  no  doubt,  us  happy  by  his  reign.  170 

On  him  I  lay  what  you  would  lay  on  me. 
The  right  and  fortune  of  his  happy  stars; 
Which  God  defend  that  I  should  wring  from  him  I 

Buck.  My  lord,  this  argues  conscience  in  your  grace; 
But  the  respects  thereof  are  nice  and  trivial, 
All  circumstances  well  considered. 
You  say  that  Edward  is  your  brother's  son: 
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So  sav  wo  too,  but  not  by  Edward's  wife; 

For  first  be  was  contract  to  Lady  Lucy — 

Your  mother  lives  a  witness  to  that  vow —  180 

And  afterward  by  substitute  betrothed 

To  Bona,  sister  to  the  King  of  France. 

These  both  put  by,  a  poor  petitioner. 

A  care-crazed  motlicr  of  a  many  children, 

A  beauty -waning  and  distressed  widow. 

Even  in  tlie  afternoon  of  her  best  days. 

Made  prize  and  purchase  of  his  lustful  eye. 

Seduced  the  pitch  and  height  of  all  his  thoughts 

To  base  declension  and  loathed  bigamy : 

By  her,  in  his  unlawful  l)cd,  he  got  190 

This  Edward,  whom  our  manners  term  the  prince 

More  bitterly  could  I  expostulate. 

Save  that,  for  reverence  to  some  alive, 

I  give  a  sparing  limit  to  my  tongue. 

Then,  good  my  lord,  take  to  your  royal  self 

This  pfoffer*d  benefit  of  dignity; 

If  not  to  bless  us  and  tlie  land  withal, 

Yet  to  draw  forth  your  noble  ancestry 

From  the  corruption  of  abusing  times. 

Unto  a  lineal  true-derived  course.  200 

May.  Do,  good  my  lord,  your  citizens  entreat  you. 

Back,  Refuse  not,  mighty  lord,  this  proffered  love. 

Gate,  O,  make  them  Joyful,  erant  their  lawful  suit! 

Olau,  Alas,  why  would  you  neap  these  cares  on  me? 
I  am  unfit  for  sUite  and  majesty: 
I  do  beseech  you,  take  it  not  amiss; 
I  cannot  nor  I  will  not  yield  to  you. 

Back,  If  you  refuse  it, — as,  in  love  and  zeal. 
Loath  to  depose  the  child,  your  brother's  son; 
As  well  we  know  your  tenaerness  of  heart  210 

And  gentle,  kind,  effeminate  remorse. 
Which  we  have  noted  in  you  to  your  kin. 
And  egally  Indeed  to  all  estates, — 
Yet  whether  you  accept  our  suit  or  no, 
Your  brother's  son  shall  never  reign  our  king; 
But  we  will  plant  some  other  in  the  throne. 
To  the  disgrace  and  downfall  of  your  house: 
And  in  this  resolution  hero  we  leave  you. — 
Gome,  citizens:  'zounds  1  111  entreat  no  more. 

Glou.  O,  do  not  swear,  my  lord  of  Buckin^^ham.        220 

[EHt  Buckmqham  leith  the  eiHeene, 

Gate,  Call  them  again,  my  lord,  ana  accept  their  suit. 

Another.  Do,  good  my  lord,  lest  all  the  laud  do  rue  it. 

0iou,  Would  you  enforce  mc  to  a  world  of  care? 
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Well,  call  them  ngoin.    I  am  not  made  of  stouc. 
But  penetrable  to  your  kind  entreats, 
Albeit  against  my  conscience  and  my  soul. 

B^-enier  BcrciciNaHAM  and  the  rent. 

Cousin  of  Buckingliam,  and  you  sage,  grave  men, 

Since  you  will  buckle  fortune  on  my  back, 

To  bear  ber  burthen,  whether  I  will  or  no, 

I  must  have  patience  to  endure  the  load:  220 

But  if  black  scandal  or  foul -faced  reproach 

Attend  the  sequel  of  your  imposition, 

Your  mere  enforcement  shall  acquittance  me 

From  all  the  impure  blot-s  and  stains  thereof; 

For  God  he  knows,  and  you  may  partly  see, 

How  far  I  am  from  the  desire  thereof. 

May.  God  bless  your  grace  I  we  see  it,  and  will  say  it. 

Ohu.  In  saying  so,  you  shall  but  say  the  truth. 

Buck.  Then  I  salute  you  with  this  kingly  title: 
Long  live  Richard,  England's  royal  king!  .         S40 

^my.  and  CU,  Amen. 

Buxik.  To-morrow  will  it  please  3*ou  to  be  crown'd? 

Olou.  Even  when  j'ou  please,  since  you  will  have  it  so. 

Buck.  To-morrow,  then,  we  will  attend  your  grace: 
And  so  most  joyfully  we  take  our  leave. 

Glou.  Come,  let  us  to  our  holy  task  again. 
Farewell,  good  cousiu;  farewell,  gentle  friends.     [Exeunt. 

ACT  IV. 

ScEiTB  I.    Before  the  Tower, 

Enter,  on  one  tide.  Queen  Elizabeth,  Duchess  of  York, 
and  MARQUEfiB  of  Dorset;  on  the  oHioTy  Anne,  Duchess 
OF  Gloucester, ^(2»n^  Lady  Margaret  Plaivtaoemet, 
Clarence's  youngJLaughter, 

Buck.  Who  meets  us  here?  my  niece  Plantagenet 
Led  in  the  hand  of  her  kind  aunt  of  Gloucester? 
Kow^,  for  my  life,  she's  wandering  to  the  Tower, 
On  pure  heart's  love  to  greet  the  tender  princes. 
Daughter,  well  met. 

Anne.  God  give  your  graces  both 

A  happy  and  a  joyful  lime  of  day  I 

Q.  Euz.  As  much  to  you,  good  sister  1    Whither  away? 

Anne.  No  farther  than  the  Tower;  and,  as  I  guess. 
Upon  the  like  devotion  as  yourselves, 
To  gratttlate  the  gentle  princes  there.  10 
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Q.  Elu,  Kind  sister,  thanks:  well  enter  all  together. 

Enter  Brakenbury. 

And,  in  good  timOi  here  the  lieutenant  comes. 

Master  lieutenant,  pray  you,  by  your  leave, 

How  doth  the  prince,  and  my  younffson  of  York? 

Brak.  Right  well,  dear  madam.    By  your  patience, 
I  may  not  suffer  you  to  visit  them ; 
The  king  hath  straitly  charged  the  contrar}*-. 

a  Eliz.  The  kingl  why,  who's  that? 

Brak,  I  cry  you  mercy:  I  mean  the  lord  protector. 

Q.  EUz.  The  Lord  protect  him  from  that  kingly  title!  20 
Halh  he  set  bounds  betwixt  their  love  and  me? 
I  am  their  mother;  who  sliould  keep  me  from  them? 

Duch,  I  am  their  father's  mother;  I  will  see  them. 

Anne.  Their  aunt  I  am  in  law,  in  love  their  mother: 
Then  bring  me  to  their  sights;  I'll  bear  thy  blame 
And  take  thy  office  from  thee,  on  my  peril. 

Brak,  No,  madam,  no;  I  may  not'lcavc  it  so: 
I  am  bound  by  oath,  and  therefore  pardon  me.  [ExU. 

Enter  luOKD  Stanley. 

Stan,  Let  me  but  meet  you,  ladies,  one  hour  hence, 
And  I'll  salute  j'our  grace  of  York  as  mother,  CO 

And  reverend  looker  on,  of  two  fair  queens. 
[To  Anne]  Come,  madam,  you  must  straight  to  "Wect min- 
ster, 
There  to  be  crowned  Richard's  roj'al  queen. 

Q.  Eliz,  O,  cut  my  lace  in  sunder,  that  my  pent  heart 
!M.^y  have  some  scope  to  beat,  or  else  I  swoon 
AVith  this  dead-killing  news! 

Ann6.  Despiteful  tidings!  O  unpleasing  news  I 

Dor.  Be  of  good  cheer:  mother,  how  fares  your  grace? 

Q.  Eliz.  O  Dorset,  speak  not  to  me,  get  thee  hence! 
Death  and  destruction  do^  thee  at  the  heels;  '10 

Thy  mother's  name  is  ommous  to  children. 
f.  If  thou  wilt  outstrip  death,  go  cross  the  seas, 
And  live  with  Richmond,  from  the  reach  of  hell: 
Go,  hie  thee,  hie  thee  from  this  slaugliter-house, 
L^st  thou  increase  the  number  of  tlie  dead ; 
And  make  me  die  the  thrall  of  Margaret's  curse, 
Nor  mother,  wife,  nor  England's  counted  queen. 

Stan.  Full  of  wise  care  is  this  your  counsel,  madam. 
Take  all  the  swift  advantage  of  the  hours; 
You  shall  have  letters  from  me  to  my  son  50 

To  meet  you  on  the  way,  and  welcome  you. 
B%  not  ta^en  tardy  by  unwise  delay. 
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Duch,  O  iil-dispcrsing  wind  of  miser>' ! 

0  my  accursed  womb,  ihc  bed  of  dcatli! 

A  cockatrice  hast  thou  hatcli'd  to  the  world, 
Whose  uuavoided  eye  is  murderous. 

Stan.  Come,  madam,  come;  I  in  all  haste  was  sent. 

Anne.  And  I  in  all  uawilUngness  will  go. 

1  would  to  God  that  the  inclusive  verce 

Of  golden  metal  that  must  round  my  brow  CO 

AVcrc  red-hot  steel,  to  sear  me  to  the  brain! 

Anointed  let  me  be  with  deadly  venom. 

And  die,  ero  men  can  say,  Goa  save  the  queen! 

Q.  Eliz.  Go,  go,  poor  soul,  I  envy  not  ihy  glory; 
To  feed  my  humour,  wish  thyself  JiO  harm. 

Anns,  Isol  why?    When  he  that  is  my  husband  now 
Came  to  me,  as  I  foUow'd  Henry's  corse. 
When  scarce  the  blood  was  well  wash'd  from  his  liands 
Which  issued  from  my  other  an^el  husbsiud 
And  that  dead  saint  which  then  I  weeping  followed;        70 
O,  when,  I  say.  I  look'd  on  Richard's  face, 
This  was  my  wish:  "  Be  thou,"  quoth  I,  "accursed. 
For  making  mo,  so  young,  so  old  a  widow  I 
And,  when  thou  wcd'st,  let  sorrow  haunt  thy  bed; 
And  bo  thv  wife — if  any  be  so  mad — 
As  miserable  by  the  life  of  theo 
As  thou  hast  made  mc  by  my  dear  lord's  death  I" 
Lo,  ere  I  can  repeat  this  curse  a^n, 
Even  in  so  short  a  space,  my  woman's  heart 
Grossly  grow  captive  to  his  honey  words  80 

And  proved  the  subject  of  my  own  soul's  curse. 
Which  ever  since  hath  kept  my  eyes  from  rest; 
For  never  yet  one  hour  in  his  bed 
Have  I  enjoy'd  the  golden  dew  of  sleep. 
But  have  been  waked  by  his  timorous  drciuuij. 
Besides,  he  hates  me  for  my  father  Warwick; 
And  will,  no  doubt,  sliorlly  bo  rid  of  mc. 

Q.  Eliz,  Poor  heart,  adieu!  I  pity  thy  complaining. 

Anne.  No  more  than  from  my  soul  I  mourn  for  yours. 

O.  Eliz^  Farewell,  thou  woful  Y.clcoracr  of  glory!        90'^ 

Anne.  Adieu,  poor  soul,  that  taUcst  thy  leave  of  it! 

Duch,  [To  Dorset]  Go  thou  to  Kichmond,  and  good  for- 
tune e^uide  thee! 
[ToAnneyOto  thou  to  Richard,  and  good  angels  guard 

thee! 
[To  Queen  Eli'z.]  Go  thou  to  sanctuary,  and  good  thoughts 

possess  thco! 
T  to  my  grave,  where  peace  and  rf  .'it  lie  witli  mel 
J^ighty  odd  years  of  sorrow  have  I  seen. 
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And  each  hour's  joy  wrecked  with  a  week  of  teen. 

Q.  E.iz,  Stay,  yet  look  back  with  mc  unto  the  Tower. 
Pity,  you  ancient  stones,  those  tender  babes 
AVhora  envy  hath  iminurcd  within  your  walls  100 

Kough  cradle  for  such  little  pretty  ones  I 
Hude  ra.irgcd  nurse,  old  sullen  playfellow 
For  tender  princes,  use  my  babies  well! 
So  foolish  sorrow  bids  your  stones  farewell.  [Ereiini, 

Scene  II.    London.     The  palace, 

BenneL    Enter  Hichard,  in  pomp,  crowned;  Btjcxikouam, 

Catbsby,  a  Page,  and  otJicrs, 

JC  Rich,  Stand  nil  apart.    Cousin  of  Buckingham  1 

]h:ck.  My  gracious  sovereign? 

K,  liicJi.  Qive  mc  thy  hand.  [Ilere  Jieaecetideth  hie  throne. 

Thus  higli,  by  thy  advice 
And  thy  assistance,  is  King  Hichard  seated : 
But  shall  we  wear  these  honours  for  a  day? 
Or  shall  they  last,  and  we  rejoice  in  them? 

Back,  Still  live  they  and  for  ever  may  they  last  I 
'  K.  Bich.  O  Buckingham,  now  do  I  play  the  touch, 
To  try  if  thou  be  current  gold  indeed: 
Young  Edward  lives,  think  now  what  I  would  say.        10 

Bu^,  Savon,  my  loving  lord. 

K.  Bich,  Why,  Buckingham,  I  say,  I  would  be  king. 

Buck,  Why,  so  you  are,  my  thrice  i-cnowned  liege. 

K,  Rich,  lla!  am  I  king?  'tis  so:  but  Edward  lives. 

Buck.  True,  noble  prince. 

K,  Rich,  O  bitter  consequence. 

That  Edward  still  should  live!     **  True,  noble  princel" 
Cousin,  thou  wcrt  not  wont  to  be  so  dull: 
Shall  I  be  plain?    I  wish  the  bastards  dead; 
And  I  would  have  it  suddenly  perform'd. 
What  sayest  ihou?  speak  suddenly;  be  brief.  20 

Buck,  Your  grace  may  do  your  pleasure. 

K.  Rich.  Tut,  tut,  thou  art  all  ice,  thy  kindness  freezeth: 
Say,  have  I  thy  consent  that  they  shall  die? 

Buck.  Give  me  some  breath,  some  little  pause,  my  lord. 
Before  I  positively  speak  herein : 
I  will  resolve  your  grace  immediately.  [Meit, 

(Jate,  [Aside  to  a  stander  bj/]  The  king  is  angry:  see,  he 
bites  the  lip. 

K.  Rich.  I  will  converse  with  iron-witted  fools 
And  unrespectivc  boys:  none  arc  forme 
That  look  into  mc  with  considerate  eyes:  80 
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Iligh-reaching  Buckingham  grows  circumspect. 
Bov! 

Page.  My  lord? 

K,  Itich,  Know'st  thou  not  any  whom  corrupting  gold 
Would  tcrapt  unto  a  close  exploit  of  death? 

Page,  My  lord,  I  know  a  discontented  gentleman, 
Whose  humble  means  match  not  his  iiaughty  mind: 
Gold  were  as  good  as  twenty  orators, 
And  will,  no  doubt,  tempt  him  to  any  thing. 

K,  Rich,  What  is  his  name?  40 

Page,  His  name,  my  lord,  is  Tynx'l. 

A".  Mch.  I  partly  know  the  man:  go,  call  him  hither. 

[Exit  Pitre, 
The  dccp-revolvinff  witty  Buckingham 
No  more  shall  be  the  neighbour  to  my  counsel: 
Hath  he  so  long  held  out  with  me  untried 
And  stops  he  now  for  breath? 

Enter  Staj^let. 

How  now !  what  news  with  you? 

Sinn.  My  lord,  I  bear  the  Marquis  Dorset's  fled 
To  Richmond,  in  those  parts  beyond  the  sea 
Where  he  abides.  [Standi  apctji. 

K,  Rich.  Cutcsby! 

Gate.  My  lord?  50 

K,  Rich,  Rumour  it  abroad 
That  Anne,  my  wife,  is  sick  and  like  to  die: 
I  will  take  order  for  her  keeping  close. 
Inquire  me  out  some  mean-bom  gentleman. 
Whom  I  will  marry  straight  to  Clarence'  daughter: 
The  boy  is  foolish,  and  I  fear  not  him. 
Look,  how  thou  dream'st!  I  say  again,  give  out 
That  Anne  my  wife  is  sick  and  like  to  aic: 
AI)out  it;  for  it  stands  me  much  upon. 
To  £top  all  hopes  whose  growth  may  damage  me.  00 

[Exit  Catesby, 
I  must  be  married  to  my  brother's  daughter. 
Or  else  my  kingdom  stands  on  brittle  glass. 
Murder  lier  brothers,  and  then  marry  her! 
Uncertain  way  of  gain  I    But  I  am  in 
So  far  in  blood  that  sin  will  pluck  on  sin: 
Tear-falling  pity  dwells  not  in  this  eye. 

Rc'enter  Page,  with  Ttrrel. 

Is  thy  name  Tyrrcl? 

Ttfr,  James  I'vrrcl,  and  your  most  obedient  fubject. 
K  Rich,  Art  thou,  indeed? 


( 
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lyr.  Prove  me,  my  gracious  soyereign. 

A.  Rich,  Barest  thou  resolve  to  kill  a  friend  of  mine?  70 

Tyr,  Ay,  my  lord; 
But  I  had  rather  kill  two  enemies. 

K.  UicJi,  Why,  there  thou  hast  it:  two  deep  enemies. 
Foes  to  my  rest  and  my  sweet  sleep's  disturbers 
Are  they  that  I  would  have  thee  deal  upon : 
Tyrrel,  I  mean  those  bastards  in  the  Tower. 

Tyr.  Let  me  have  open  means  to  come  to  them,  ^ 

And  soon  I'll  rid  you  from  Uie  fear  of  them. 

K.  Rich.  Thou  sing'st  sweet  music.    Hark,  come  hither, 
Ty  rrel : 
Go,  by  this  token:  rise,  and  lend  thine  ear:  [W7ii»pcr8,   80 
There  is  no  more  but  so:  say  it  is  done. 
And  I  will  love  thee,  and  prefer  tliee  too. 

Tyr.  Tis  done,  my  gracious  lord. 

K,  Rich.  Slmll  wc  hear  from  the6»  Tyrrel,  ere  we  sleep? 

2'yr,  Ye  shall,  my  lord.  [MnL 

Re-enter  BuciONonAif. 

Buck.  My  lord.  I  have  consider'd  in  my  mind 
The  late  demand  that  you  did  sound  me  m. 

K.  Rich,  Well,  let  that  pass.    Dorset  is  fled  to  Richmond. 

Buck.  I  hear  that  news,  my  lord.  60 

K.  Rich.  Stanley,  he  is  your  wife's  son:  well,  look  to  it. 

Back.  My  lord,  I  claim  your  gift,  my  due  by  promise, 
For  which  your  honour  ana  your  faith  is  pawn'd; 
The  earldom  of  Hereford  and  tlie  moveables 
The  which  you  promised  I  should  possess. 

K.  Rich,  Stanley,  look  to  your  wife:  if  she  convey 
Letters  to  Richmond,  you  shall  answer  it. 

Buck.  What  says  your  hiffhness  to  my  just  demand? 

K.  Rich.  As  I  remember,  Henry  the  Sixth 
Did  prophesy  that  Richmond  should  be  king. 
When  Richmond  was  a  little  peevish  boy.  100 

A  kin^,  perhaps,  perhaps, — 

B^tck,  My  lord! 

K.  RicJi.  How  chance  the  prophet  could  not  at  that  time 
Have  told  me,  I  being  by,  that  i  should  kill  him? 

Back.  My  lord,  your  promise  for  the  earldom, — 

K.  Rich.  Richmond!    When  last  I  was  at  Exeter, 
The  mayor  in  courtesy  show'd  me  the  castle. 
And  caird  it  Roueemont:  at  which  name  I  started, 
Because  a  bard  ot  Ireland  told  me  once, 
I  should  not  live  long  after  I  saw  Richmoiid.  110 

Buck.  My  lord! 

K.  Rich,  Ay,  what's  Q'ck)ck? 
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Buck,  I  am  thus  bold  to  put  your  grace  in  mind 
Of  what  Tou  promised  me. 

K.  liick  Well,  but  what's  o'clock? 

Buck.  Upon  the  stroke  of  ten. 

K  niclu  "Well,  let  it  strike. 

Buck.  Whylet  it  strike? 

K.  Rich,  liccause  that,  like  a  J^ick,  thou  keep'st  tho  stroke 
Betwixt  thy  begging  and  my  meditation. 
I  am  not  in  the  giving  vein  to-day. 

Buck.  Why,  then  resolve  me  whether  you  will  or  no. 

K.  Rich,  fut,  tut,  121 

Thou  troublest  me ;  I  am  not  in  the  vein. 

[Ekceunt  all  but  Buckingham, 

Buck.  Is  it  even  so?  rewards  he  my  true  service 
With  such  deep  contempt?  made  I  him  king  for  this? 
O,  let  me  think  on  Hastings,  and  be  ^one 
To  Brecknock,  while  my  fearful  head  is  on  I  [Exit. 

Scene  III.     2  he  same, 

Ent4»r  Tyrrel. 

Tyr,  The  tyrannous  and  bloody  deed  is  done, 
The  most  arch  act  of  piteous  massacre 
That  ever  yet  this  land  was  guilty  of. 
Dighton  and  Forrest,  whom  I  did  suborn 
To  do  this  ruthless  piece  of  butchery, 
Although  they  were  flesh'd  villains,  bloody  dogs, 
Melting  with  tenderness  and  kind  compassion 
Wept  like  two  children  in  their  deaths'  sad  stories. 
"  Lo,  thus,"  quoth  Dighton,  "lity  tliosc  tender  babes:" 
"Thus,  thus,    quoth  Forrest,  "girdling  one  another      10 
Within  their  innocent  alabaster  arms: 
Their  lips  were  four  red  roses  on  a  stalk. 
Which  in  their  summer  beauty  kiss'd  each  other. 
A  book  of  prayers  on  their  pillow  lay; 
Which  once,"  quoth  Forrest,  "almost  changed  my  mind; 
But  01  the  devil" — there  the  villain  stopped; 
Whilst  Dighton  thus  told  on:  "We  smothered 
The  most  replenished  sweet  work  of  nature, 
That  from  the  prime  creation  o'er  she  framed." 
Thus  both  are  gone  with  conscience  and  remorse; 
They  could  not  speak ;  and  so  I  left  them  both. 
To  bring  this  tidings  to  tho  bloody  king. 
And  hero  ho  comes. 

Enter  King  Richard. 

All  hail,  my  sovereign  Uegel 


BCEXK  IV.]  KING  RICHARD  IIL  688 

K.  Rich.  Kind  Tyrrel,  am  I  happy  in  thy  news? 

Ti/r,  If  to  have  dono  the  thing  you  gave  in  charge 
Beget  your  happiness,  be  happy  then, 
For  it  13  done,  my  lord. 

JC  Rich.  But  didst  thou  sec  them  dead? 

Tffr.  I  did,  my  lord. 

K,  RicJi.  And  buried,  gentle  Tyrrel  ? 

Tt/r.  The  chaplain  of  the  Tower  uath  buried  them; 
But  how  or  in  what  place  I  do  not  know.  30 

JT.  Rich.  Come  to  me,  Tyrrel,  soon  at  after  supper, 
And  thou  shalt  tell  the  process  of  their  death. 
Meantime,  but  think  how  I  may  do  thee  good, 
And  l)e  inheritor  of  thy  desire. 

Farewell  till  soon.  [Exit  Tyrrel, 

The  son  of  Clarence  hare  I  pent  up  close; 
His  daughter  meanly  have  I  miatch'd  in  marriage ; 
The  sons  of  Edward  sleep  in  Abraham's  bosom, 
And  Anne  my  wife  hath  bid  the  world  good  night. 
Now,  for  I  know  the  Breton  Richmond  aims  40 

At  voun^  Elizabeth,  mv  brother's  daughter, 
And,  by  that  knot,  looks  proudly  o'er  the  crown, 
To  her  I  go,  a  jolly  thriving  wooer. 

Enier  Catesby. 

Cote.  My  lord! 

K.  Rich.  Good  news  or  bad,  that  thou  comest  in  so 
bluntly? 

Caie.  Bad  news,  my  lord:  Ely  is  fled  to  Richmond; 
And  Buckingham,  back'd  with  the  hnrdy  Welshmen, 
Is  in  the  field,  and  still  his  power  incrcascth. 

K.  Rich.  Ely  with  Richmond  troubles  me  more  near 
Than  Buckingham  and  his  rash-levied  army.  50 

Come,  I  have  heard  that  fearful  commenting 
Is  leaden  servitor  to  dull  delay: 
Delay  leads  impotent  and  snail-paced  beggar}* : 
Then  fiery  expedition  be  my  wing, 
Jove's  Mercury,  and  herald  for  a  king! 
Come,  muster  men:  my  counsel  is  my  shield: 
We  must  be  brief  when  traitors  brave  the  field.     [Exeunt, 

ScEJfE  IV.    Before  the  palace. 

Enter  Quben  Margaret. 

Q.  Mar.  So',  now  prosperity  begins  to  mellow 
And  drop  into  the  rotten  mouth  of  death. 
Here  in  these  confines  .slily  have  I  lurk'd,  i 

To  watch  the  waning  of  mine  adversaries.  .  ;  . 
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A  dire  induction  am  I  witness  to, 

And  wili  to  France,  hoping  the  consequence 

Will  prove  as  bitter,  black,  and  tragical. 

Withdraw  thee,  wretched  Margaret:  who  comes  here? 

Entei*  Queen  Elizabeth  and  the  Duchess  of  York. 

Q.  EUz.  All,  my  young  princes!  ah,  my  tender  babes! 
My  unblown  flowers,  new-appearing  sweets!  10 

If  yet  your  gentle  souls  fly  lu  the  nir 
And  be  not  nx'd  in  doom  perpetual, 
Hover  about  me  with  your  airy  wings 
And  hear  your  mother's  lamentation ! 

Q,  Mar.  Hover  about  her ;  say,  that  right  for  right 
Hath  dimm'd  your  infant  morn  to  aged  night. 

Duch.  So  many  miseries  liave  crazed  my  voice. 
That  my  woe-wearied  tongue  is  mute  and  dumb, 
Edward  Plantagenet,  why  art  thou  dead? 

Q.  Mar,  Plantagenet  doth  quit  Plantagenet.  20 

Edward  for  Edward  pays  a  dying  debt. 

Q,  Eliz,  Wilt  thou,  O  God,  fly  from  such  gentle  lambs, 
And  throw  them  in  the  entrails  of  the  wolf? 
When  didst  thou  sleep  when  such  a  deed  was  done? 

Q.  Mar.  When  holy  Harry  died,  and  my  sweet  son. 

Duch.  Blind  si^ht,  dead  life,  poor  mortal  living  gho5t, 
Woe's  scene,  world's  shame,  grave's  due  by  life  usurp'd. 
Brief  abstract  and  record  of  tedious  days. 
Rest  thy  unrest  on  England's  lawful  earth,     [SitUng  do^en. 
Unlawfully  made  drunk  with  innocents'  blood!  80 

Q.  Eliz.  O,  that  thou  wouldst  as  well  afford  a  grave 
As  thou  canst  yield  a  melancholy  seat! 
Then  would  I  hide  my  bones,  not  rest  them  here. 
O,  who  hath  any  cause  to  mourn  but  I? 

[Sitting  down  by  Iter, 

Q.  Mar.  If  ancient  sorrow  be  most  reverend, 
Give  mine  the  benefit  of  seniory, 
And  let  my  woes  frown  on  the  upper  hand. 
If  sorrow  can  admit  society,  [Sitting  down  uith  ihem. 

Tell  o'er  j'our  woes  again  by  vicwinc  mine: 
I  had  an  'Edward,  till  a  Richard  kiird  him;  40 

I  had  a  Harry,  till  a  Richard  kill'd  him: 
Thou  hadst  an  Edward,  till  a  Richard  kill'd  him; 
Thou  hadst  a  Richard,  till  a  Richard  kill'd  him. 

DucJi.  I  had  a  Richard  too,  and  thou  didst  kill  him; 
I  had  a  Rutland  too,  thou  holp'st  to  kill  him. 

Q.  Mar.  Thou  hadst  a  Clarence  too,  and  Richard  kill'd 
him. 
From  forth  the  kennel  of  thy  womb  hath  crept 
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A  hclMiound  that  doth  hunt  us  all  to  death: 

That  dog,  that  had  his  teeth  before  liis  e^'cs. 

To  worry  Iambs  and  lap  their  geutle  blood,  50 

That  foul  deface r  of  Qod's  handiwork. 

That  excellent  grand  tyrant  of  the  earth, 

That  reigns  in  galled  eyes  of  weeping  souls, 

Tliy  womb  let  loose,  to  chase  us  to  our  graves. 

0  upright,  just,  and  true-disposing  God, 
How  do  I  thank  thee,  that  this  carnal  cur 
Prcvs  on  the  issue  of  his  mother's  body. 

And  makes  her  pew-fellow  with  others'  moaul 

Duch,  O  Harry's  wife,  triumph  not  in  my  woesl 
God  witness  with  me,  I  have  wept  for  thine.  60 

Q.  Mar,  Bear  with  me ;  I  am  hungry  for  revenge, 
And  now  I  cloy  me  with  beholding  it. 
Thy  Edward  he  is  dead,  that  stabJ?d  my  Edward; 
Thy  other  Edward  dead,  to  quit  my  Edward; 
Young  York  ho  is  but  boot,  because  both  the}' 
Matcli  not  the  high  perfection  of  my  loss: 
Thy  Clarence  he  is  dead  that  kill'd  my  Edward; 
And  the  beholders  of  this  tragic  play, 
Tlie  adulterate  Hastings,  Rivera,  Yaughan,  Grey, 
Untimely  smother'd  in  tlicir  dusky  graves.  70 

Richard  yet  lives,  hell's  black  intelligencer, 
Onlv  reserved  their  factor,  to  buy  souls 
And  send  them  tliither:  but  at  hand,  at  hand. 
Ensues  his  piteous  and  unpitied  end: 
Earth  gapes,  hell  burns,  fiends  roar,  saints  pray, 
To  have  him  sudden Iv  convey 'd  away. 
Caucel  his  bond  of  lite,  dear  God.  I  pray. 
That  I  may  live  to  say.  The  dog  is  dcaJl 

Q.  Eliz.  O,  thou  didst  prophesy  the  time  would  come 
That  I  should  wish  for  thee  to  help  me  curse  80 

That  bottled  spider,  that  foul  bunch-back'd  toad! 

Q.  Mur.  I  call'd  thee  then  vain  flourish  of  my  fortune; 

1  call'd  thee  then  poor  shadow,  painted  queen; 
The  presentation  of  but  what  I  was; 

The  flattering  index  of  a  direful  pageant; 

One  heaved  a-high,  to  be  hurl'd  down  below; 

A  mother  only  mock'd  with  two  sweet  babes: 

A  dream  of  what  ttfiou  wert,  a  breath,  a  bubble, 

A  sign  of  dignity,  a  garisli  flag, 

To  be  the  aim  of  every  dangerous  shot ;  90 

A  queen  in  jest,  only  to  flU  the  scene. 

Where  is  thy  husband  now?  where  be  thy  brothers? 

Where  arc  ihy  children?  wherein  dost  thou  joy? 

Who  sues  to  thee  and  cries  *'  God  save  the  queen"? 
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"Where  be  llic  bending  peers  that  flattcr'd  tliec? 

Where  be  the  thronging  troops  that  follow'd  thee? 

Decline  all  this,  and  see  what  now  thou  art: 

For  happy  wife,  a  most  distressed  widow ; 

For  joyful  mother,  one  that  wails  the  name; 

For  queen,  a  very  caitiff  crown'd  with  care;  100 

For  one  being  sued  to,  one  that  humbly  sues; 

For  one  that  scorn*d  at  me,  now  scorn'd  of  me; 

For  one  being  fear*d  of  all,  now  fearing  one; 

For  one  commanding  all,  obey'd  of  none. 

Thus  hath  the  course  of  justice  wheel'd  about. 

And  left  thee  but  a  very  prey  to  titne; 

Having  no  more  but  thought  of  what  thou  wert. 

To  torture  thee  the  more,  being  what  thou  art. 

Thou  didst  usurp  my  place,  and  dost  thou  not 

Usurp  the  just  proportion  of  my  sorrow^?  110 

Now  thy  proud  neck  bears  half  my  burthen'd  yoke; 

From  which  even  here  I  slip  my  weary  neck, 

And  leave  the  burthen  of  it  all  on  thee. 

Farewell,  York's  wife,  and  queen  of  sad  mischance: 

These  English  woes  will  make  me  smile  in  France. 

Q,  Eliz.  O  thou  well  skill'd  in  curses,  stay  awhile. 
And  teach  me  how  to  curse  mine  enemies! 

Q.  Mar.  Forbear  to  sleep  the  nights,  and  fast  tlie  days; 
('ompare  dead  happiness  with  living  woe; 
Think  that  thy  babes  were  fairer  than  they  were,  130 

And  he  that  slew  them  fouler  than  he  is: 
Bettering  thy  loss  makes  the  bad  causer  worse: 
Revolving  this  will  tcacli  thee  how  to  curse. 

Q.  Eliz.  yij  words  are  dull;  O,  quicken  them  with  thine! 

^.  Mar.  Thy  woes  will  make  them  sharp,  and  pierce 
like  mine.  [Exit. 

Duch.  Why  should  calamity  be  full  of  words? 

Q.  Eliz.  Wmdy  attorneys  to  their  client  woes, 
Airy  succeeders  of  intestate  joys, 
Poor  breathing  orators  of  miseries! 

Let  them  have  scope:  though  what  they  do  impart        180 
Help  not  at  all,  yet  do  they  ease  the  heart. 

JMieh.  If  so,  then  be  not  tongue-tied :  go  with  me, 
And  in  the  breath  of  bitter  words  let's  smother 
My  damned  son,  M'hich  thy  two  sweet  sons  smother'd. 
I  hear  his  drum:  be  copious  in  exclaims. 

Enter  King  Hichard,  marching,  loith  drum*  and  trumpets, 

K.  Rich.  Who  intercepts  my  expedition? 
I>udi.  O,  she  that  might  have  intercepted  thee. 
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By  strangling  Ihoe  in  her  accursed  womb, 

From  Jill  the  slaughters,  wretch,  that  thou  hast  done! 

Q.  Eliz.  llidcst  thou  that  forehead  with  a  golden  crown. 
Where  should  be  graven,  if  that  right  were  right,  141 

The  slaughter  of  the  prince  that  owed  that  crown, 
And  the  Hire  death  of  my  two  sons  and  brothers? 
Tell  me,  thou  villain  slave,  where  are  my  children? 

Dach.  Thou  toad,  thou  toad,  where  is  thy  brother  Clar- 
ence? 
And  little  Ned  Plantagcnet,  his  son? 

Q.  Eliz,  Where  is  kind  Hastings,  Rivers.  Vaughan,  Grey? 

K.Bich,  A  flourish,  trumpets!  strike  alarm,  drums! 
Let  not  the  iieavens  hear  these  tell-tale  women 
Rail  on  the  Lord's  anointed:  strike,  I  say!  150 

[FtourisJi..    Alarums. 
Either  be  patient,  and  entreat  me  fair, 
Or  with  the  clamorous  report  of  war 
1  hus  will  I  drown  your  exclamations. 

Duch.  Art  thou  my  son? 

K.  Ridi.  Ay,  I  thank  God,  my  father,  and  yourself. 

Dock.  Theu  patiently  hear  my  impatience. 

K.  lUch.  Madam,  I  have  a  touch  of  your  condition, 
Which  cannot  brook  the  accent  of  reproof. 

Duch.  O,  let  me  speak ! 

K.  Rich.  Do  then ;  but  I'll  not  liear. 

Duch.  I  will  bo  mild  and  gentle  in  my  speech.  100 

K.  Rich.  And  brief,  good  mother;  for  I  am  in  haste. 

Duc/i.  Art  thou  so  hasty?  I  have  8t*iy*d  for  thee, 
God  knows,  in  anguish,  pain,  and  agony. 

K.  Rich.  And  came  I  not  at  last  to  comfort  you? 

Duch,  No,  by  the  holy  rood,  thou  know'st  it  well, 
Thou  earnest  on  earth  to  make  the  earth  my  hell. 
A  grievous  burthen  was  thy  birth  to  me ; 
Tetchy  and  wayward  was  thy  infancy; 
Thy  school-days  frightful,  desperate,  wild,  and  furious. 
Thy  prime  of  manhood  daring,  bold,  and  venturous,     170 
Thy  age  confirm 'd,  proud,  subtle,  bloodv,  treacherous. 
More  mild,  but  yet  more  harmful,  kind  in  hatred: 
What  comfortable  hour  canst  thou  name, 
That 'ever  graced  me  in  thy  company? 

K.  Rich.  Faith,  none,  but  Humphrey  Hour,  that  call'd 
your  grace 
To  breakfast  once  forth  of  my  company. 
If  I  be  so  disgracious  in  your  sight. 
Let  me  march  on,  and  not  oiTend  your  grace. 
Strike  up  the  drum. 

Duch.  I  prithee,  hear  me  speak. 
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K.  Eich, .  You  speak  too  bitterly. 

Dtic/i.  Hear  me  a  word;       180 

For  I  shall  never  speak  to  thee  again. 

KRieh,  So. 

Duck.  Either  thou  wilt  die,  by  God*s  just  ordinance, 
Ere  from  this  war  thou  turn  a  conqueror, 
Or  I  with  grief  and  extreme  age  sliall  perish 
And  never  look  upon  thy  face  again. 
Therefore  take  with  thee  my  most  lieavy  curse; 
Which,  in  the  day  of  battle,  tire  thee  more 
Tliau  all  the  complete  armour  that  thou  wcar'st! 
My  prayers  on  the  adverse  party  flght;  190 

And  there  the  little  souls  ol  Edward's  children 
Whisper  the  spirits  of  thine  enemies 
And  promise  them  success  and  victory. 
Bloody  thou  art,  bloody  will  be  thy  end; 
Shame  serves  thy  life  and  dotli  thy  death  attend.        [Ezit, 

Q,  Eliz.  Though  far  more  cause,  yet  much  less  spirit  to 
curse 
Abides  in  me;  I  say  amen  to  all. 

K,  Rich.  Stay,  madam ;  I  must  speak  a  word  with  you. 

Q.  Eliz.  I  have  no  more  sons  of  the  rojal  blood 
For  thee  to  murder:  for  my  daughters,  Richard,  300 

They  shall  be  praying  nuns,  not  weeping  queens; 
And  therefore  level  not  to  hit  their  lives. 

K:  Rich.  You  have  a  daughter  call'd  Elizabeth, 
Virtuous  and  fair,  royal  and  gracious. 

Q.  EUz.  And  must  she  die  for  this?    O,  let  her  live. 
And  Til  coiTupt  her  manners,  stain  her  beauty; 
Slander  myself  as  false  to  Edward's  bed; 
Throw  over  her  the  veil  of  infamy: 
So  she  mav  live  unscarr'd  of  bleeding  slaughter, 
I  will  confess  she  was  not  Edward's  daughter.  210 

K.  Rich,  Wrong  not  her  birth,  she  is  of  roynl  blood. 

Q.  Eliz.  To  save  her  life,  1*11  siiy  she  is  not  so. 

JBL.  Rich.  Her  life  is  only  safest  in  her  birth. 

0.  EUz.  And  only  in  that  safety  died  her  brothers. 

k.  Rich.  Lo,  at  their  births  good  stars  were  opposite. 

Q.  Eltz.  No.  to  their  lives  bad  friends  wei-e  contrary. 

K.  Rich.  All  unavoided  is  the  do(^n  of  destiny. 

Q.  Eliz.  True,  when  avoided  gi'ace  makes  destiny: 
My  babes  were  destined  to  a  fairer  dcnth, 
If  prace  had  bless'd  thee  with  a  fairer  life.  220 

K.  Rich.  You  speak  as  if  that  I  had  slain  my  cousins. 

Q.  Eliz.  Cousins,  indeed :  and  by  their  uncle  cozen'd 
Of  comfort,  kingdom,  kindred,  freedom,  life. 


SCENE  IV.]  KING  RICHARD  IH.  «I9 

Whose  hand  soever  lanced  their  tender  hearts, 

Thy  head,  all  indirectly,  gave  direction: 

No  doubt  the  murderous  Knife  was  dull  and  blunt 

Till  it  was  whetted  on  thy  stone-hard  heart, 

To  revel  in  the  entrails  of  my  lambs. 

But  that  still  use  of  grief  makes  wild  grief  tame. 

My  tongue  should  to  thy  cars  not  name  my  boys  280 

Till  that  my  nails  were  anchor*d  in  thine  eyes; 

And  I,  in  such  a  desperate  bay  of  death, 

Like  a  poor  bark,  of  sails  and  tackling  reft, 

Rush  all  to  pieces  on  thy  rockv  bosom. 

K.  Rich.  Madam,  so  thrive  I  in  my  enterprise 
And  dangerous  success  of  bloody  wars, 
As  I  intend  more  good  to  you  and  yours 
Tiian  ever  vou  or  yours  were  by  me  wrong'd! 

Q.  Eliz.  What  good  is  cover'd  with  tlie  face  of  heaven. 
To  be  discovered,  that  can  do  me  good?  840 

K.  Rich.  The  advancement  of  your  children,  gentle  lady. 

Q.  EUz,  Up  to  some  scaffold,  there  to  lose  their  heads? 

K.  Bith.  No,  to  the  dignity  and  height  of  honour. 
The  high  imperial  type  of  this  earth's  glory. 

Q.  EiU,  Flatter  my  sorrows  with  report  of  it; 
Tell  me  what  state,  what  dignity,  what  honour, 
Canst  thou  demise  to  any  child  of  mine? 

K.  Rich,  Even  all  I  have;  yea,  and  myself  and  all, 
Will  I  withal  endow  a  child  of  thine; 
So  in  the  Lethe  of  thy  angry  soul  250 

Thou  drown  the  sad  remembrance  of  those  wrongs 
Which  thou  supposcst  I  have  done  to  thee. 

Q.  Eliz.  Be  brief,  lest  that  the  process  of  thy  kindness 
Last  longer  telling  than  thy  kindness'  date. 

K.  Rich,  Then   know,  that  from  my  soul  I  love  thy 
daughter. 

Q.  Eliz.  My  daughter's  mother  thinks  it  with  lier  soul. 

K.  Rich.  What  do  you  think? 

Q.  Eliz.  That  thou  dost  love  my  daughter  from  thy  soul . 
So  from  ihy  soul's  love  didst  thou  love  her  brothers; 
And  from  iny  heart's  love  I  do  thank  theee  for  it.  260 

K.  Rich.  Be  not  so  hastv  to  confound  my  meaning: 
I  mean,  that  with  my  soul  I  love  thy  daughter, 
And  mean  to  make  her  queen  of  England. 

Q.  Eliz.  Say  then,  who  dost  thou  mean  shall  be  her  king? 

K.  Rich.  Even  he  that  makes  her  queen:  who  should  be 
else? 

a^Eliz.  What,  thou? 

K.  Rich.  I,  even  I:  what  think  you  of  it,  madam? 

Q.  Eliz.  How  canst  thou  woo  her? 
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K.  Rich.  That  would  I  learn  of  you. 

As  one  that  are  best  acquainted  with  her  humour. 

Q.  Eliz,  And  wilt  thou  learn  of  me? 

K.  Rich.  Madam,  with  all  my  heart.  270 

Q.  Eliz.  Send  to  her,  by  the  man  that  slew  her  brothers, 
A  pair  of  bleeding  hearts;  thereon  engrave 
Edward  and  York;  then  haply  she  will  weep: 
Therefore  present  to  her. — as  sometime  Margaret 
Did  to  thy  father,  stecp'd  in  Rutland's  blood, — 
A  handkerchief;  which,  sa}'  to  her,  did  drain 
The  purple  sap  from  her  sweet  brother's  body. 
And  bid  her  dry  her  weeping  eyes  (herewith. 
If  this  inducement  force  her  not  to  love, 
8eud  her  a  story  of  thy  noble  acts;  280 

Tell  her  thou  madest  away  her  uncle  Clarence, 
Her  uncle  Rivers;  yea,  and,  for  her  sake, 
Madest  Quick  conveyance  with  her  good  aunt  Anne. 

K.  Ricli.  Come,  come,  you  mock  me;  this  is  not  the  way 
To  win  your  daughter. 

Q.  EUz.  There  is  no  other  way; 

Unless  thou  couldst  put  on  some  other  shape. 
And  not  be  Richard  that  has  done  all  this. 

K.  Rich.  Say  that  I  did  all  this  for  love  of  her. 

Q.  EUz.  Nay,  then  indeed  she  cannot  choose  but  hartc 
thee, . 
Having  bought  love  with  such  a  bloody  spoil.  290 

K.  Rich.  Look,  what  is  done  cannot  be  now  amended: 
Men  shall  deal  unadvisedly  sometimes, 
Which  after  hours  give  leisure  to  repent      -^ 
If  I  did  take  the  kingdom  from  your  sons, 
To  make  amends,  I'll  give  it  to  your  daugliter. 
If  I  have  killed  tlie  issue  of  your  womb, 
To  quicken  your  increase,  I  will  beget 
Mine  issue  of  your  blood  upon  your  daughter: 
A  grandam's  name  is  little  less  in  love 
Than  is  the  doting  title  of  a  mother;  800 

They  are  as  children  but  one  step  below. 
Even  of  your  mettle,  of  your  ver}-  blood ; 
Of  all  one  pain,  save  for  a  night  of  croaus 
Endured  of  her,  for  whom  you  bid  like  sorrow. 
Your  cliildren  were  vexation  to  your  youth. 
But  mine  shall  Ixi  a  comfort  to  your  a^e. 
The  loss  you  have  is  but  a  son  being  king. 
And  by  lliat  loss  your  daughter  is  made  queen. 
I  cannot  make  you  what  amends  I  would, 
Therefore  accept. such  kindness  as  1  can.  810 

Dorset  your  son,  that  with  a  fearful  soul 
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Leads  discontented  steps  in  foreign  soil. 

This  fair  alliance  quickly  shall  call  home 

To  hi^h  promotions  and  great  dignity : 

The  king,  that  calls  your  beauteous  aaughter  wife. 

Familiarly  shall  call  thy  Dorset  brother; 

Again  shall  you  be  mother  to  a  king, 

And  all  the  ruina  of  distressful  times 

Repaired  with  double  riches  of  content. 

What  I  we  have  many  goodly  days  to  sec:  820 

The  liqtdd  drops  of  tears  that  you  have  shed 

Shall  come  again,  transformed  to  orient  pearl. 

Advantaging  their  loan  with  interest 

Of  ten  times  double  gain  of  happiness. 

Go,  then,  my  mother,  to  thy  daughter  go; 

Make  bold  her  b.isliful  years  with  your  experience; 

Prepare  her  cars  to  hear  a  wooer's  tale; 

Put  in  her  tender  heart  the  aspiring  flame 

Of  golden  sovereignty ;  acquamt  the  princess 

With  the  sweet  silent  hours  of  marriage  joys:  830 

And  when  this  arm  of  mine  hath  chastised 

The  pettjT  rebel,  duil-brain'd  Buckindiam, 

Bound  with  triumphant  garlands  will  I  come 

And  lead  thy  daughter  to  a  conqueror's  bed; 

To  whom  I  will  retail  my  conquest  won. 

And  she  shall  bo  sple  victress,  Ctestir's  Caesar. 

Q.  EUz.  What  were  I  best  to  say  ?  her  father's  brother 
Would  be  her  lord?  or  shall  I  say,  her  uncle? 
Or,  he  that  slew  her  brothers  and  her  uncles? 
Under  what  title  shall  I  woo  for  thee,  840 

That  God,  the  law,  my  honour  and  her  love. 
Can  make  seem  pleasing  to  her  tender  years? 

K.  Rich.  Infer  fitiir  England's  pence  by  this  alliance. 

Q.  Eliz,  Which  she  shall  purchase  with  still  lasting  war. 

K.  Rich,  Say  that  the  king,  which  may  command,  en- 
treats. 

Q.  Eliz.  That  at  her  hands  which  the  kind's  King  forbids. 

K.  Rieli,  Say,  she  shall  be  a  high  and  mighty  queen. 

Q.  EUz.  To  Vail  the  title,  as  her  mother  aotli.  / 

K.  Rich.  Say,  I  will  love  her  everlastingly.  ' 

O.  ElU.  But  how  long  shall  that  title  "ever"  last?     SoQ 

K.  Rich.  Sweetly  in  force  unto  her  fair  life's  end. 

Q.  Eliz.  But  how  long  fairly  shall  her  sweet  life  last? 

K.  Rich.  So  loDg  as  heaven  and  nature  lengthens  it. 

Q.  E'iz.  So  lon^  tis  hell  ami  Richard  likes  of  it. 

K.  Rich.  Say,  I,  her  sovereign,  am  her  subject  love. 

O.  Eliz.  But  she,  your  subject,  loathes  such  sovereignty. 

K.  Rich.  Bo  eloquent  in  my  behalf  to  her. 

Shak.  II.— 21. 
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Q.  Elte,  An  honest  tale  speeds  best  being  plainly  told. 

K.  Rich.  Then  in  plain  terms  tell  her  my  loving  tale. 

Q.  ESiz.  Plain  and  not  honest  is  too  harsh  a  style.       860 

K.  Rich,  Youc  reasons  are  too  sli allow  and  too  quick. 

Q.  Eliz.  O  no,  my  reasons  are  too  deep  and  dead; 
Too  deep  and  dead,  poor  infants,  in  their  grave. 

K.  Rich.  Harp  not  on  that  string,  madam ;  that  is  past. 

Q.  EHz.  Harp  on  it  still  shall  I  till  heart-strings  break. 

K.  Rich.  Now,  by   my  George,    my   garter,   and   my 
crown, — 

Q.  Eliz.  Profaned,  dishonoured,  and  the  third  usurped. 

K.  Rich.  I  swear — 

Q,  Eliz.  By  nothing;  for  this  is  no  oath: 

The  George,  profaned,  hath  lost  his  holy  honour; 
The  garter,  blemish'd,  pawn'd  his  knightly  virtue; 
The  crown,  usurp'd,  disgraced  his  kingly  glory. 
If  something  thou  wilt  swear  to  be  believed. 
Swear  then  W  something  that  thou  hast  not  wrong'd. 

K.  Rich.  Now,  by  the  world — 

Q.  Eliz.  'Tis  full  of  thy  foul  wrongs. 

K.  Mich.  My  father's  death— 

a  Eliz.  Thy  life  hath  that  dishonour'd. 

K.  Rich.  Then,  by  myself — 

Q.  Eliz.  Thyself  thyself  misusest. 

K.  Rich.  Why  then,  by  God— 

Q.  Eliz,  God's  wron^  is  most  of  all. 

If  thou  hadst  fear'd  to  break  an  oath  by  Him, 
The  unity  the  king  thy  brother  made 
Had  not  been  broken,  nor  my  brother  slain:  880 

If  thou  hadst  feared  to  break  an  oath  by  Him, 
The  imperial  metal,  circling  now  thy  brow. 
Had  graced  the  tender  temples  of  my  child, 
And  both  the  princes  had  been  breathing  here. 
Which  now,  two  tender  playfellows  for  dust, 
Tliy  broken  faith  hath  made  a  prey  for  worms. 
What  canst  thou  swear  by  now? 

K.  Rich.  The  time  to  come. 

Q.  Eliz.  That  thou  hast  wronged  in  the  time  o'erpast; 
For  I  myself  have  many  tears  to  wash 
Hereafter  time,  for  time  past  wrong'd  by  thee.  890 

The  children  live,  whose  parents  thou  hast  slaugliter'd, 
IJngovcrn'd  youth,  to  wail  it  in  their  age; 
The  parents  live,  whose  children  thou  hast  butcber*d, 
Old  withered  plants,  to  wail  it  with  their  age. 
8wear  not  by  time  to  come;  for  that  thou  hast 
Misused  ere  used,  by  time  misused  o'erpast. 

K.  Rich,  As  I  intend  to  prosper  and  repent. 
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So  thrive  I  in  my  dungerous  attempt 

Of  Iiostilc  arras!  myself  myself  confound! 

Heaven  and  fortune  bar  me  happy  hours!  400 

Day,  yield  me  not  thy  light;  nor,  night,  thy  rest! 

Be  opposite  all  planets  of  good  luck 

To  my  proceedings,  if,  with  pure  heart's  love. 

Immaculate  devotion,  holy  thoughts, 

I  tender  not  thy  beauteous  princely  daughter! 

In  her  consists  my  happiness  and  thine; 

Without  her,  follows  to  this  land  and  me. 

To  thee,  herself,  and  many  a  Christian  soul, 

Death,  desolation,  ruin  and  decay: 

It  cannot  be  avoided  but  bv  this;  410 

It  will  not  be  avoided  hut  by  this. 

Therefore,  good  mother, — I  must  call  you  so — 

Be  the  attorney  of  my  love  to  her: 

Plead  what  I  will  be,  not  what  I  have  been; 

Not  mv  deserts,  but  what  I  will  deserve: 

Urge  the  necessity  and  state  of  times. 

And  be  not  peevish-fond  in  great  designs. 

Q.  Eliz.  Shall  I  be  tempted  of  the  devil  thus? 

K.  lUeh,  Ay,  if  the  devil  tempt  thee  to  do  good. 

a  Eliz.  Shall  I  forget  myself  to  be  myself?  420 

A.  Rich.  Ay,  if  yourselfs  remembrance  wrong  yourself. 

a  EUz.  But  thott  didst  kill  my  children. 

Jl.  Rkh.  But  in  your  daughter's  womb  I  bury  them: 
Where  in  that  nest  of  spicery  they  shall  breed 
Selves  of  themselves,  to  your  recomforture. 

Q,  Eliz.  Shall  I  go  win  my  daughter  to  thy  will? 

Jr.  Rich,  And  be  a  happy  mother  by  the  deed. 

Q.  BHz,  I  ffo.    Write  to  me  very  shortly, 
And  you  shall  underatand  from  me  her  mind. 

K,  Rich,  Bear  her  my  truo  love's  kiss;  and  so,  farewell. 

[EafU  Queen  EUsabeth.  430 
Relenting  fool,  and  shallow,  changing  woman! 

^»  Enter  Ratcliff;  Catei^y  fiiUnoiTig. 

How  now!  what  news? 

Rai.  lAy  gracious  soverelga,  on  the  western  coast 
Ridcth  a  puissant  navy;  to  the  shore 
Throng  many  doubtful  hollow-hearted  friends, 
Uuarm'd,  and  unresolved  to  beat  them  back: 
'Tis  thought  that  Richmond  is  their  admiral; 
And  there  they  hull,  expecting  but  the  aid 
Of  Buckingham  to  welcome  them  ashore. 

K.  Rich,  Some  light-foot  friead  post  to  the  Duke  of  Nor- 
folk: 440 
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Rate! iff,  thyself,  or  Catesby ;  wliere  is  be? 

Cote.  Here,  my  lord. 

K.  Rich.  Fly  to  the  duke:  [To  BatcUff]  Post  thou  to 
Salisbury: 
When  thou  comest  thither, — [To  Cate%by\  Dull,  unmindful 

villain, 
Why  stand'st  thou  still,  and  go'st  not  to  the  duke? 
.#     Qite.  First,  mighty  sovereign,  let  me  know  your  mind. 
What  from  vour  grace  I  shall  deliver  to  him. 

K.  Rich.  O,  true,  good  Catesby :  bid  him  levy  straight 
The  gi*eatest  strength  and  power  he  can  make. 
And  meet  me  presently  at  Salisbury.  4oO 

Cate.  I  go.  [Ejot, 

Rat.  What  is*t  your  highness*  pleasure  I  shall  do 
At  Salisbun^? 

K.  Rich.  Why,  what  wouldst  thou  do  there  before  I  go? 

Rat.  Your  highness  told  me  I  should  post  before. 

K.  Rich.  My  mind  is  changed,  sir,  my  mind  is  changed. 

Enter  Lobd  Stanley. 

How  now,  what  news  with  you? 

Sian.  None  good,  my  lord,  to  please  you  with  the  hear- 
ing; 
Nor  none  so  bad,  but  it  may  well  be  told. 

K.  Rich.  Hoyday,  a  riddle!  neither  good  nor  bad  I     460 
Why  dost  thou  run  so  many  mile  about, 
When  thou  mayst  tell  thy  tale  a  nearer  way? 
Once  more,  what  news? 

Stan.  Richmond  is  on  the  seas. 

K.  Rich.  There  let  him  sink,  and  be  the  seas  on  him! 
White-liver'd  runagate,  what  doth  ho  there? 

Btan.  I  know  not,  mighty  sovereign,  but  by  guess. 

K.  Rich.  Well,  sir,  ns  you  guess,  as  you  guess? 

Stan.  Stirr'd  up  by  Dorset,  Buckingham,  and  Ely, 
He  makes  for  England,  there  to  claim  the  crown. 

K.  Ric^i.  Is  the  chair  empty?  is  the  sword  unsway'd? 
Is  the  king  dead?  the  empire  unpossess'd?  471 

What  heir  of  York  is  there  alive  but  we? 
And  who  is  England^s  king  but  great  York's  heir? 
Then,  tell  me,  what  doth  he  upon  the  sea? 

Sla?i.  Unless  for  that,  my  liege,  I  cannot  guess. 

K.  Rich.  Unless  for  that  he  comes  to  be  your  liege. 
You  cannot  guess  wherefore  the  Welshman  comes. 
Thou  wilt  revolt,  and  fly  to  him,  I  fear. 

Stan.  No,  mighty  liege;  therefore  mistrust  me  not 

K.  Rich,  Where  is  thy  power,  then,  to  beat  him  back? 
Where  arc  thy  tenants  and  thy  followers?  481 
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Arc  they  not  now  upon  the  "western  shore, 
Safe-conducting  the  rebels  from  their  ships? 

Stun.  No,  my  good  lord,  m^  friends  are  in  the  north. 

K.  Rich.  Cold  friends  to  Richard :  what  do  they  in  the 
north. 
When  they  should  serve  their  sovereign  in  the  west? 

Stan.  They  have  not  been  commanded,  mighty  sover- 
eign: 
Please  it  your  majesty  to  give  me  leave, 
I'll  muster  up  my  friends,  and  meet  your  grace 
Where  and  what  time  your  majesty  shall  please.  490 

K.  Rich.  Ay,  ay,  thou  wouldst  be  gone  to  join  with 
Richmond : 
I  will  not  trust  you,  sir. 

Stan.  Most  mighty  sovereign, 

You  have  no  cause  to  hold  my  friendship  doubtful : 
I  never  was  nor  never  will  be  false. 

K.  Rich.  Well, 
€k)  muster  men;  but,  hear  you,  leave  behind 
Your  son,  George  Stanley:  look  your  faitli  be  firm, 
Or  else  his  head  s  assurance  is  but  frail. 

Stan.  So  deal  with  him  as  I  prove  true  to  you.         [Exit. 

Enter  a  Messenger.  / 

Mes$.  "i/Ly  gracious  sovereign,  now  in  Devonshire,      500 
As  I  by  friends  am  well  advertised, 
Sir  Edward  Courtney,  and  the  haughty  prelate 
Bishop  of  Exeter,  his  brother  there, 
With  many  moo  confederates,  arc  in  arms. 

£Jnter  anoOier  Messenger. 

Sec.  Mess.  My  liege,  in  Kent  the  Guildf ords  are  in  arms ; 
And  every  hour  more  competitors 
Plock  to  their  aid,  and  still  their  power  increaseth. 

Enter  another  Messenger. 

Hiird  Mess.  My  lord,  the  army  of  the  Duke  of  Buck- 
ingham— 

K.  Rich.  Out  on  you,  owls  I  nothing  but  songs  of  death? 

[He  strikeUi  him. 
Take  tliat,  until  thou  bring  me  better  news.  510 

Hard  Mess.  The  news  I  have  to  tell  your  majesty 
Is,  that  by  sudden  floods  and  fall  of  waters, 
Buckingham's  army  is  disi>er8ed  and  scatter'd; 
And  he  himself  wander'd  away  alpne, 
No  man  knows  whither.  •     '  ,    .  ^ 

K.  Rich,  I  cry  thet  mercy:  • '».. '-^ 
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There  is  my  purse  to  cure  that  blow  of  thiae. 
Hatli  any  well-advised  friend  proclaim*d 
Reward  to  him  that  brings  the  traitor  in? 

Third  Jfesa,  Such  proclamation  hath  been  made,  my 
liege. 

Enter  another  Messenger. 

lf\^urth  Mee$.  Sir  Thomas  Lovel  and  Lord  Marquis  Dor- 
set, 530 
'Tis  said,  my  liege,  in  Yorkshire  arc  in  arms. 
Yet  this  good  comfort  bring  I  to  your  grace. 
The  Breton  navy  is  dispersed  by  tempest: 
Richmond,  in  Dorsetshire,  sent  out  a  boat 
Unto  the  shore,  to  ask  those  on  the  banks 
If  they  were  his  assistants,  yea  or  no; 
Who  answer'd  him,  they  came  from  Buckingham 
Upon  his  party:  he,  mistrusting  them, 
Hoised  sail  and  made  away  for  Brittany. 

K.  Rich,  March  on,  march  on,  since  we  arc  up  in  arms: 
If  not  to  Aght  with  foreign  enemies,  .  5S1 

Yet  to  beat  down  these  rebels  here  at*  home. 

Re-enter  Catesbt. 

Cote,  My  liege,  the  Duke  of  Buckingham  is  taken; 
That  is  the  best  news:  that  the  £arl  of  Richmond 
Is  with  a  mighty  power  landeil  at  Milford, 
Is  colder  tidings,  yet  they  must  be  told. 

K.  Rich,    Away  towards  Salisbury  I   while  we  reason 
here, 
A  royal  battle  miirht  be  won  and  lost: 
Some  one  take  orScr  Buckingham  bo  brought 
To  Salisbury;  the  rest  march  on  with  me.  540 

[titmrith.    Exeunt 

ScBNE  y.     Lord  Derby*$  hotue. 
Enter  Dkbbt  and  Sm  Christofheb  Ubswigk. 

Der,  Sir  Christopher,  tell  Richmond  this  from  me: 
That  in  the  sty  of  this  most  liloody  boar 
My  son  Cieorge  Stanley  is  f rank*d  up  in  hold : 
If  I  revolt,  off  goes  youn^  George's  head; 
The  fear  of  that  withholds  my  present  aid. 
But,  tell  me,  where  Is  princely  Richmond  now? 

Chris,  At  Pembroke,  or  at  Ha'rford-west,  in  Wales. 

I}er,  What  men  of  name  resort  to  him? 
^  Chris.  Sir  Walter  Herbert,  a  renowned  soldier; 
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Sir  Gilbert  Talbot,  Sir  William  Stanley;  10 

Oxford,  redoubted  Pembroke,  Sir  James  Blunt» 

And  Rice  ap  Thomas,  with  a  valiant  crew; 

And  many  moc  of  noble  fame  and  worth : 

And  towards  Loudon  they  do  bend  their  coarse, 

If  by  the  way  they  be  not  fought  withal.  * 

Dsr,  Return  unto  thy  lord;  commend  me  to  him: 
Tell  him  the  queen  hath  heartily  consented 
He  shall  espouse  Elizabeth  her  daughter. 
These  letters  will  resolve  him  of  my  mind. 
Farewell.  [Exeunt    ^ 

ACT  V. 

ScBiinB  I.    BaUtMiry,    An  open  pUue, 

Enter  the  Sheriff,  and  Buckingham,  teiih  halberdB,  led  te 

ejsecution. 

Buck.  Will  not  Kins  Richard  let  me  speak  with  him? 

Sher.  No,  my  good  lord;  therefore  be  patient. 

Buck.  Hastings,  and  Edward's  children,  Rivers,  Grey, 
Holy  King  Henry,  and  thy  fair  son  Edward, 
Yaughan,  and  all  that  have  miscarried 
By  underhand  corrupted  foul  iniustice, 
If  Uiat  your  moody  discontented  souls 
Do  through  the  clouds  behold  this  present  hour. 
Even  for  revenge  mock  my  destruction ! 
This  is  All-Souls'  day,  fellows,  is  it  not?  10 

/^ter.  It  is  my  lord. 

Buck,  Why,  then  All-Souls'  day  is  my  body's  doomsday. 
This  is  the  day  that,  in  King  Edward's  time, 
I  wish'd  might  fall  on  me,  when  I  was  found 
False  to  his  children  or  his  wife's  allies; 
This  is  the  day  wherein  I  wish'd  to  fall 
By  the  false  faith  of  him  I  trusted  most; 
This,  this  All-Souls'  day  to  my  fearful  soul 
Is  the  determined  respite  of  my  wrongs: 
Tiiat  high  All-Seer  that  I  dallied  with  20 

Hath  tum'd  my  feigned  prayer  on  my  head 
And  given  in  earnest  what  I  bege'd  in  jest. 
Thus  doth  he  force  the  swords  of  wicked  men 
To  turn  their  own  points  on  tlieir  masters'  bosoms: 
Now  Margaret's  curse  is  fallen  upon  my  head; 
**  When  he, "quoth  she,  "  shall  split  thy  heart  with  sorrow. 
Remember  Margaret  was  a  prophetess. 
Come,  sirs,  convey  me  to  the  block  of  shame ; 
Wrong  hath  but  wrong,  and  blame  the  due  of  blame. 

[Exeunt 
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ScBKE  II.     The  camp  near  Tamworth. 

Enter  Richmond,  Oxford,  Blunt,  Herbert,  and  others, 

toith  drum  and  colours, 

JHchm,  Fellows  in  arms,  and  my  most  loving  friends, 
Bruised  underneatli  tlie  yoke  of  tyranny, 
Thus  far  into  the  bowels  of  the  land 
Have  we  march'd  on  without  impediment; 
And  here  receive  we  from  our  father  Stanley 
Lines  of  fair  comfort  and  cncoumgcment. 
The  wretched,  bloody,  and  usurping  boar. 
That  spoird  your  summer  fields  and  fruitful  vines, 
Swills  your  warm  blood  like  wash,  and  makes  his  trough 
In  your  embowell'd  bosoms,  this  foul  swine  10 

Lies  now  even  in  the  centre  of  this  isle. 
Near  to  the  town  of  Leicester,  as  we  learn: 
From  Tamwortli  thither  is  but  one  dny*8  march. 
In  God*s  name,  checrly  on,  courageous  friends. 
To  reap  the  harvest  of  perpetual  peace 
By  this  one  bloody  trial  ot  sharp  war. 

Qjrf.  Every  man's  conscience  is  a  thousand  swords, 
To  fight  against  that  bloody  homicide. 

Herb.  I  doubt  not  but  his  friends  will  fly  to  us. 

Blunt,  He  hath  no  friends  but  who  arc  friends  for  fear, 
Which  in  his  greatest  need  will  shrink  from  him.  21 

Biehm,  All  for  our  vantage.     Then,   in  God's  name, 
march: 
True  hope  is  swift,  and  flies  with  swallow's  wings; 
Kings  it  makes  gods,  and  meaner  creatures  kings. 

[Exeunt, 

Scene  III.    Bosworth  Field. 

Enter  Kino  Richard  in  arms,  toith  Norfolk,  the  Earl  of 

Surrey,  ajid  others. 

K.  Bich.  Here  pitch  our  tents,  even  here  in  Bosworth 

field. 
Ky  Lord  of  Surrey,  why  look  jrou  so  sad? 
Bur,  My  heart  is  ten  times  lighter  than  my  looks. 
K.  JUch.  My  Lord  of  Norfolk,— 

Nor.  Here,  most  gracious  liege. 

K.Bich.  Norfolk,  we  must  have  knocks;  ha!  must  we 

not? 
Nor.  We  must  both  give  and  take,  my  gracious  lord. 
K,  Bicli,  Up  with  my  tent  there!  here  will  I  lie  to-night; 
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But  where  to-morrow?    "Well,  all's  one  for  that. 

Who  liath  descried  the  number  of  the  foe? 
Nor.  Six  or  seven  tliousand  is  their  utmost  power.       10 
K.  Rich.  Why,  our  battalion  trebles  that  account: 

Besides,  the  king's  name  is  a  tower  of  strength, 

Which  they  upon  the  adverse  party  want. 

Up  with  my  tent  there!    Valiant  gentlemcni 

Let  us  survey  the  vantage  of  the  tield; 

Call  for  some  men  of  sound  direction : 

Let's  want  no  discipline,  make  no  delay; 

For,  lords,  to-morrow  is  a  busy  day.  [Exeunt, 

Enter,  on  the  other  side  of  the  field,  RicnMOND,  Sm  Will- 
iam Brandox,  Oxfokd,  and  others.  Same  of  tJie  Soldiers 
pitch  Bichmonife  tent 

Richm.  The  weary  sun  hath  made  a  golden  set, 
And,  by  the  bright  track  of  his  fiery  car,  20 

Gives  signal  of  a  goodly  day  to-morrow. 
Sir  William  Brandon,  you  shall  bear  my  standard. 
Give  me  some  ink  and  paper  in  my  tent : 
I'll  draw  the  form  and  model  of  our  battle, 
Limit  each  leader  to  his  several  charge. 
And  part  in  just  proportion  our  small  strength. 
My  Lord  of  Oxford,  you,  Sir  William  Brandon, 
And  you.  Sir  Walter  Herbert,  stay  wiih  me. 
The  Earl  of  Pembroke  keeps  his  regiment: 
Good  Captain  Blunt,  bear  my  goodnight  to  him,  80 

And  by  the  second  hour  in  the  morning 
Desire  the  earl  to  see  me  in  my  tent: 
Yet  one  tiling  more,  good  Blunt,  before  thou  go'st, 
Where  is  Lord  Stanley  quarter'd,  dost  thou  know? 

Blunt,  Unless  I  have  mista'en  his  colours  much, 
Which  well  I  am  assured  I  have  not  done, 
His  regiment  lies  half  a  mile  at  least 
South  from  the  mighty  power  of  the  king. 

Bichm.  If  without  peril  it  be  possible,     • 
Good  captain  Blunt,  bear  my  good-nidit  to  him,  40 

And  give  him  from  me  this  most  needful  scroll. 

Blunt.  Upon  my  life,  my  lord,  I'll  undertake  it; 
And  so,  God  give  you  quiet  rest  to-night! 

Bichm.  Good  night,  good  Captain  Blunt.    Come,  gen- 
tlemen, 
Let  us  consult  upon  to-morrow's  business: 
In  to  our  tent;  the  air  is  raw  and  cold. 

[They  withdraw  into  the  tent, 

JSnter,  to  hit  tent,  Kino  Richard,  Norfolk,  Ratcliff, 

Catesbt,  and  others. 


^ 
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K  Bieh.  What  is't  o'clock? 

Cate,  It*s  supper-time,  my  lord ; 

It's  nine  o'clock 

K,  Rich,  I  will  not  sup  to-night. 
Give  me  some  ink  and  paper. 

What,  is  my  beaver  easier  than  it  'was?  50 

And  all  my  armour  laid  into  my  tent? 

Cate,  It  is,  my  liege;  and  all  things  are  in  readiness. 

K,  Rich.  Good  Norfolk,  hie  thee  to  thy  charge; 
Use  careful  watch,  choose  trusty  sentinels. 

Nor,  I  go,  my  lord. 

K,  Rich.  Stir  with  the  lark  to-morrow,  gentle  Norfolk. 

Nor.  I  warrant  you,  my  lord.  [Exit. 

K.Rich.  Catesby! 

Cate.  My  lord? 

K.  Rich.  Send  out  a  pursuivant  at  arms 

To  Stanley's  regiment;  bid  hun  bring  his  power  00 

Before  sunrislng,  lest  his  son  George  fall 
Into  the  blind  cave  of  eternal  night.  [Exit  CateAy, 

Fill  me  a  bowl  of  wine.     Give  me  a  watch. 
Saddle  white  Surrey  for  the  field  to-morrow^. 
Look  that  my  staves  be  sound,  and  not  too  heavy. 
Ratclifft 

Rat.  My  lord? 

K.  RieJt,,  Saw'st  thou  the  melancholy  Lord  Northumber- 
land? 

Rat.  Thomas  the  Earl  of  Surrey,  and  himself, 
Much  about  cock-shut  time,  from  troop  to  troop  70 

Went  through  the  army,  cheering  up  the  soldiers. 

K.  Rich.  So.  I  am  satisfied.    Give  me  a  bowl  of  wme: 
I  have  not  that  alacrity  of  spirit, 
Nor  cheer  of  mind,  that  I  was  wont  to  have. 
Set  it  down.    Is  ink  and  paper  ready? 

Rat.  It  is,  my  lord. 

K.  Rich,  Bid  my  guard  watch ;  leave  me. 

Ratcliff,  about  the  mid  of  night  come  to  my  tent 
And  help  to  arm  me.    Leave  me,  I  say. 

\Exeunt  Ratcliff  and  the  other  Attendants. 

Enter  Derby  t^  Richmond  in  his  tent,  Lords  and  others 

attending. 

Der.  Fortune  and  victory  sit  on  thy  helm  I 

Riehm.  All  comfort  that  the  dark  night  can  afford       80 

Be  to  thy  person,  noble  father-in-law! 

Tell  me,  how  fares  our  loving  mother? 
Der,  I,  by  attorney,  bless  thee  from  thy  mother, 

Who  prays  continually  for  Richmond's  good: 
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So  much  for  that    The  silent  hours  steal  on, 

And  flaky  darkness  breaks  within  the  east. 

In  brief, — for  so  the  season  bids  us  be, — 

Prepare  thy  battle  early  in  the  morning, 

Ana  put  thy  fortune  to  the  arbitrement 

Of  bloody  strokes  and  mortal-staring  war.  90 

I.  as  I  may — that  which  I  would  I  cannot, — 

With  best  advantage  will  deceive  the  time, 

And  aid  thee  in  this  doubtful  shock  of  arms: 

But  on  thy  side  I  may  not  be  too  forward, 

Lest,  being  seen,  thv  brother,  tender  George, 

Be  executed  in  bis  father's  sight. 

Farewell :  the  leisure  and  the  fearful  time 

Cuts  ofC  the  ceremonious  vows  of  love 

And  ample  interchange  of  sweet  discourse, 

Which  so  long  sunder'd  friends  should  dwell  upon:       100 

God  give  us  leisure  for  these  rites  of  lovel 

Once  more,  adieu :  be  valiant,  and  speed  well  I 

Richm,  Good  lords,  conduct  him  to  his  regiment: 
I'll  strive,  with  troubled  thoughts,  to  take  a  nap. 
Lest  leaden  slumber  peise  me  down  to-morrow, 
When  I  should  mount  with  wings  of  victory: 
Once  more,  good  night,  kind  loras  and  gentlemen. 

[Exeunt  all  but  Bichnkmd. 
O  Thou,  whose  captain  I  account  myself, 
Look  on  my  forces  with  a  gracious  eye; 
Put  in  their  hands  thy  bruising  irons  of  wrath,  110 

That  they  may  crush  down  with  a  heavy  fall 
The  usurping  helmets  of  our  adversaries! 
Make  us  thy  ministers  of  chastisement, 
That  we  may  praise  thee  in  the  victory  1 
To  thee  I  do  commend  my  watchful  soul, 
Ere  I  let  fall  the  windows  of  mine  eyes: 
Sleeping  and  waking,  O,  defend  me  still!  [8leep$. 

Enier  the  Ohoet  qf  TftmcK  Edward,  »n  to  Hekrt  the 

Sixth. 

Ohoet.  [To  Biehard]  Let  me  sit  heavy  on  thy  soul  to- 
morrow I 
Think,  how  thou  staVst  me  in  my  prime  of  youth 
AtTcwksbury:  despair,  therefore,  and  die!  120 

[To  Richmond]  Be  cheerful,  Richmond;  for  the  wronged 

souls 
Of  butcher'd  princes  fight  in  thy  behalf: 
King  Henry's  issue,  R£hmond,  comforts  thee. 

Eniffr  the  QkoUqfBxsKi  the  Sixth. 
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Qho9t,  [To  Richard]  When  I  was  mortal,  my  anointed 
body 
By  thee  was  punched  full  of  deadly  holes: 
Think  on  the  Tower  and  me:  despair,  and  die! 
Harry  the  Sixth  bids  thee  despair  and  diel 
\2'o  Bichmond]    Virtuous  and  holy,  be  thou  conqueror  I 
Harry,  that  prophesied  thou  shouldst  be  king, 
Doth  comfort  thee  in  thy  sleep:  live,  and  flourish!        180 

Enter  the  Ghost  of  Clabence. 

0?io8t  [To  BMiard]  Let  me  sit  heavy  on  thy  soul  to- 
morrow I 
I,  that  was  wash'd  to  death  with  fulsome  wine, 
Poor  Clarence,  by  thy  guile  betrayed  to  death ! 
To-morrow  in  the  battle  think  on  me, 
And  fall  thy  edgelcss  sword:  despair,  and  die! — 
llh  JUchnwnd]  Thou  ofitspring  of  the  house  of  Lancaster, 
The  wronged  heirs  of  York  do  pray  for  thee: 
Good  angels  guard  thy  battle!  live,  and  flourish! 

JSnter  the  Ohosts  of  RiyKRB,  Grey,  awtf  Vaughan. 

Ohoatof  E.  .[To  Bkhard]  Let  me  sit  heavy  on  thy  soul 
to-morrow. 
Rivers,  that  died  at  Pomfret!  despair,  and  die!  140 

Ghost  of  G.  [To  Richard]  Think  upon  Grey,  and  let  thy 

soul  despair! 
Ghost  of  V.  [To  Richard]  Think  upon  Yaughan,  and, 
with  guilty  fear, 
Let  fall  thy  lance:  despair,  and  die! 
AU,  [To  Richmond]  Awake,  and  think  our  wrongs  in 
Richard's  bosom 
Will  conquer  him!  awake,  and  win  the  day! 

Enter  the  Ghost  of  Habtikos. 

Ghost..  [To  Richard]  Bloody  and  guilty,  guiltily  awake, 
And  in  a  bloody  battle  end  thy  days! 
Think  on  Lord  Hastings:  despair,  and  die! 
[To  Richmond]  Quiet  untroubled  soul,  awake,  awake! 
Arm,  fight,  and  conquer,  for  fair  England's  sake!  150 

Enier  the  GhoHts  of  the  tico  young  Princes. 

Ghosts.  [To  Richard]  Dream  on  thy  cousins  smother'd 

in  the  Tower: 
Let  us  be  lead  within  thy  bosom.  Richard, 
And  weigh  thee  down  to  ruin,  shame,  and  death! 
Thy  nephews'  souls  bid  thee  despair  and  diel 
[To  Ricfimond]  Sleep,  Richmond,  sleep  in  peace,  and  wake 

in  joy; 
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Good  aDi^cls  guard  thee  from  the  boar's  anuoyl 
Live,  and  beget  a  liappy  race  of  kings! 
Edward's  unhappy  sons  do  bid  thee  flourish. 

Enter  the  Ohost  of  Lady  Ai^ne. 

Ohost.  [To  Richard]  Richard,  thy  wife,  that  wretched 
Anne  thy  wife. 
That  never  slept  a  quiet  hour  with  tliee,  160 

Now  fills  thy  sleep  with  perturbations: 
To- morrow  m  the  battle  think  on  me, 
And  fali  thy  edgeless  sword:  despair,  and  die! 

tTo  Richmond]  Thou  quiet  soul,  sleep  thou  a  quiet  sleep; 
>ream  of  success  and  happy  victory! 
Tiiy  adversary's  wife  doth  pray  for  thee. 

EnUr  (lie  Ghost  of  Buckingham. 

Ghont.  [To  Richard]  The  first  was  I  that  helped  thee  to 
the  crown; 
The  last  was  I  that  felt  thy  tyranny: 
O,  in  the  battle  think  on  Buckingham, 
And  die  in  terror  of  thy  guiltiness!  170 

Dream  on,  dream  on,  of  bloody  deeds  and  death: 
Faintinff,  despair;  de^airing,  yield  thy  breath! 
r  To  Ri(3imond]  I  died  for  hope  ere  I  could  lend  thee  aid : 
hut  cheer  thy  heart,  and  be  thou  not  dismay 'd: 
God  and  good  angels  fl^ht  on  Richmond's  side; 
And  Richard  falls  in  height  of  all  his  pride. 

r  The  Ghosts  vanish.    King  Richard  starts  out  of  his  dreo^m: 

K.  Rich,  Give  me  another  horse:  bind  up  my  wounds. 
Have  mercy,  Jesul — Soft!  I  did  but  dream. 

0  coward  conscience,  how  dost  thou  afflict  me! 

The  lights  burn  blue.     It  is  now  dead  midnight.  180 

Cold  fearful  drops  stand  on  my  trembling  flesh. 

What  do  I  fear?  myself?  there's  none  else  by: 

Richard  loves  Richard ;  that  is,  I  am  I. 

Is  there  a  murderer  here?    No.     Yes,  lam: 

Then  fly.    What,  from  myself?    Great  reason  why: 

Lest  I  revenge.     What,  myself  upon  myself? 

Alack,  I  love  myself.     Wherefore?  for  any  good  ' 

That  I  myself  have  done  unto  myself? 

O,  no!  alas,  I  rather  hate  myseli 

For  hateful  deeds  committea  by  myself!  190 

1  am  a  villain:  yet  I  lie,  I  am  not. 

Fool,  of  thyself  speak  well:  fool,  do  not  flatter. 
My  conscience  hath  a  thousand  several  tongues, 
And  every  tongue  brings  in  a  several  tale, 
And  every  talc  condemns  me  for  a  villain. 
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Perjury,  perjury,  in  the  hicli'st  degree; 

Murder,  stern  murder,  in  the  direst  degree; 

AH  seyeral  sins,  all  iiMcd  in  each  degree. 

Throng  to  the  bar,  crying  all,  Guilty  I  guilty  I 

I  shall  despair.    There  is  no  creature  loves  me;  200 

And  if  I  die,  no  soul  shall  pity  me: 

Nay,  wherefore  should  they,  since  that  I  myself 

Find  in  myself  no  pity  to  myself? 

Methought  the  souls  of  all  that  I  had  murdcr'd 

Came  to  my  tent;  and  every  one  did  threat 

To-morrow's  vengeance  on  the  head  of  Richard. 

IhUer  Ratcliff. 

Eat.  My  lord! 

K.  Rich,  'Zounds!  who  is  there? 

Bat.  Ratcliff,  my  lord;  'tis  I.    The  carty  village-cock 
Hath  twice  done  salutation  to  the  morn ;  210 

Your  friends  are  up,  and  buckle  on  their  armour. 

K.  Rich.  O  Ratcliff,  I  have  dream'd  a  fearful  dream! 
What  thinkcst  thou,  will  our  friends  prove  all  true? 

Bat.  No  doubt,  my  lord. 

K.  Bieh.  O  Ratcliff,  I  fear,  I  fear.— 

Bat.  Nay,  good  my  lord,  be  not  afraid  of  shadows, 

K.  Bkh.  By  the  apostle  Paul,  shadows  to-aight 
Have  struck  more  terror  to  the  soul  of  Richara 
Than  can  the  substance  of  ten  thousand  soldiers 
Armed  in  proof,  and  led  by  shallow  Richmond. 
It  is  not  yet  near  day.     Come,  go  with  me;  220 

Under  our  tents  111  play  the  caves-dropper, 
To  see  if  any  mean  to  shrink  from  me.  [Eiteuni, 

Enter  the  Lords  to  Richmond,  sitting  in  his  ttfU. 

Lords.  Good  morrow,  Richmond  I 

Bichin.  Cry  mercy,  lords  and  watchful  gentlemen, 
That  you  have  ta'en  a  tardy  sluggard  here. 

I/yrds,  How  have  you  slept,  my  lord? 

Birhm.  The  sweetest  sleep,  and  fairest-boding  dreams 
♦  That  ever  enter'd  in  a  drowsy  head, 
Have  I  since  your  departure  had,  my  lords. 
Methought  their  souls,  whose  bodies  Richard  murder'd. 
Came  to  my  tent,  and  cried  on  victory:  281 

I  promise  you,  my  soul  is  very  jocund 
In  the  remembrance  of  so  fair  a  dream. 
How  far  into  the  morning  is  it,  lords? 

Lord*.  Upon  the  stroke  of  four. 

Bidim.  Why,  then  'tis  time  to  arm  and  give  direction. 

Hm  oration  to  his  soldien. 
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More  than  I  have  said,  loving  Gountnrmen,  ' 

Tiie  leisure  aud  enforcement  of  the  time 

Forbids  to  dwell  upon:  yet  remember  this, 

God  and  our  good  cause  tight  upon  our  side;  240 

The  prayers  of  lioly  saints  and  wronged  souls, 

Like  high-rear'd  bulwarks,  stand  before  our  faces; 

Richard  except,  those  whom  we  fight  against 

Had  rather  have  us  win  than  liim  they  follow: 

For  what  is  he  they  follow?  truly,  gentlemen^ 

A  bloody  tyrant  and  a  homicide; 

One  raised  in  blood,  and  one  in  blood  established; 

One  that  made  means  to  come  by  what  he  hath, 

And  slaughtered  those  that  were  the  means  to  help  him ; 

A  base  foul  stooe,  made  precious  by  the  foil  260 

Of  England's  chair,  where  he  is  falsely  set; 

One  that  hath  ever  been  God's  enemy; 

Then,  if  ;|^ou  fight  against  God's  enemv, 

God  will  in  Justice  ward  you  as  his  soldiers; 

If  you  do  sweat  to  put  a  tyrant  down, 

You  sleep  in  peace,  the  tyrant  being  slain; 

If  you  do  fight  against  your  country's  foes. 

Tour  country's  fat  shall  pay  your  pains  the  hire; 

If  you  do  fight  in  safeguard  of  your  wives, 

Your  wives  shall  welcome  home  the  conquerors;  260 

If  you  do  free  your  children  from  the  sword, 

Your  children's  children  quit  it  in  your  i^. 

Then,  in  the  name  of  God  and  all  these  rights. 

Advance  your  standards,  draw  your  willing  swoids. 

For  me,  the  ransom  of  my  bold  attempt 

Shall  be  this  cold  corpse  on  the  earth's  cold  face; 

But  if  I  thrive,  the  gain  of  my  attempt 

The  least  of  you  shall  share  his  part  thereof. 

Sound  drums  and  trumpets  boldly  and  cheerfully; 

God  and  Saint  George!  Richmond  and  victory  1  [SxeunL 

Be-Eater  Kino  Richard,  Ratclipp,  Attendants  and  Farces^ 

K,  Rich.  What  said  Northumberland  as  touching  Rich- 
mond? 
^  Bat,  That  he  was  never  trained  up  in  arms. 

K,  Rich.  He  said  the  truth:  and  what  said  Surrey  then? 

Rat,  He  smiled  and  said  "The  better  for  our  purpose." 

K,  Rich,  He  was  in  the  right;  and  so  indeed  it  is. 

[Clock  striketJi. 
Tell  the  clock  there.    Give  me  a  calendar. 
Who  saw  the  sun  to-day? 

Rit.  Not  I,  my  lord. 

K.  Rich.  Then  he  disdains  to  shine;  for  by  the  book 
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He  should  have  braved  the  cast  an  hour  ago: 

A  black  day  will  it  be  to  somebody.  280 

Ratcliff! 

Bat.  My  lord? 

K.  lUch.  The  sun  will  not  be  seen  to-day; 

The  sky  doth  frown  and  lour  upon  our  army. 
I  would  these  dewy  tears  were  from  the  ground. 
Not  shine  to-day!  'Why,  what  is  that  to  me 
More  than  to  Richmond?  for  the  selfsame  heaven 
That  frowns  on  me  looks  sadly  upon  him. 

Enter  Nobfolk. 

Nor,  Arm,  arm,  my  lord ;  the  foe  vaunts  in  the  field. 

K.  Rich.  Come,  bustle,  bustle;  caparison  my  horse.  | 

Call  up  Lord  Stanley,  bid  him  bring  his  power:  290 

I  will  lead  forth  my  soldiers  to  the  plain,  i 

And  thus  my  battle  shall  be  ordered:  , 

My  foreward  shall  be  drawn  out  all  in  length,  . 

Consisting  equall}'  of  horse  and  foot ;  j 

Our  archers  shall  be  placed  in  the  midst:  j 

John  Duke  of  Norfolk,  Thomas  Earl  of  Surrey,  I 

Shall  have  the  leading  of  this  foot  and  horse.  i| 

They  thus  directed,  we  will  follow  ' 

In  the  main  battle,  whose  puissance  on  either  side 

Shall  be  well  winged  witli  our  chiefcst  horse.  800  i 

This,  and  Saint  George  to  bootl  What  think'st  thou,  Nor- 
folk? 

Nor.  A  good  direction,  warlike  sovereign. 
This  found  I  on  my  tent  this  morning. 

[He  slietceth  him  a  pap&r. 

K  Rich,  [Reads]  "  Jockey  of  Norfolk,  be  not  too  bold. 
For  Dickon  thy  master  is  bought  and  sold." 
A  thing  devised  by  the  enemy. 
Go,  gentlemen,  every  man  unto  his  charge: 
Let  not  our  babbling  dreams  affright  our  souls: 
Conscience  is  but  a  word  that  cowards  use, 
Devised  at  first  to  keep  the  strong  in  awe:  810 

Our  strong  arms  be  our  conscience,  swords  our  law. 
March  on,  join  bravely,  let  us  to't  pell-mell. 
If  not  to  heaven,  then  hand  in  hand  to  hell. 

His  oration  to  hia  Army, 

What  shall  I  say  more  than  I  have  inferr*d? 
Remember  whom  you  are  to  cope  withal; 
A  sort  of  vagabonds,  rascals,  and  runaways, 
A  scum  of  Bretons,  and  base  lackey  peasants. 
Whom  their  o'er-cloyed  country  vomits  fortli 
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To  desperate  ventures  and  assured  destruction. 

You  sleeping  safe,  tlicy  bring  to  you  unrest;  820 

You  liaving  lands,  and  blest  with  beauteous  wives. 

They  would  restrain  the  one,  distain  the  other. 

And  who  doth  lead  them  but  a  paltry  fellow, 

Lon.^  kept  in  Bretagne  at  our  mother's  cost? 

A  milk-sop,  one  that  never  in  his  life 

Felt  so  much  cold  as  over  shoes  in  snow? 

Let*s  whip  these  stragglers  o*er  the  seas  again; 

Lash  hence  these  overweening  rags  of  France, 

These  famish'd  beggars,  weaijr  of  their  lives; 

Who,  but  for  dreaming  on  this  fond  exploit,  830 

For  w^aut  of  means,  poor  rats,  had  hang'd  themselves: 

If  we  be  conquer'd,  let  men  conquer  us, 

And  not  these  bastard  Bretons;  whom  our  fathers 

Have  in  their  own  land  beaten,  bobb'd,  and  thump*d. 

And  in  record,  left  them  the  heirs  of  shame. 

Shall  these  enjoy  our  lands?  lie  with  our  wives? 

Ravish  our  daughters?     [Drum  afar  off.}    Hark!  I  hear 

their  drum. 
Fight,  gentlemen  of  England!  fight,  bold  yeomen  1 
Draw,  archers^  draw  your  arrows  to  the  head! 
Spur  your  proud  horses  hard,  and  ride  in  blood;  840 

Amaze  the  welkin  with  your  broken  staves! 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

What  says  Lord  Stanley?  will  he  bring  his  power? 

Mess.  My  lord,  he  doth  deny  to  come. 

K.  RieJi,  Oft  with  his  son  George's  headt 

Nor.  My  lord,  the  enemy  is  past  the  marsh: 
After  the  battle  let  George  Stanley  die. 

K.  Rich.  A  thousand  hearts  are  great  within  my  bosom : 
Advance  our  standards,  set  upnn  our  foes: 
Our  ancient  word  of  courage,  fair  Saint  George, 
Inspire  us  with  the  spleen  of  fiery  dragons!  850 

Upon  them!    Victory  sits  on  our  helms.  [Exeunt. 

Scene  IV.    Another  part  of  tkefidd. 

Alarum :  excursions.    Enter  Korfolk  and  forces  figlUing; 

to  him  Catesbt. 

Gate.  Rescue,  ray  lord  of  Norfolk,  rescue,  rescue  I 
The  king  enacts  more  wonders  than  a  man, 
Daring  an  opposite  to  every  danger: 
His  horse  is  slain,  and  all  on  foot  he  fights, 
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Seeking  for  RicbmoDd  in  the  throat  of  death. 
Rescue,  fair  lord,  or  else  the  day  is  lost! 

Alajttnis.    Enter  Kixo  Richabd. 

K.  Rich.  A  horse!  ahorse!  my  kingdom  for  a  horse! 

Cate.  Withdraw,  mjr  lord;  I'll  help  you  to  a  horse. 

K.  Hich,  Slave,  I  have  set  my  life  upou  a  cast,  < 

And  I  will  stand  the  hazard  of  the  die:  70 

I  think  there  be  six  Riclimonds  in  the  field ; 
Fivcvhave  I  slain  to-day  instead  of  him. 
A  horse!  a  horse!  my  kingdom  for  a  horse!  [ISxeunt, 

ScEKB  V.    Another  pari  of  the  fidd. 

Alarum.  Enter  Richard  and  Richmond;  they  fight- 
Richard  M  «/a/n.  Bttreatand  flourinli.  Be-enter  "Uicn- 
MOND,  Derby  bearing  the  crown,  uith  divere  other  Lords. 

'     BicJim.  Ood  and  your  arms  be  praised,  victorious  friends ; 
The  day  is  ours,  the  bloody  dog  is  dead. 

Der,  Courageous  Richmond,  well  hast  thou  acquit  thee.  j 

Lo,  here,  this  long-usurped  royalty  j 

From  the  dead  temples  of  this  bloody  wretch  i 

Have  I  pluck'd  off,  to  grace  thy  brows  withal: 
Wear  it,  enjoy  it.  and  make  much  of  it. 

JUe^im.  Great  God  of  heaven,  say  Amen  to  all! 
But,  tell  me,  is  young  George  Stanley  living? 

*  Der.  He  is,  my  lord,  and  safe  in  I^icester  town;         10 
Whither,  if  it  please  }ou,  we  may  now  withdraw  us, 

liichm.  What  men  of  name  arc  slain  on  either  side? 

•  Der.  John  Duke  of  Norfolk,  Walter  Lord  Ferrers, 
Sir  Robert  Brakenbur}%  and  Sir  William  Brandon. 

Bichm.  Inter  their  bodies  as  becomes  their  births: 
Proclaim  a  pardon  to  the  soldiers  fled 
That  in  submission  will  return  to  us: 

And  then,  as  we  have  ta'en  the  sacrament,  ; 

We  will  unite  the  white  rose  and  the  red: 

Smile  heaven  upon  this  fair  conjunction,  20  ^ 

That  long  have  frown'd  upon  their  enmity! 
What  traitor  hears  me,  and  says  not  amen? 

England  hath  long  been  mad,  and  scan'*d  herself;  { 

The  brother  blindly  shed  the  brother's  blood, 
The  father  rashly  slaughter'd  bis  own  son. 
The  son,  compefl'd,  been  butcher  to  the  sire: 
All  this  divided  York  and  Lancaster, 
Divided  in  their  dire  division, 
O,  now,  lot  Richmond  and  Elizabeth, 
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The  true  succeeders  of  each  royal  house,  80 

By  Gkxi's  fair  ordinance  conjoin  together! 

And  let  their  heirs,  €k)d,  if  thy  will  be  so, 

Enrich  the  time  to  come  with  smooth-faced  peace. 

With  smiling  plenty  and  fair  prosperous  days! 

Abate  the  edge  of  traitors,  gracious  Lord, 

That  would  reduce  tbese  bloody  days  again, 

And  make  poor  England  weep  in  streams  of  blood] 

Let  them  not  live  to  taste  tbis  land's  increase 

That  would  with  treason  wound  this  fair  land's  peaces 

Now  civil  wounds  are  stopped,  peace  lives  again:  40 

That  she  may  long  live  here,  Qod  say  amen  I  [Exeunt 
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THE  PROLOGUE. 

I  COMB  no  more  to  make  you  laugh :  (bings  now, 
That  bear  a  weighty  and  a  serious  brow, 
Bad,  bigh,  and  working,  full  of  state  and  woe, 
8ucli  noble  scenes  as  draw  the  eye  to  flow, 
We  now  present.     Tbos<;  that  can  pity,  here 
May,  if  they  think  it  well,  let  fall  a  tear; 
The  subject  will  deserve  it.     Sucb  as  give 
Their  money  out  of  hope  Ibey  may  believe, 
May  here  find  truth  too.    Those  tbat  come  to  see 

(660) 
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Only  a  show  or  two,  and  so  agree  10 

The  play  may  pass,  if  they  be  still  and  willing, 

I'll  undertake  may  sec  away  their  shilling 

Richly  in  two  short  hours.    Only  they 

That  come  to  hear  a  merry  bawdy  play, 

A  noise  of  targets,  or  to  see  a  fellow 

In  a  long  motley  coat  guarded  with  yellow. 

Will  be  deceived ;  for,  gentle  hearers,  know, 

To  rank  our  chosen  truth  with  such  a  show 

As  fool  and  fight  is,  beside  forfeiting  ^ 

Our  own  brains,  and  the  opinion  that  we  bring,  20 

To  make  that  only  true  we  now  intend, 

Will  leave  us  never  an  understanding  friend. 

Therefore,  for  goodness'  sake,  and  ns  you  are  known 

The  first  and  happiest  hearers  of  the  town. 

Be  sad,  as  we  would  make  ye*  think  ye  sec 

The  very  persons  of  our  noble  story 

As  they  were  living;  think  you  see  them  great. 

And  follow'd  with  the  general  throng  and  sweat 

Of  thousand  friends;  then  in  a  moment,  sec 

IIow  soon  this  mightiness  meets  misery :         ^  80 

And,  if  you  can  Ikj  merry  then,  I'll  say 

A  man  may  weep  upon  his  wedding-aay. 

ACT  L 

Scene  I.     London,    An  ante-chamber  in  the  palace.. 

Enter  the  Duke  of  Korfolk  at  one  door;  at  the  other,  the 
Duke  of  Buckingham  and  the  Lord  Abergayemnt. 

Buck.  Good  morrow,  and  well  met.    How  have  ye  done 
Since  last  we  saw  in  France?      ' 

Nor.  I  Uiank  your  grace, 

Heallhful;  and  ever  since  a  fresh  admirer 
Of  what  I  saw  there. 

Buck.  An  untimely  ague 

Stay'd  me  a  prisoner  m  my  chamber  when 
Those  sons  of  glory,  those  two  lights  of  men, 
Met  in  the  vale  of  Andren. 

Nor,  'Twixt  Quynes  and  Arde: 

I  was  then  present,  saw  them  salute  on  horseback; 
Beheld  them,  when  they  lighted,  how  they  clung 
In  their  embrncemcnt,  as  they  grew  tocetlicr;  10 

Which  had  they,  what  four  throacu  ones  could   have 

weigh 'd 
Such  a  compounded  one? 

Buck,  All  the  whole  time 

I  was  my  chamber's  prisoner. 
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Nor,  Then  you  lost 

The  view  of  earthly  iajlory:  men  might  say, 
Till  this  time  pomp  was  single,  but  now  married 
To  one  above  itself.    Each  following  day 
Became  the  next  day's  master,  till  the  last 
Made  former  wonders  its.    To-day  the  French, 
All  clinquant,  all  in  gold,  like  heathen  gods, 
Shone  down  the  English ;  and,  tomorrow,  they  20 

Made  Britain  India:  every  man  that  stood  • 
8how'd  like  a  mine.     Their  dwarfish  pages  were 
As  cherubins,  all  gilt :  the  madams  too. 
Not  used  to  toil,  aid  almost  sweat  to  bear 
The  pride  upon  them,  that  their  very  labour 
Was  to  them  as  a  painting:  now  this  masque 
Was  cried  incomparable;  and  the  ensuing  night 
Made  it  a  fool  and  beggar.    The  two  kings. 
Equal  in  lustre,  were  now  best,  now  worst. 
As  presence  did. present  them;  him  in  eye,  80 

Still  him  in  praise:  and,  being  present  both, 
'Twas  said  they  saw  but  one;  and  no  discerner 
Durst  wag  his  tongue  in  censure.    When  these  suns — 
For  so  they  jjhrase  'cm — by  their  heralds  challenged  J 

The  noble  spirits  to  arms,  they  did  perform  'I 

Beyond  thought's  compass;  that  former  fabulous  story, 
Bemg  now  seen  possible  enough,  got  credit. 
That  Be  vis  was  believed. 

Buck,  O.  you  go  far  | 

Nor,  As  I  belong  to  worship  and  affect 
In  honour  honesty,  the  tract  of  every  thing  40 

Would  by  a  good  discourser  lose  some  life, 
Which  action's  self  was  tongue  to.     All  was  royal; 
To  the  disposing  of  it  nought  rebell'd. 
Order  gave  each  thing  view;  the  office  did 
Distinctly  his  full  function. 

Buck.  Who  did  guide, 

I  mean,  who  set  the  bodv  and  the  litnos  { 

.Of  this  great  sport  together,  as  you  guess? 

Nor.  One,  certes,  that  promises  no  element 
In  such  a  business. 

Buck.  I  pray  you,  who,  my  lord? 

Nor,  All  this  was  order  d  by  the  good  discretion         50 
Of  the  right  reverend  Cardinal  of  York. 

Buck,  The  devil  speed  him!  no  man's  pie  is  freed 
From  his  ambitious  finger.     What  had  he 
To  do  in  these  fierce  vanities?    I  wonder 
That  such  a  keech  can  with  his  very  bulk 
Take  up  the  rays  o'  the  bcncficuil  sun 
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And  keep  it  from  the  earth. 

Nor,  ^  Surely,  sir, 

There's  in  him  stuff  that  puts  him  to  these  ends; 
For,  heing  not  propped  by  ancestry,  ijv'hoso  grace 
Chalks  successors  their  way,  nor  call'd  upon  00 

For  lii^h  feats  done  to  the  crown;  neither  allied 
To  eminent  assistants;  but,  spider-like, 
fOut  ofs  self-drawing  web,  he  gives  us  note. 
The  force  of  his  own  merit  makes  his  way; 
A  gift  that  heaven  gives  for  him,  which  buys 
A  place  next  to  the  king. 

Aber,  I  cannot  tell 

What  heaven  hath  given  him, — let  some  graver  eye 
Pierce  into  that;  but  I  can  see  his  pride 
Peep  through  each  part  of  him :  whence  has  he  that. 
If  not  from  hell?  the  devil  is  a  nig^d,  70 

Or  has  given  all  before,  and  he  begins 
A  new  hell  in  himself. 

Back,  Why  tlie  devil, 

Upon  this  French  going  out,  took  he  upon  him. 
Without  the  privity  o'  the  king,  to  appoint 
Who  should  attend  on  him  ?    He  mt^ces  up  the  file 
Of  all  the  gentry;  for  the  most  part  such 
To  whom  as  great  a  charge  as  little  honour 
He  meant  to  fay  upon :  and  his  own  letter. 
The  honourable  board  of  council  out, 
f  Must  fetch  him  in  he  papers. 

Aber.  I  do  know  80 

Kinsmen  of  mine,  three  at  the  least,  that  have 
Bv  this  so  sicken'd  their  estates,  that  never 
They  shall  abound  as>  formerly. 

Buck,  O,  many 

Have  broke  their  backs  with  laying  manners  on  'em 
For  this  great  Journey.    What  did  this  vanity 
But  minister  communication  of 
A  most  poor  issue? 

Nor,  Grievingly  I  think. 

The  peace  between  the  French  and  us  not  values 
The  cost  that  did  conclude  it. 

Buck,  Every  man, 

After  the  hideous  storm  that  followed,  was  90 

A  thing  inspired;  and,  not  consulting,  broke 
Into  a  general  propliecy ;  That  this  tempest, 
Dashinff  the  garment  of  this  peace,  aboded 
The  suaden  breach  on't. 

Nor,  Which  is  budded  oat; 

For  France  hath  flaw'd  the  league,  and  hath  attached 
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Our  merchants'  goods  nt  Bounleaux.  | 

Aber.  Is  it  therefore  { 

The  ambassador  is  silenced? 

Nor,  >Iarr3%  is't 

Aber.  A  proper  title  of  a  peace;  and  purchased  i 

At  a  superfluous  rate!  | 

Buck,  Why,  all  this  business  ' 

Our  reverend  cardinal  carried. 

Nor.  Like  it  jrour  grace,  100 

The  state  takes  notice  of  the  priyate  difierenco 
Betwixt  you  and  the  cardinal.     I  advise  you — 
And  take  it  from  a  heart  that  wishes  towards  you 
Honour  and  plenteous  safety — that  you  read 
The  cardinal  s  malice  and  his  potency 
Together;  to  consider  further  that 
What  his  high  hatred  would  effect  wants  not 
A  minister  in  his  power.     You  know  his  nature, 
That  he's  revengeful,  and  I  know  his  sword 
Hath  a  sharp  edge:  it*^  long  and,  't  may  be  said,  110 

It  reaches  far,  and  where  'twill  not  extend, 

Thither  he  darts  it.     fiosom  up  my  counsel,  d 

You'll  find  it  wholesome.     Lo,  where  comes  that  rock  \ 

That  I  advise  your  shunning.  | 

Enter  Cardinal  Wolskt,  the  purse  borne  before  7itm,  cer-  I 

tain  of  Vie  Guard,  ami  two  Secretaries  with  papers.  The 
Cardinal  in  his  passar/e  fxeth  his  eye  on  I^uckingiiam, 
and  BucKiNOiiAM  on  ?iim,  both  full  of  disdain,  < 

Wd.  The  Duke  of  Buckingham's  surveyor,  ha? 
Where's  his  examination? 

First  Seer.  Here,  so  please  you. 

Wol.  Is  he  in  person  ready? 

First  Seer.  Ay,  please  your  gi'acc. 

Wol.  Well,  we  shall  then  know  more;  and  Buckingham 
Shall  lessen  this  big  look.      [Rceunt  WoUey  ajid  lUs  Train. 

Buck,  This  butcher's  cur  is  venom-mouth'd,  and  I     120 
Have  not  the  power  to  muzzle  him;  therefore  best 
Not  wake  him  in  his  slumber.     A  beggar's  book 
Outworths  a  noble's  blood. 

Nor.  What,  arc  you  chafed? 

Ask  God  for  temperance;  that's  the  appliance  only 
AVhich  your  disease  requires. 

Buck.  I  read  in's  looks 

Matter  against  me ;  and  his  eve  reviled 
Me,  OS  his  abject  object:  at  this  instant 
He  bores  me  with  some  trick :  he's  gone  to  the  king; 
I'll  follow  and  outstaro  him. 
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Nor.  Stay,  my  lord, 

And  let  your  reason  with  your  cholcr  question  130 

What  'tis  you  go  about:  to  climb  steep  hills 
Requires  slow  pace  at  first:  anger  is  like 
A  full-hot  horse,  who  being  allowed  his  way, 
Self-mettic  tires  him.     Not  a  man  in  England 
Can  advise  me  like  you:  be  to  yourself 
As  you  would  to  your  friend. 

Buck.  ril  to  the  king; 

And  from  a  moutli  of  honour  quite  cry  down 
This  Ipswich  fellow's  insolence;  or  proclaim 
There's  difference  in  no  persons. 

Nor,  Be  advised ; 

Heat  not  a  furnace  for  your  foe  so  hot  140 

That  it  do  singe  yourself:  we  may  outnm. 
By  violent  swiftness,  that  which  we  run  nt. 
And  lose  by  over-running.     Know  you  not, 
The  fire  that  mounts  the  liquor  till't  run  o'er, 
In  seeming  to  augment  it  wastes  it?    Be  advised: 
I  say  again,  there  is  no  English  soul 
More  stronger  to  direct  you  than  yourself, 
If  with  the  sap  of  reason  you  would  quench. 
Or  but  allay,  the  fire  of  passion. 

Btick.  Sir, 

I  am  thankful  to  you;  and  I'll  go  along  150 

By  your  prescription :  but  this  lop- proud  fellow, 
Whom  from  the  flow  of  gall  I  name  not  but 
From  sincere  motions,  by  intelligence, 
And  proofs  as  clear  as  founts  in  July  when 
We  see  each  grain  of  gravel,  I  do  know 
To  be  corrupt  and  treasonous. 

Nor,  Say  not  "treasonous." 

Buck.  To  the  king  I'll  say't;  and  make  my  vouch  as 
strong 
As  shore  of  rock.     Attend.     This  holy  fox, 
Or  wolf,  or  both, — for  he  is  equal  ravenous 
As  he  is  subtle,  and  as  prone  to  mischief  160 

As  able  to  perf orm't ;  his  mind  and  place 
Infecting  one  another,  yea,  reciprocally — 
Only  to  show  his  pomp  as  well  in  France 
As  here  at  home,  suggests  the  king  our  master 
To  this  last  costly  treaty,  the  interview. 
That  swallow'd  so  much  treasure,  and  like  a  glass 
Did  break  i'  the  rinsing. 

Nor,  Faith,  and  so  it  did. 

Buck.  Pray,  give  me  favour,  sir.    This  cunning  cardinal 
The  articles  o'  uie  combination  drew 
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As  himself  pleased;  and  they  were  ratified  170 

As  he  cried  •*  Thus  let  be":  to  as  much  end 

As  give  a  crutch  to  the  dead:  but  our  count-cardinal 

Has  done  this,  and  'tis  well ;  for  Trorlh v  Wolsey, 

Wlio  cannot  err,  he- did  did  it.     Now  this  follows, — 

Which,  as  I  take  it,  is  a  kind  of  puppy 

To  the  old  dam,  trcasou, — Charles  the  emperor. 

Under  pretence  to  see  the  queen  his  aunt, — 

For  'twas  indeed  his  colour,  but  he  came 

To  whisper  Wolsey, — here  makes  visitation: 

His  fears  were,  that  the  interview  betwixt  180 

England  and  France  might,  through  their  amity, 

Breed  him  some  prejudice;  for  from  this  league 

Peep'd  harms  that  menaced  him:  he  privily 

Deals  with  our  cardinal ;  and,  as  I  trow, — 

Which  I  do  well ;  for  I  am  sure  the  emperor 

Paid  ere  he  promised ;  whereby  his  suit  was  granted 

Ere  it  was  ask*d ;  but  when  the  way  was  mnde, 

And  paved  with  gold,  the  emperor  thus  desired. 

That  he  would  please  to  alter  the  king's  course. 

And  break  the  foresaid  peace.     Let  the  king  know,       190 

As  soon  he  shall  by  me,  that  thus  the  cardinal 

Does  buy  and  sell  his  honour  as  he  pleases. 

And  for  his  own  advantage. 

Nor,  I  am  sorry 

To  hear  this  of  him;  and  could  wish  lie  were 
Something  mistaken  in't. 

Bw^,  l^o,  not  a  syllable : 

I  do  pronounce  him  in  that  very  shape 
He  shall  appear  in  proof. 

Enter  BRAimoN,  a  Sergeant-at-arms  htfare-  him,  and  two  ct 

three  of  the  Quard. 

Bran,  Tour  office,  sergeant;  execute  it. 

Serg.  Sir, 

My  lord  the  Duke  of  Buckingham,  and  Earl 
Of  Hereford,  Stafford,  and  Northampton,  I  200 

Arrest  thee  of  high  treason,  in  the  name 
Of  our  most  sovereign  king. 

Buck.  Lo,  you,  my  lord, 

The  net  has  fall'n  upon  me  I  I  shall  perish 
Under  device  and  practice. 

Bran.  I  am  sorry 

To  see  you  ta'en  from  liberty,  to  look  on 
The  business  present:  'tis  his  highnoss*  pleasure 
You  shall  to  the  Tower. 

Buck.  It  will  help  mc  nothing 
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To  plead  mine  innocence;  for  that  dye  is  on  me 

Which  makes  my  whitest  part  black.    The  will  of  heaven 

Be  done  in  this  and  all  things!    I  obey.  210 

0  my  Lord  Abergavenny,  fare  you  well  I 

Bran,  Nay,  he  must  bear  you  company.     The  king 

Is  pleased  you  shall  to  the  Tofwer,  till  you  know 

How  he  determines  further.  I 

Aher,  As  the  duke  said,  | 

The  will  of  heaven  be  done«  and  the  king'e  pleaMve 
By  me  obey *d  I 

Bran.  Here  is  a  warrant  tKHBk 

The  king  to  attach  Lord  Montacute;  and  tiie  bodies 
Of  the  duke's  confessor,  John  de  la  Car» 
One  Gilbert  Peck,  his  chancellor, — 

Back,  So,  so; 

These  are  the  limbs  o'  tlie  plot:  no  more,  I  hope.  220 

Bran.  A  monk  o'  the  Chartreux. 

Buck.  O,  Nicholas  Hopkins? 

Bran.  He. 

Buck.  My  surveyor  is  false;  the  o'er-great  cardinal 
Hath  show  d  him  gold ;  mV  life  is  spann'd  already : 

1  am  the  shadow  of  poor  Buckingham, 
Whose  figure  even  this  instant  cloud  puts  on. 

By  darkening  my  clear  sun.     3fy  lord,  farewell.    [Exeunt. 

ScENB  II.     Tfie  same.     T/te  council-cJuuiiber, 

Cornets.  Enter  the  King,  leaning  on  the  Cardinal's  shmd- 
der,  th4  Nobles,  and  Sir  Thomas  Lovell;  the  Cardi- 
nal places  himself  vnder  the  KTSQ'sfeel  on  his  right  side. 

King.  My  life  itself,  and  the  best  heart  of  it, 
Thanks  vou  for  this  great  care:  I  stood  i'  the  level 
Of  a  fulf-chareed  confederacy,  and  give  thanks 
To  you  that  choked  it.    Let  be  call'd  before  us 
That  gentleman  of  Buckingham's;  in  person 
I'll  hear  him  his  confessions  justify; 
And  point  by  point  the  treasons  of  his  master 
He  shall  again  relate. 

A  noise  mthin^  crying  "Room  for  the  Queen  I"  Enter 
QuEBN  Katharine,  ushered  by  tlie  Dukk  of  Norfolk, 
and  the  Duke  of  Suffolk:  she  kneels,  T/te  Kino  riseth 
from  his  state,  takes  Iier  up,  kisses  and  places  lier  hy  him. 

'.  Kath.  Nay,  we  must  longer  kneel:  I  am  a  suitor. 
^ing.  Arise,  and  take  place  by  us:  half  your  suit        10 
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Never  name  to  us;  you  have  half  our  power: 
The  other  moiety,  ere  you  ask,  is  g-iven ; 
Repeat  your  Vfili  and  take  it. 

C-  ICath,  Thank  your  majesty. 

Tliat  you  would  love  yourself,  and  m  that"  love 
Not  unconsider'd  leave  your  honour,  nor 
The  dignity  of  your  office,  is  the  xx>int 
Of  my  xxstition. 

Klnff.  Lady  mine,  proceed. 

Q.  Kath,  I  am  solicited,  not  by  a  few, 
And  those  of  true  condition,  that  your  subjects 
Are  in  great  grievance:  there  have  been  commissions     20 
Sent  down  among  'cm,  which  hath  f1aw*d  the  heart 
Of  all  their  loj'alties:  wherein,  although, 
My  good  lord  caixlinal,  they  vent  reproaches 
Most  bitterly  on  you,  as  putter  on 
Of  these  exactions,  yet  the  king  our  master — 
Whose  honour  heaven  shield  from  soil ! — even  he  escapes 

not 
Language  unmannerly,  yea,  such  which  breaks 
The  sides  of  loyalty,  and  almost  appears  i 

In  loud  rebellion.  I 

Nor.  Not  almost  appears,  I 

It  doth  appear;  for,  upon  these  taxations,  80  ] 

The  clothiers  all,  not  able  to  maintain 
The  many  to  them  longing,  have  put  off 

The  spinsters,  carders,  fullers*  weavers;  who,  I 

Unfit  for  other  life,  compelled  by  hunger 
And  lack  of  other  means,  in  despcmtc  manner 
Daring  the  event  to  the  teeth,  arc  all  in  uproar, 
And  danger  serves  among  them. 

King.  Taxation  I 

Wherein?  and  what  taxation?    My  lord  cardinal, 
You  that  arc  blamed  for  it  alike  with  us, 
Know  you  of  this  taxation? 

Wol.  Please  you,  sir,  40 

I  know  but  of  a  single  part,  in  aught  { 

Pertains  to  the  state ;  and  front  but  in  that  file 
Where  others  tell  steps  with  me. 

Q.  Kaih.  No,  my  lord, 

You  know  no  more  than  others;  but  you  frame 
Things  that  arc  known  alike;  which  arc  not  wholesome 
To  those  which  would  not  know  them,  and  yet  must 
Perforce  be  their  acquaintance.    These  exactions. 
Whereof  my  sovereign  would  have  note,  they  arc 
Most  pestilent  to  the  hearing;  and,  to  bear  'cm. 
The  back  is  sacrifice  to  the  Toad.    They  say  50 
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Tlicy  arc  dcviswl  by  you;, or  else  you  suffer 
Too  hard  an  cxchvmation. 

King,  Still  exaction  I 

The  nature  of  it?  in  what  kind,  let's  know. 
Is  thi^  exaction? 

Q.  Kath  I  am  nuich  too  venturous 

In  tempting  of  your  patieitcc;  but  am  boIdcnM 
Under  your  promisetl  pardon.     The  subjects'  grief 
Comes  Uirough  commissions,  whicli  compel  from  oach 
Tho.sixtli  part  of  his  substance,  to  bo  levied 
Without  delay;  and  the  pretence  for  this 
Is  named,  your  wars  in  France:  this  makes  bold  mouths: 
Tongues  spit  their  duties  out,  and  cold  hearts  freeze       Gl 
Allegiance  in  them;  their  curses  now 
Live  where  their  prayers  did:  and  it's  come  to  pass. 
This  tractable  obedience  is  a  slave 
To  each  incensed  will.     I  would  your  highness 
Would  give  it  quick  consideration,  for 
There  is  no  primer  business. 

Kinff.  By  my  life. 

This  is  against  our  pleasure. 

Wol.  And  for  me, 

I  have  no  further  gone  in  this  than  by 
A  single  voice;  and  that  not  pass'd  me  but  70 

By  learned  approbation  of  the  judges.    If  I  am 
Traduccfd  by  ignorant  tongues,  winch  neither  know 
My  faculties  nor  person,  yet  will  bo 
The  chronicles  of  my  doing,  let  me  say 
'Tis  but  the  fate  of  place,  and  the  rough  brake 
That  virtue  must  go  through.     We  must  not  stint 
Our  necessary  actions,  in  the  fear  ^ 

To  cope  malicious  ccnsurers;  which  ever. 
As  ravenous  fisJies.  do  a  vessel  follow 
That  is  new-trimm'd,  but  benefit  no  farther  80 

Than  vainly  longing.     What  we  oft  do  best. 
By  sick  interpreters,  onco  weak  ones,  is 
Not  ours,  or  not  allow'd;  what  worst,  as  oft. 
Hitting  a  grosser  quality,  is  cried  up 
For  our  best  act.     If  we  shall  stand  still. 
In  fear  our  motion  will  be  mock'd  or  carp'd  at. 
We  should  take  root  here  where  we  sit,  or  sit 
Stiite-statues  only. 

King,  Things  done  well. 

And  with  a  care,  exempt  themselves  from  fear; 
Things  done  without  example,  in  their  issue  90 

Are  to  be  fear'd.    Have  you  a  precedent 
Of  this  commission?    I  believe,  not  any. 
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Wc  must  not  rend  our  subjects  {rom  our  laws. 

And  stick  Ihcm  in  our  will.  I 

Sixth  puit  of  each? 

A  trembling  contribution!    Why,  vfc  take 

From  every  tree  lop,  bark,  and  part  o'  the  timber; 

And,  though  we  leave  it  with  a  root,  thus  hack'd,  i 

The  air  will  drink  the  sap.     To  every  county  J 

Where  this  is  question'd  send  our  letters,  wiik  } 

Free  pardon  to  each  man  that  has  denied  100 

The  force  of  this  commission :  pray,  look  to*t ; 

I  put  it  to  your  care. 

WoL  A  word  with  you.      [To  Oie  Secretary, 

Let  there  be  letters  writ  to  every  shire, 
Of  the  king*s  grace  and  pardon.     The  grieved  commons 
Hardly  conceive  of  me;  let  it  be  noised 
That  through  our  intercession  this  revokement 
And  pardon  comes:  I  shall  anon  advise  you 
Further  in  the  proceeding.  [Exit  Secretary, 

Enter  Surveyor. 

Q.  Kath.  I  am  sorry  that  the  Duke  of  Buckingham 
Is  run  in  your  displeasure. 

King,  It  grieves  many:  110 

The  gentleman  is  leam'd,  and  a  most  j-nre  speaker; 
To  nature  none  more  bound;  his  training  such. 
That  he  may  furnish  and  instruct  gi^eat  teachers. 
And  never  seek  for  aid  out  of  liimself.    Yet  sec, 
When  these  so  noble  benefits  shall  prove 
Not  well  disposed,  the  mind  growing  once  corrupt. 
They  turn  to  vicious  forms,  ten  times  more  ugly 
Than  ever  they  were  fair.     This  man  so  complete, 
Who  was  enroird  Ynongst  wonders,  and  when  wo. 
Almost  with  ravish'd  listening,  could  not  find  120 

His  hour  of  speech  a  minute;  he,  my  lady, 
Hath  into  monstrous  habits  put  the  graces 
That  once  were  his,  and  is  become  as  black 
As  if  besmear'd  in  hell.     Sit  by  us;  you  shall  bear — 
This  was  his  p;entleman  in  trust^of  him 
Things  to  strike  honour  sad.     Bid  him  recount 
The  fore-recited  practices;  whereof 
We  cannot  feel  too  little,  hear  too  much. 

Wot,  Stand  forth,  and  with  bold  spirit  rehite  what  you. 
Most  like  a  careful  subject,  have  collected  180 

Out  of  the  Duke  of  Buckingham. 

King.  Speak  freely. 

8uro,  First,  it  was  usual  with  him,  every  day 
It  would  infect  his  speech,  that  if  the  king 
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Should  without  issue  die,  hell  carry  it  so 

To  make  the  sceptre  Ills :  these  very  words 

I've  heard  him  utter  to  liis  son-in-law, 

Lord  Abergavenny ;  to  whom  by  oath  he  menaced 

Revenge  upon  the  cardinal. 

WoL  Please  your  highness,  note 

This  dangerous  conception  in  this  point. 
Not  friended  by  his  wish,  to  your  high  person  140 

His  will  is  most  malignant;  and  it  stretches 
Beyond  you,  to  your  friends. 

&  Kaih.  My  leam'd  lord  cardinal. 

Deliver  all  with  charity. 

KiTig.  Speak  on: 

How  grounded  ho  his  title  to  the  crown. 
Upon  our  fail?  to  this  point  hast  thou  heard  him 
At  any*time  speak  aught? 

8urv.  He  was  broujjht  to  this    , 

By  a  vain  prophecy  of  Nicholas  Hopkms. 

King.  What  was  that  Hopkins? 

Suro.  Sir,  a  Chartreux  friar, 

His  confessor;  who  fed  him  every  minute 
With  words  of  sovereignty. 

King.  How  know'st  thou  this?      150 

8urv.  Not  long  before  your  highness  sped  to  France, 
The  duke  being  at  the  Rose,  within  the  parish 
Saint  Lawrence  Poultncy,  did  of  me  demand 
What  was  the  speech  among  the  Londoners 
Concerning  the  French  journey:  I  replied,  . 
Men  fear'd  the  French  would  prove  perfidious, 
To  the  king's  danger.     Presently  the  duke 
Said,  'twas  the  fear,  indeed ;  and  tliat  ho  doubted 
'Twould  prove  the  verity  of  certain  words 
Spoke  by  a  holy  monk;  *'  that  oft,"  says  he,  160 

"  Hath  sent  to  me,  wishing  me  to  permit 
John  dc  la  Car,  my  chaplain,  a  choice  hour 
To  hear  from  him  a  matter  of  some  moment: 
Whom  after  under  the  confession's  seal 
He  solemnly  had  sworn,  that  what  ^e  spoke 
My  chaplain  to  no  creature  living,  but 
To  me,  should  utter,  with  demure  confidence 
This  pausinglv  ensued:  Neither  the  kin^  nor's  heirs, 
Tell  you  the  duke,  shall  prosper:  bid  him  strive 
To  gain  the  love  o'  the  commonalty:  the  duke  170 

Shall  govern  England." 

Q.  Kath.  If  I  know  you  well. 

You  were  the  duke's  surveyor,  and  lost  your  office 
On  the  complaint  o'  the  tenants:  take  good  heed 
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You  charge  not  in  your  spleen  a  noble  person 
And  spoil  ^our  nobler  soul:  I  say,  take  heed; 
Yes,  heartily  beseech  you. 

King.  Let  him  on. 

Go  forward. 

Surv.        On  my  soul,  I'll  speak  but  truth. 
I  told  my  lord  the  duke,  b^  the  devil's  illusions 
*The  monk  might  be  deceived ;  and  that  'twas  dangerous 

for  him 
To  ruminate  on  this  so  far,  until  180 

It  forged  him  some  design,  which,  being  believed, 
It  was  much  like  to  do:  he  answer'd,  "Tush, 
It  can  do  me  no  damage;"  adding  further, 
That,  had  the  kins  in  his  last  sickness  fail'd. 
The  cardinal's  and  Sir  Thomas  Lovell's  heads 
Should  have  gone  off. 

King.  Ha!  what,  so  Yank?    Ah  ha! 

There's  mischief  in  this  man:  canst  thou  say  further? 

Suro.  I  can,  my  liege. 

King.  Proceed. 

Surv.  Being  at  Greenwich, 

After  your  highness  had  reproved  the  duke 
About  Sir  William  Blomer, — 

King.  I  remember  100 

Of  such  a  time:  being  m^  sworn  servant. 
The  duke  retain'd  him  his.     But  on;  what  hence? 

Surv.  "If,"  quoth  he.  "I  for  this  had  been  committed. 
As,  to  the  Tower,  I  thought,  I  would  have  play'd 
The  part  my  father  meant  to  act  upon 
The  usurper  Richard;  who,  being  at  Salisbury, 
Made  suit  to  come  in's  presence;  which  if  granted. 
As  he  made  semblance  of  his  duty,  would 
Have  put  his  knife  into  him."  ! 

King.  A  giant  traitor! 

Wol.  Now,  madam,  may  his  highucss  live  in  freedom. 
And  this  man  out  of  prison?  £01 

Q.  Kath.  God  mend  all ! 

king.  There's  something  more  would  out  of  tha«<  what  I 

say 'fit?  J 

Surv.  After  "  the  duke  his  father."  with  "  the  knife," 
lie  stretch'd  him,  and,  with  one  hand  on  his  dagger, 
Another  spread  on  's  breast,  mounting  his  eyes, 
lie  did  discharge  a  horrible  oath;  whose  teuour 
Was. — were  lie  evil  used,  he  would  outgo 
His  father  by  as  much  as  a  performance 
Does  an  iiTcsolute  purpose. 

King.  There's  his  period. 
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To  sheathe  his  knife  in  us.    lie  is  attached;  210 

Call  him  to  present  trial:  if  he  may 

Find  mercy  in  tlie  law,  'tis  his;  if  none. 

Let  him  not  seek't  of  us:  by  day  and  night, 

He's  traitor  to  the  height.  [Exeunt, 

ScuNB  UI.     An  antsehamber  ill  ilie  palace. 
Enter  the  IjObd  Chambsblain  and  LonD  Sakds. 

Cham.  Is't  possible  fhc  spells  of  France  should  juggle 
Men  into  such  strange  mysteries? 

Sands.  New  customs, 

Thouffh  they  bo  never  so  ridiculous, 
Nixy,  let  'era  be  unmanly,  yet  are  foUow'd. 

C%im.  As  far  as  I  see,  all  the  good  our  English 
Have  got  by  the  late  voyage  is  but  merely 
A  fit  or  two  o'  the  face;  but  they  are  shrewd  ones; 
For  when  they  hold  'em,  you  would  swear  directly 
Their  very  noses  had  been  counsellors 
To  Pepin  or  Clotharius,  they  keep  state  so.  10 

Sands.  They  have  all  new  legs,  and  lame  ones :  one  would 
take  it, 
That  never  saw  'em  pace  iHjfore,  the  spavin 
Or  springhalt  reign'a  among  'em. 

Cliam.  Death!  my  lord. 

Their  clothes  are  after  such  a  pagan  cut  loo, 
That,  sure,  they've  worn  out  Christendom. 

Enter  Sm  Thomas  Loyell. 

How  now! 
What  news.  Sir  Thomas  Lovell? 

Lov.  Faith,  my  lord, 

I  hear  of  none,  but  the  new  proclamation 
That's  clapp*d  upon  the  court-gate. 

Cham.  What  is't  for? 

L()d.  The  reformation  of  our  travell'd  gallants. 
That  fill  the  court  with  quarrels,  talk,  and  tailors.  20 

Uuim.  I'm  glad  'tis  there:  now  I  would  pray  our  mou- 
sieurs 
To  think  an  English  courtier  may  be  wise, 
And  never  sec  the  Louvre. 

Lov.  They  must  cither. 

For  so  run  the  conditions,  leave  those  remnants 
Of  fool  and  feather  that  they  got  in  France, 
With  all  their  honourable  points  of  ignorance 
Pertaining  thei*eunto,  as  fights  and  fireworks, 

Shak.  n.— 22. 


674  KING  HEKRY  VIH.  [act  l 

Abusing  better  men  than  they  can  be. 

Out  of  a  foreign  wisdom,  renouncing  clean 

-The  faith  thev  have  in  tennis,  and  tail  stockings,  90 

Short  blister'd  breeches,  and  those  types  of  travel. 

And  understand  agtiin  like  honest  men ; 

Or  pack  to  their  old  playfellows:  there,  I  take  it. 

They  may,  **  cum  privilegio,"  wear  away 

The  lag  end  of  their  lewdness  and  be  laugh'd  at. 

Sands.  'Tis  time  to  give  'em  physic,  their  diseases 
Are  grown  so  catchmg. 

CJiam,  What  a  loss  our  ladies 

Will  have  of  these  trim  vanities! 

Lov.  Ay,  marry, 

There  will  bo  woe  indeed,  lords:  the  sly  whoresons 
Have  got  a  speeding  trick  to  lay  down  ladies;  40 

A  French  song  and  a  fiddle  has  no  fellow. 

JS(ind8.  The  devil  fiddle  'em!  I  am  glad  they  arc  going. 
For,  sure,  there's  no  converting  of  'em:  now 
An  honest  country  lord,  as  I  am,  beaten 
A  long  lime  out  of  play,  may  bring  his  plain-song 
And  have  an  hour  of  hearing;  and,  by'r  lady. 
Hold  current  music  too. 

Cham.  Well  said.  Lord  Sands; 

Your  colt's  tooth  is  not  cast  yet. 

Sand8.  Ko,  my  lord; 

Nor  shall  not,  while  I  have  a  stump. 

Chajii.  Sir  Thomas, 

Whither  were  you  a-going? 

Lap.  To  the  cardinal's:  50 

Your  lordship  is  a  guest  too. 

Cham.  O,  'tis  true : 

This  night  he  makes  a  supper,  and  a  great  one. 
To  many  lords  and  ladies;  there  will  be 
The  beauty  of  this  kingdom,  I'll  assure  you. 

Lop.  That  churchman  bears  a  bounteous  min^  indeed, 
A  hand  as  fruitful  as  the  land  that  feeds  us; 
His  dews  fall  every  where. 

Cham.  No  doubt  he's  noble; 

He  had  a  black  mouth  that  said  other  of  him. 

Sands.  He  may,  my  lord;  has  wherewithal:  in  him 
Sparing  would  sliow  a  worse  sin  than  ill  doctrinw:  60 

Aicn  of  his  wav  should  be  most  liberal; 
They  are  set  here  for  examples. 

tfiam.  True,  they  are  so; 

But  few  now  give  so  great  ones.    My  barge  stays; 
Your  lordship  shall  along.     Come,  good  Sir  Thomas, 
We  shall  be  late  else;  which  I  would  not  be, 
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For  I  was  spoke  to.  with  Sir  Henry  Guildford 
This  night  to  be  comptrollers. 
Sands,  I  am  your  lordship's.     [Exeuivt. 


ScEKB  IV.    A  HaU  in  York  Place. 

Hautboys.  A  mbaXt  table  under  a  state  far  the  Cardinal,  a 
longer  taUefor  the  guests.  Then  enter  Anne  Bullen  and 
diders  other  Ladies  and  Gentlemen  a«  guests,  at  one  door; 
at  another  door,  enter  Sib  Henby  Guildfobd. 

OuUd.  Ladies,  a  general  welcome  from  his  grace 
Salutes  ye  all;  this  night  he  dedicates 
To  fair  content  and  you:  none  here,  be  hopes. 
In  all  this  noble  bevy,  has  brought  with  her 
One  care  abroad;  he  would  have  all  as  merry 
As,  first,  good  company,  good  wine,  good  welcome, 
Can  make  good  people.     O,  my  lord,  you're  tardy: 

-Enter  Lord  Chavbbrlatn,  Lord  Sands,  and  Sm 

THOlf AS  LOVELL. 

The  very  thought  of  this  fair  company 
Clapp'd  wings  to  me. 

Gfiam.  You  are  young.  Sir  Harry  Guildford. 

Sands.  Sir  Thomas  Lovell,  had  the  cardinal  10 

But  half  mv  lay  thoughts  in  him.  some  of  these 
Should  find  a  running  banquet  ere  they  rested, 
I  think  would  better  please  'em :  by  my  life, 
They  are  a  sweet  society  of  fair  ones. 

lie.  O,  that  your  lordship  were  but  now  confessor 
To  one  or  two  of  these  1 

Sands.  I  would  I  were; 

They  should  find  easy  penance. 

Ixfv.  Faith,  how  easy? 

Sands.  As  easy  as  a  down-bed  would  afford  it. 

Cham.  Sweet  ladies,  will  it  please  you  sit?    8ur  Harry, 
Place  you  that  side;  I'll  take  the  charge  of  this:  "  20 

His  grace  is  entering.     Naj^  you  must  not  freeze; 
IVo  women,  placed  together  makes  cold  weather: 
My  Lord  Sands,  you  arc  one  will  keep  'em  waking; 
Prny,  sit  between  these  ladies. 

J&nds.  By  my  faith, 

And  thank  your  lordship.    By  your  leave,  sweet  ladies: 
If  I  chance  to  talk  a  little  wild,  forgive  me; 
I  had  it  from  my  father. 

Anne.  Was  he  mad,  sir? 

Sands.  O,  very  mad,  exceeding  mad,  in  love  too: 
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But  he  ^i-ould  bite  none;  Just  as  I  do  now, 
He  would  kiss  you  twenty  with  a  breath. 


Cham. 


[EU9e$  her. 


Well  said,  my  lord.     80 


So,  now  you're  fairly  seated.     (Gentlemen, 
The  penance  lies  on  you,  if  these  fair  ladies 
Pass  away  frowning. 
Sands,  For  my  little  cure, 

t  Let  me  alone. 

Hautboys.    Enter  Cardinal  Wolset,  and  takes  his  state, 

Wol.  You're  welcome,  my  fair  guests:  that  noble  lady, 
Or  gentleman,  that  is  not  freely  merry, 
Is  not  my  friend:  this,  to  confirm  my  welcome; 
And  to  you  all,  good  health.  [Drinks. 

Sands.  Your  CTace  is  noble : 

Let  me  have  such  a  bowl  may  hold  my  thanks, 
And  save  me  so  much  talking. 

Wol.  My  Lord  Sands,  40 

I  am  beholding  to  you :  cheer  your  neighbours. 
Ladies,  you  are  not  merry :  gentlemen. 
Whose  fault  is  this? 

Sands.  The  red  wine  first  must  rise 

In  their  fair  cheeks,  my  lord;  then  we  shall  have  *em 
Talk  us  to  silence. 

Anne.  You  are  a  merry  gamester. 

My  Lord  Sands. 

Sands.  Yes,  if  I  make  my  play. 

Here's  to  your  ladyship :  and  pleage  it,  madam. 
For  'tis  to  such  a  thing, — 

Anne.  You* cannot  show  me. 

Sands.  1  told  your  grace  they  would  talk  anon. 

[Drum  and  trumpet,  eJuiiiibers  dueharged. 

Wol.  What's  that? 

'    Cham,  Look  out  there,  some  of  ye.  [Exit  Servant, 

Wol.  What  warliKe  voice,    50 

And  to  what  end,  is  this?    Nay,  hidies,  fear  not; 
By  all  the  laws  of  war  you're  privileged. 

Be-enter  Servant. 

Cliam.  How  now!  what  is't? 

Sere.  A  noble  troop  of  strangers; 

For  so  they  seem:  they  *ve  left  their  barge  and  landed; 
And  hither  make,  as  great  ambassadors 
From  foreign  princes. 

Wol.  Good  lord  chamberlain. 

Go,  give  'em  welcome;  you  can  spealc  the  French  tongue; 
And,  pray,  receive  'em  nobly,  and  conduct  'em 
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Into  our  presence,  where  this  heaven  of  beauty 
Bhall  shine  at  full  upon  them.    Borne  attend  bim.  60 

[Exit  Ohamberlatn,  attended,    AH  riite,  and  tables  removed. 
You  have  now  a  broken  banquet;  but  we'll  mend  it. 
V  good  digestion  to  you  all ;  and  once  more 
.  sliower  a  welcome  on  ye;  welcome  all. 

Hautboys,    Enter  the  Kino  and  othei%  a>s  maMjuen,  habited 

'  like  mepfterds,  ushered  by  tlie  Lord  CnAMBERLAiN.     Tl^ey 

pass  directly  before  the  Cardinal,  and  graerfuUy  salute  him, 

A  noble  company!  what  arc  their  pleasures? 

Citam.  Because  they  speak  no  English,  thus  they  pray'd 
To  tell  your  grace,  that,  having  heard  by  fame 
Of  this  so  noble  and  so  fair  assembly 
This  night  to  meet  here,  they  could  do  no  less, 
Out  of  the  great  respect  Ihey  bear  to  beauty, 
But  leave  their  flocks;  and,  under  your  fair  conduct,      70^ 
Crave  leave  to  view  these  ladies  and  entreat 
An  hour  of  revels  with  'em. 

Wd.  Bay,  lord  chamberlain, 

They  have  done  my  poor  house  grace;  for  which  I  pay'  em 
A  thousand  thanks,  and  pray  'em  take  their  pleasures. 

\They  choose  Ladies  for  the  dance,     T)ui  King  diooses 
Anne  BuUen. 

King,  The  fairest  hand  I  ever  touched!    O  beauty, 
Till  now  I  never  knew  theel  [Mutdc,    Dance, 

Wol  My  lord! 

Ciiam,  Your  grace? 

Wdl.  Pray,  tell  'em  thus  much  from  me : 

There  should  be  one  amongst  'em.  by  his  person. 
More  worthy  this  place  than  myself;  to  whom. 
If  I  but  knew  him,  with  my  love  and  duty  80 

I  would  surrender  it. 

C/iam^  I  will,  my  lord 

[  Whimpers  tJie  Af€uquers, 

Wot,  What  say  they? 

Cham.  Buch  a  one,  they  all  confess. 

There  is  indeed ;  which  the^  would  have  your  grace 
Find  out,  and  he  will  take  it. 

Wol,  Let  me  see,  then. 

Bv  all  your  good  leaves,  gentlemen ;  here  I'll  make 
My  royal  choice. 

King.  Ye  have  found  him»  cardinal : 

[  Unmasking. 
You  hold  a  fair  assembly;  you  do  we11«  lord: 
You  are  a  churchman,  or,  I'll  tell  you,  cardinal, 
I  should  judge  now  unhappily. 
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Wol.  I  am  glad 

Your  grace  is  grown  so  pleasant. 

King.  3Iy  lord  cbambcrlain,    90 

Prithee,  come  hither:  what  fair  lady's  that? 

Cham.  An't  please  your  grace,   Sir  Thomas  BuUen's 
daughter, — 
The  Viscount  Rochford, — one  of  her  highness'  women. 

King.  By  heaven,  she  is  a  dainty  one.     Sweetheart, 
I  were  unmannerly,  to  take  you  out, 
And  not  to  kiss  you.     A  health,  gentlemen! 
Let  it  go  round. 

Wd.  Sir  Thomas  Lovcll,  is  the  banquet  ready 
I'  the  privy  chamber? 

Lot.  Yes,  my  lord. 

Wol.  Your  grace, 

I  fear,  with  dancing  is  a  little  heated.  100 

King,  I  fear,  too  much. 

Wol,  There's  fresher  air,  my  lord. 

In  the  next  chamber. 

King.  Lead  in  your  ladies,  every  one :  sweet  partner, 
I  must  not  yet  forsake  you :  let's  be  merry : 
Good  my  lord  cardinal,  I  have  half  a  dozen  healths 
To  drink  to  these  fair  ladies,  and  a  measure 
To  lead  'em  once  again:  and  then  let's  dream 
Who's  best  in  favour!    Let  the  music  knock  it. 

[MceufU  toith  trumpets, 

ACT  n. 

Scene  I.   WestminsUr,    A  street. 

Enter  tw>  Gentlemen,  meeting. 

First  Gent.  Whither  away  so  fast? 

See.  Oent.  O,  God  save  ye? 

Even  to  the  hall,  to  hear  what  shall  become 
Of  the  great  Duke  of  Buckingham. 

Mrst  Gent.  Ill  save  you 

That  labour,  sir.    All's  now  done,  but  the  ceremony 
Of  bringing  back  the  prisoner. 

See.  Gent.  Were  you  there? 

First  Gent  Yes,  indeed,  was  I. 

See.  Gent.  Pray,  speak  what  has  happen'd. 

First  Gent.  You  may  guess  quickly  what. 

See.  Gent  Is  he  found  guilty? 

First  Gent  Yes,  truly  is  he,  and  eondemn'd  uponx 

See.  Gent  1  am  sorry  for't 

First  Gent  So  are  a  number  more. 
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Sec.  Oent  But,  pray,  how  pass'd  it?  10 

Fit^  Oent,  I'll  tell  you  in  a  little.    The  great  duke 
Came  to  the  bar;  where  to  his  accusations 
He  pleaded  still  not  guilty  and  alleged 
Many  sharp  reasons  to  defeat  the  law. 
The  king's  attorney  on  the  contraiy 
Urged  on  the  examinations,  proofs,  confessions 
Of  divers  witnesses;  which  the  duke  desired 
To  have  brought  vivji  voce  to  his  face: 
At  which  appeared  against  him  his  surveyor; 
Sir  Gilbert  reck  his  chancellor;  and  John  Car,  20 

Confessor  to  him ;  with  that  devil-moDk» 
Hopkins,  that  made  this  mischief. 

Sec,  Oent  That  was  he 

That  fed  him  with  his  prophecies? 

Mrst  Oent.  The  same. 

All  these  accused  him  strongly;  which  Le  fain 
Would  have  tiung  from  him,  but,  indeed,  he  could  not: 
And  so  his  peers,  upon  this  evidence, 
Have  found  him  guiltv  of  high  treason.    Much 
He  spoke,  and  learnedly,  for  life;  but  all 
Was  either  pitied  in  him  or  forgotten. 

Sec.  Oent.  After  all  this,  how  did  he  bear  himself?       SO 

ISrst  Oent.  When  he  was  brought  again  to  the  bar,  to 
hear 
His  knell  rung  out,  his  judgement,  he  was  stirr'd 
With  such  an  agony,  he  sweat  extremely, 
And  something  spoke  in  choler,  ill,  and  hasty: 
But  he  fell  to  himself  again,  and  sweetly 
In  all  the  rest  show'd  a  most  noble  patience. 

See.  Oent.  I  do  not  think  he  fears  death. 

Ftrgt  Oent.  Sure,  he  does  not: 

He  never  was  so  womanish;  the  cause 
He  may  a  little  grieve  at. 

Sec.  Gent.  Certainly 

The  cardinal  is  the  end  of  this. 

Fint  Oent.  'Tis  likely,  40 

By  all  conjectures:  first,  Kildaro*8  attainder, 
Then  deputy  of  Ireland:  who  removed. 
Earl  Surrey  was  sent  thither,  and  in  haste  too, 
Lost  he  should  help  his  father. 

See.  Oent.  That  trick  of  state 

Was  a  deep  envious  one. 

First  Oent.  At  his  return 

No  doubt  he  will  requite  it.    This  is  noted. 
And  generally,  whoever  the  king  favours. 
The  cardinal  instantly  will  find  employment, 
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And  far  enough  from  court  too. 

Sec.  Gent,  All  tlie  commons 

Hate  liim  perniciously,  and,  o'  my  conscience,  50 

Wish  him  ten  fathom  deep:  this  duke  as  much 
They  love  and  dote  on ;  call  him  bounteous  Buckingham, 
The  mirror  of  all  courtesy; — 

First  Oent.  Stay  there,  sir, 

And  see  the  noble  ruin'd  man  you  speak  of. 

Bnier  BncKmoHAM  from  7iis  arraignment;  tipstaves  before 
him;  the  cuce  with  the  edge  towards  him;  Tialbcrds  on  earh 
side:  accompanied  with  Sir  Thomas  Lovell,  Sir  Nicii- 
ox^s  Vaux,  Sir  William  Sands,  and  common  people. 

See.  Gent.  Let's  stand  close,  and  behold  him. 

BucJc.  All  good  people, 

You  that  thus  far  have  come  to  pity  me, 
Hear  what  I  say,  and  then  go  home  and  lose  me. 
I  have  this  day  received  a  traitor's  judgement, 
And  by  that  name  must  die:  yet,  heaven  bear  witness. 
And  if  I  have  a  conscience,  let  it  sink  me,  60 

Even  as  the  axe  falls,  if  I  be  not  faithful  I 
The  law  I  bear  no  maUce  for  my  death ; 
'T  has  done,  upon  the  premises,'  but  justice: 
But  those  that  sought  it  I  could  wisli  more  Christians: 
Be  what  they  will,  I  heartily  forgive  *em ; 
Yet  let  'em  look  they  glory  not  in  mischief, 
Kor  build  their  evils  on  the  graves  of  great  men; 
For  then  my  guiltless  blood  must  cry  against  'cm. 
For  further  life  in  this  world  I  ne'er  hope, 
Nor  will  I  sue,  although  the  king  have  mercies  70 

More  than  I  dare  make  faults.     You  few  that  loved  me. 
And  dare  be  bold  to  weep  for  Buckingham, 
Plis  noble  friends  and  fellows,  whom  to  leave 
Is  onl^  bitter  to  him,  only  dying, 
Go  with  me,  like  good  angels,  to  my  end; 
And,  as  the  long  divorce  of  steel  falls  on  me, 
Make  of  your  prayers  one  sweet  sacrifice. 
And  lift  my  soul  to  heaven.    Lead  on,  o'  God's  name. 

Lov.  I  do  beseech  your  grace,  for  charity. 
If  ever  any  malice  in  your  heart  80 

Were  hid  against  me,  now  to  forgive  me  frankly. 

Buck.  Sir  Thomas  Lovell,  I  as  free  forgive  you 
As  I  would  be  forgiven:  I  forgive  all; 
There  cannot  be  those  numberless  offences 
'Gainst  mc,  that  I  cannot  take  peace  with:  no  black  envy 
Shall  mark  my  grave.     Commend  mc  to  his  grace; 
And,  if  he  speak  of  Buckingham,  pray,  tell  him 
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You  met  him  half  in  heaven:  my  vows  and  prayers 

Yet  ai-e  the  king's;  and,  till  my  soul  forsake, 

Bh^ll  cry  for  blessings  on  him:  may  he  live  90 

Longer  than  I  have  time  to  tell  his  years  I 

Ever  beloved  and  loving  may  his  rule  be! 

And  when  old  time  shall  lead  liim  to  his  end, 

Goodness  and  he  fill  up  one  monument! 

Lov,  To  the  water  side  I  must  conduct  your  grace; 
Then  give  my  charge  up  to  Sir  Nicholas  Vaux, 
Who  undertakes  you  to  your  end. 

Vaux,  Prepare  there, 

The  duke  is  coming:  sec  the  barge  be  ready; 
And  fit  it  with  such  furniture  as  suits 
The  greatness  of  his  person. 

Buck,  Nay,  Sir  Nicholas,  100 

Let  it  alone:  my  state  now  will  but  mock  me. 
When  I  came  hitlier,  I  was  lord  high  constable 
And  Duke  of  Buckingham^  now,  poor  Edward  Bohun : 
Yet  I  am  richer  than  my  base  accusers. 
That  never  knew  what  truth  meant:  I  now  seal  it; 
And  with  that  blood  will  make  'em  one  day  groan  for't. 
Mv  noble  father,  Henry  of  Bucking:ham, 
Wno  first  raised  head  against  usuruinff  Richard, 
Flying  for  succour  to  his  servant  Banister, 
Being  distress'd,  was  by  that  wretch  betray'd,  110 

And  without  trial  fell;  God's  peace  be  with  him! 
Henry  the  Seventh  succeeding,  truly  pitying 
My  father's  loss,  like  a  most  royal  prince. 
Restored  me  to  my  honours,  and,  out  of  niins, 
Made  my  name  once  more  uoble.    Now  his  son, 
Henry  toe  Eighth,  life,  honour,  name  and  all 
That  made  me  happy  at  one  stroke  has  taken 
For  ever  from  the  world.     I  had  my  trial. 
And,  must  needs  say,  a  noble  one;  which  makes  me 
A  little  happier  than  my  wretched  father:  120 

Yet  thus  far  we  are  one  in  fortunes:  both 
Fell  by  our  servants,  by  those  men  we  loved  most. 
A  most  unnatural  and  faithless  service! 
Heaven  has  an  end  in  all :  yet,  you  that  liear  me, 
This  from  a  dying  man  receive  as  certain: 
Where  you  are  liberal  of  your  loves  and  counsels 
Be  sure  you  be  not  loose;  for  those  you  make  friends 
And  give  your  hearts  to,  when  they  once  perceive 
The  least  rub  in  your  fortunes,  fall  away 
Like  water  from  ye,  never  found  again  180 

But  where  they  mean  to  sink  ye.    All  good  people. 
Pray  for  me!    I  must  now  forsake  ye:  the  last  hour 
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Of  my  long  weary  life  is  come  upon  me. 

Farewell: 

And  when  you  would  say  something  that  is  sad, 

Speak  how  I  fell.    I  have  done;  and  Go<l  forgive  mef 

[Exeunt  Duke  a)hd  Train. 

Mrit  Gent  O,  this  is  full  of  pity!     Sir,  it  calls, 
I  fear,  too  many  curses  on  their  heads 
That  were  the  authors. 

Sec.  Gent.  If  the  duke  be  j^iltless, 

'Tis  full  of  woe:  jet  I  can  give  you  inkling  140 

Of  an  ensuing  evil,  if  it  fall, 
Greater  than  tliis. 

First  Gent.         Good  angels  keep  it  from  us! 
What  may  it  be?    You  do  not  doubt  my  faith,  sir? 

Sec,  Gent  This  secret  is  so  weighty,  'twill  require 
A  strong  faith  to  conoeal  it. 

Fimt  Gent  Let  me  have  it; 

I  do  not  talk  much. 

Sec.  Gent.  1  am  confident: 

You  shall,  sir:  did  you  not  of  late  days  hear 
A  buzzing  of  a  separation 
Between  the  king  and  Katharine? 

First  Gent.  Yes,  but  it  held  not: 

For  when  the  king  once  heard  it,  out  of  anger  150 

He  sent  command  to  the  lord  mayor  straight 
To  stop  the  rumour,  and  allay  those  tongues 
That  durst  disperse  it. 

Sec.  Gent.  But  that  slander,  sir, 

Is  found  a  truth  now:  for  it  grows  again 
Fresher  than  e'er  it  was;  ancf  held  for  certain 
The  king  will  venture  at  it.    £ither  the  cardinal. 
Or  some  about  him  near,  have,  out  of  malice 
To  the  good  queen,  x>osses8*d  him  with  a  scruple 
That  will  undo  her:  to  confirm  this  too, 
Cardinal  Oampcius  is  arrived,  and  lately;  160 

As  all  think,  for  this  business. 

First  Gent.  Tis  the  cardinal ;  i 

And  merely  to  revenge  him  on  the  emperor 
For  not  bestowing  ou  him,  at  his  asking. 
The  archbishopric  of  Toledo,  this  is  purposed. 

Sec.  Gent  I  think  you  have  hit  the  mark:  but  is't  not 
cruel 
That  she  should  feel  the  smart  of  this?    The^cardinal 
Will  have  his  will,  and  she  must  fall.  .  ^ 

First  Gent.  Tis  wofuL  .  I 

We  are  too  open  here  to  argue  this;  ^  ' 

Let's  think  iu  private  moro.  [ExeunL 
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Scene  XL    An  ante-chamber  in  the  palace, 

Enter  the  Lord  Chambeblain,  reading  a  letter, 

Cham,  "My  lord,  the  horses  your  lordship  sent  for,  with 
all  the  care  I  had,  I  saw  well  chosen,  ijddeii,  and  furnished. 
They  were  young  and  handsome,  and  of  the  hest  breed  in 
the  north.  When  they  were  ready  to  set  out  for  London, 
a  man  of  my  lord  cardinal's,  by  commission  and  main 
power,  took  em  from  me;  with  this  reason:  His  master 
would  be  served  before  a  subject,  if  not  before  the  kin^; 
which  stopped  our  mouths,  sir."  10 

I  fear  he  wiU  Indeed:  well,  let  him  have  them: 
He  will  have  all,  I  think. 

Enter,  to  the  Lord  Chamberlain,  (he  Dukes  of  Norfolk 

and  Suffolk. 

Kor,  Well  met,  my  lord  chamberlain. 

Cham,  Qood  day  to  both  your  graces. 

8uf,  How  is  the  king  cmploy'd  ? 

Cham,  I  left  him  private, 

Full  of  sad  thoughts  and  troubles. 

JVbr.  What's  the  cause? 

Cham,  It  seems  the  marriage  with  his  brother's  wife 
Has  crept  too  near  his  conscience. 

Suf,  No,  his  conscience 

Has  crept  too  near  another  lady. 

Kor,  'Tis  so: 

This  is  the  cardinal's  doing,  the  king-cardinal:  20 

That  blind  priest,  like  the  eldest  son  of  fortune, 
Turns  what  he  list.     The  king  will  know  him  one  day. 

Suf.  Fray  God  he  do!  he'll  never  know  himself  else. 

Nor.  How  holily  he  works  in  all  his  business! 
And  with  what  zeal!  for,  now  he  huh  cracked  the  league 
Between  us  and  the  emperor,  the  queen's  great  nephew. 
He  dives  into  the  king's  soul,  and  there  scatters 
Dangers,  doubts,  wringing  of  the  conscience. 
Fears,  and  despairs;  and  all  these  for  his  marriage: 
And  out  of  all  these  to  restore  the  king,  .     80 

He  counsels  a  divorce;  a  loss  of  her 
That,  like  a  jewels  has  hung  twenty  years 
About  his  neck,  yet  never  lost  her  lustre; 
Of  her  that  loves  him  with  that  excellence  ' 
That  angels  love  good  men  with;  even  of  her 
That,  when  the  greatest  stroke  of  fortune  falls,^ 
Will  bless  the  king:  and  is  not  this  course  pious? 

t. 
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Cham,  Heaven  keep  me  from  such  counsel !    Tis  most 
true 
These  news  are  every  where ;  every  tongue  speaks  *em, 
And  every  true  heart  weeps  for'l:  all  that  dare  40 

Look  into  these  affairs  see  this  main  end, 
The  French  king's  sister.     Heaven  w^ill  one  day  open 
The  king*s  eyes,  that  so  long  have  slept  upon 
This  bold  bad  man. 

Suf,  And  free  us  from  his  slavery. 

Nor,  We  had  need  pray, 
And  heartily,  for  our  deliverance; 
Or  tills  imperious  man  will  work  us  all 
From  princes  into  pages:  all  men's  honours 
Lie  like  one  lump  before  him,  to  be  fashion'd 
Into  what  pitch  he  please. 

8uf,  For  me,  my  lords,  50 

I  love  him  not,  nor  fear  him;  Iherc's-iny  creed: 
As  I  am  made  without  him,  so  I'll  stand, 
If  (he  king  please;  his  curses  and  his  blensin^ 
Touch  me  alike,  they're  breath  I  not  l)c]icve  m. 
I  knew*  him,  and  I  know  him;  so  I  leave  him 
To  him  that  made  him  proud,  the  pope. 

Nor,  Let's  in ; 

And  with  some  other  busioess  put  the  king 
From  these  sad  thoughts,  that  work  too  much  upon  him: 
My  lord,  you'll  bear  us  company? 

Cham,  Excuse  nic; 

The  king  has  sent  me  otherwhere :  besides,  60 

You'll  find  a  most  unfit  time  to  disturb  him: 
Health  to  your  lordships. 

Nor,  Thanks,  my  good  lord  chamberlain. 
[Exit  Lord  Chamberlain;  and  the  Kiny  dratss  t/ie  cur- 
tain,  and  9its  reading  pensively . 

Si^,  How  sad  he  looks!  sure,  he  is  much  afilictcd. 

King,  Who's  Uiere,  ha? 

Nor.  Pray  God  he  be  not  angry. 

King.  Who's  there,  I  say?    How  dare  you  thrust  your- 
selves 
Into  my  private  meditations? 
Who  am  1?  ha? 

Nor.  A  gracious  king  that  pardons  all  offences 
Malice  ne'er  meant:  our  breach  of  duty. this  way 
Is  business  of  estate;  in  which  we  come  70 

To  know  your  royal  pleasure. 

King.  Ye  are  too  bold: 

Go  to;  I'll  make  ye  know  your  times  of  business: 
Is  this  an  hour  for  temporal  affairs,  ha? 
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Enter  Wolsey  and  CASfPEius,  toiOi  a  commission. 

Who's  there?  my  good  lord  cardinal?    O  my  Wolsey, 

The  quiet  of  my  wounded  conscience; 

Thou  art  a  cure  fit  for  a  ki ug.   [  To  Camp. ]  You're  welcome, 

Most  learned  reverend  sir,  into  our  kingdom: 

Use  us  and  it.  [To  Wol]  My  good  lord,  have  great  care 

I  be  not  found  a  talker. 

Wol.  Sir,  j'ou  cannot. 

I  would  your  grace  would  give  us  but  an  hour  80 

Of  private  conference. 

Aing.  [To  Nor.  and  Suf.y  We  arc  busy;  go. 

Nor.  [Aside  to  Suf.\  This  priest  has  no  pride  ia  him? 

tiuf.  [Aside  to  Nor  A  Not  to  speak  of: 
I  would  not  l)c  so  sick  though  for  his  pladc: 
But  this  cannot  continue. 

Nor.  [Aside  to  Si{f.}  If  it  do, 
Til  venture  one  have-athim. 

Siff.  [Aside  to  Nor.]  I  auother.      [Exeunt  Nor.  and  8uf. 

Wol.   Your  grace  has  given  a  precedent  of  wisdom 
Above  all  princes,  in  committing  freely 
Your  scruple  to  the  voice  of  Chrislenaom: 
Who  can  be  an^ry  now?  what  envy  reach  you? 
The  Spaniard,  tied  by  blood  and  favour  to  her,  90 

Must  now  confess,  if  they  have  any  goodness. 
The  trial  just  and  noble.     All  the  clerks, 
I  mean  the  learned  ones,  in  Christian  kingdoms 
Have  their  free  voices:  Rome,  the  nurse  of  Judgement, 
Invited  by  vour  noble  self,  hath  sent 
One  genera^  tongue  unto  us,  this  ^ood  man, 
This  just  and  learned  priest,  Cardinal  Campcius; 
Whom  once  more  I  present  unto  your  highness. 

King.  And  once  more  in  mine  arms  I  bid  him  welcome, 
And  thank  the  holy  conclave  for  their  loves:  100 

They  have  sent  me  such  a  man  I  would  have  wish'd  for. 

Cam.  Your  grace  must  needs  deserve  all  strangei-s*  loves, 
You  are  so  noble.     To  your  highness'  hand 
I  tender  my  commission ;  by  whose  virtue. 
The  court  of  Rome  commanding,  you,  my  lord 
Cardinal  of  York,  are  join'd  with  me  their  servant 
In  the  unpartial  judging  of  this  business. 

King.  Two  equal  men.    The  queen  shall  be  acquainted 
Forthwith  for  what  you  come.     Where's  Gardiner? 

Wol.  I  know  your  majesty  has  always  loved  her         110 
So  dear  in  heart,  not  to  deny  her  that 
A  woman  of  less  place  might  ask  by  law: 
Scholars  allow'd  freely  to  argue  for  her. 
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^  King.  Ay,  ond  the  best  she  shall  have;  and  my  favour 
To  him  that  does  best:  God  forbid  else.     Cardinal, 
Prithee,  call  Gardiner  to  me,  my  new  secretary : 
I  find  him  a  fit  fellow.  [Exit  Wolscy. 

Re-enter  Wolset,  with  GAiiDmEn. 

Wol.  [Aside  to  Oard.]  Give  me  your  hand :  much  joy  and 
favour  lo^ou; 
You  are  the  kmg*s  now. 

Gard.  [Aside  to  Wol.^  But  to  be  commanded 
For  ever  by  your  grace,  whose  hand  has  raised  me.        120 

King.  Come  hither,  Gardiner.  [}Va!ks  and  whi^qyers. 

Cam.  My  Lord  of  York,  w^as  not  one  Doctor  Pace 
In  this  man's  place  before  him? 

Wol.  Yes,  he  was. 

Cam.  "Was  ho  not  held  a  learned  man? 

Wol.  Yes,  surely. 

•    Cam.  Believe  me,  there's  an  ill  opinion  spread  then 
Even  of  .yourself,  lord  cardinal. 

Wol.  How!  of  me? 

Cam.  They  will  not  stick  to  say  you  envied  him. 
And  fearing  he  would  rise,  he  was  so  virtuous, 
Kept  him  a  forei<;n  man  still ;  which  so  grieved  him. 
That  he  ran  mad  and  died. 

Wol.  Heaven's  peace  be  with  him! 

That's  Christian  care  enough:  for  living  murnmrers       181 
There's  places  of  rebuke.     He  was  a  fool ; 
For  he  would  needs  be  virtuous:  that  good  fellow, 
If  I  command  him,  follows  my  appointment: 
I  will  have  none  so  near  else.     Learn  this,  brother, 
"VVe  live  not  to  be  grip'd  by  meaner  persons. 

King.  Deliver  this  with  modestj'  to  the  queen. 

[E.rit  Gardiner. 
The  most  convenient  place  that  I  can  think  of 
For  such  receipt  of  learning  is  Black-Friars; 
There  ye  shall  meet  about  this  weighty  business. 
^  Mj  Wolsey,  see  it  furnish'd.     O,  my  lord,  141 

"V\  ould  it  not  grieve  an  able  man  to  leave 
So  sweet  a  bedfellow?    But,  conscience,  conscience! 
O,  'lis  a  tender  place ;  and  I  must  leave  her.  [Exevnt. 

Scene  HI.    An  ante-chamier  cf  the  Queen's  apartments. 

Enter  Anne  BuiiLEN  and  an  Old  Lady. 

Anne.  Not  for  that  neither:  here's  the  pang  that  pinches; 
His  highness  having  lived  so  long  with  her,  and  she 
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So  good  a  lady  that  no  tongue  could  ever 

Pronounce  dUhonour  of  her;  by  my  life, 

She  never  knew  harm-doing:    O,  now,  after 

So  many  courses  of  the  sun  enthroned, 

Still  growing  in  a  majesty  and  pomp,  the  which 

To  leave  a  thousand-fold  more  bitter  than 

'Tis  sweet  at  first  to  acquire, — after  this  process, 

To  give  her  the  avaunt!  it  is  a  pity  10 

Would  move  a  monster. 

Old  L.  Hearts  of  most  hard  temper 

Melt  and  lament  for  her. 

Anrw.  O,  God's  will!  much  better       ^ 

She  ne'er  had  known  pomp:  thou^h't  be  temporal, 
Yet,  if  that  quarrel,  fortune,  do  divorce 
It  from  the  bearer.  His  a  suflferance  panging 
As  soul  and  body's  severing. 

Old  L.  Alas,  poor  lady! 

She's  a  stranger  now  again. 

A)ine.  So  much  the  more 

Must  pity  drop  upon  her.     Verily, 
I  swear,  'tis  better  to  be  lowly  born. 
And  range  with  humble  livers  in  content,  20 

Than  to  be  perk*d  up  in  a  glistering  grief , 
And  wear  a  golden  sorrow. 

Old  L.  Our  content 

Is  our  best  having. 

Anne.  By  my  troth  and  maidenhead, 

I  would  not  be  a  queen. 

Old  L.  Beshrew  me,  I  would. 

And  venture  maidenhead  for't;  and  so  would  you. 
For  all  this  spice  of  your  hypocrisy: 
Y'ou,  that  have  so  fair  parts  of  woman  on  you, 
Have  too  a  woman's  heart;  which  ever  yet 
Affected  eminence,  wealth,  sovereignty; 
Which,  to  say  sooth,  are  blessings;  and  w^hich  gifts,       80 
Saving  your  mincing,  the  capacity 
Of  your  soft  cheveril  conscience  would  receive. 
If  you  might  please  to  stretch  it 

Anne.  Nay,  good  troth. 

Old  L.  Yes,  troth,  and  troth;  you  would  not  be  a  queen? 

Anne.  No,  not  for  all  the  riches  under  heaven. 

Old  L.  'Tis  strange :  a  three-pence  bow'd  would  hire  me. 
Old  as  I  am,  to  queen  it:  but,  1  pray  you. 
What  think  you  of  a  duchess?  have  you  limbs 
To  bear  that  load  of  title? 

Anne.  No,  in  truth. 

(M  L.  Then  you  are  weakly  made:  pluck  off  a  little;  40 
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I  would  not  be  a  youog  count  in  your  way. 
For  more  than  blushing  comes  to:  if  your  back 
Cannot  vouchsafe  this  burthen,  His  too  weak 
Ever  to  get  a  boy. 

Anne,  How  you  do  talk! 

I  swear  again,  I  would  not  be  a  queen 
For  all  the  world. 

Old  L.  In  faith,  for  little  England. 

To'ld  venture  an  emballing:  I  myself 
Would  for  Carnarvonshire,  although  there  long'd 
No  more  to  the  crown  but  that.    Lo,  who  comes  here? 

Enter  tlis  Lord  Chai^ beblain. 

C/iam.   Good  morrow,  ladies.    What  were*t  worth  to 
know  50 

The  secret  of  your  conference? 

Anne,  My  good  lord. 

Not  your  demand ;  it  values  not  your  asking: 
Our  mistress'  sorrows  wo  were  pitying. 

GJiam.  It  was  a  gentle  business,  and  becoming 
The  action  of  good  women:  there  is  hope 
All  will  be  well. 

Anne,  Now,  I  pray  God,  anicnl 

Cham.  You  bear  a  gentle  mind,  and  heavenly  blessings 
Follow  such  creatures.    That  you  may,  fair  laay, 
Perceive  I  speak  sincerely,  and  high  note's 
Ta'en  of  your  many  virtues,  the  king's  majesty  60 

Commends  his  good  opinion  of  you,  and 
Does  purpose  honov.r  to  you  no  less  flowing 
Than  Marchioness  of  Pembroke;  to  which  title 
A  thousand  pound  a  year,  annual  support. 
Out  of  his  grace  he  adds. 

^7172^.  I  do  not  know 

What  kind  of  my  obedience  I  should  tender; 
More  than  my  all  is  nothing:  nor  my  praj^ers 
Are  not  words  duly  hallow'd,  nor  my  wishes 
More  worth  than  empty  vanities;  yet  prayers  and  wishes 
Are  all  I  can  return.    Beseech  your  lordship,  70 

Vouchsafe  to  speak  my  thanks  and  mv  obedience, 
As  from  a  blushing  handmaid,  to  his  highness; 
Whose  health  and  royalty  I  pray  for. 

Cham.  Lady, 

I  shall  not  fail  to  approve  the  fair  conceit 
The  king  hath  of  you.     [Aside]  I  have  perused  her  well; 
Beauty  and  honour  in  her  are  so  mingled 
That  they  have  caught  the  king:  and  who  knows  yet 
But  from  this  lady  juay  proceed  a  gem 
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To  lighten  all  this  isle?    I'll  to  the  king, 

And  say  I  spoke  with  you.  lErit  Lord  Chamberlain, 

Anne,  My  honour'd  lord.  80 

OldL.  Why,  this  it  is;  see,  sec! 
I  have  been  begging  sixteen  years  in  court, 
Am  yet  a  courtier  beggarly,  nor  could 
Come  pat  betwixt  too  early  and  too  late 
'  For  any  suit  of  pounds;  and  you,  O  fate  I 
A  very  fresh-fish  here — ^fie,  fie,  fie  upon 
This  compeU'd  fortune! — have  your  mouth  fiU'd  up 
Before  you  open  it. 

Anne,  This  is  strange  to  mc. 

Old  L.  How  tastes  it?  is  it  bitter?  forty  pence,  no. 
There  was  a  lady  once,  'tis  an  old  story,  00 

That  would  not  be  a  queen,  that  would  she  not, 
For  all  the  mud  in  Egypt:  have  you  heard  it? 

Anne.  Come,  you  are  pleasant. 

Old  L,  With  your  theme,  I  could 

O'ermount  the  lark.    The  Marchioness  of  Pembroke! 
A  thousand  pounds  a  year  for  pure  respect! 
No  other  obligation !    By  my  life. 
That  promises  moe  thousands:  honour's  train 
Is  longer  than  h!s  foresklrt.     By  this  time 
I  know  your  back  will  bear  a  duchess:  say, 
Are  you  not  stronger  than  you  were? 

Anne.  Good  lady,  100 

Hake  yourself  mirth  withyour  particular  fancy, 
And  leave  me  out  on't.     Would  I  had  no  being, 
If  this  salute  my  blood  a  Jot:  it  faints  mc. 
To  think  what  follows. 
Tiie  queen  is  comfortless,  and  we  forgetful 
In  our  long  absence:  pray,  do  not  deliver 
What  here  you've  heard  to  her. 

Old  L.  What  do  you  think  me? 

[£!xeunt. 

Scene  IV.    A  haU  in  Blaek-Friars. 

'  Trumpett,  sennet,  and  cornets.    Enter  twoyarger^,  with  short 
silver  wands;  next  them,  two  Scribes,  in  the  habit  of  doctors; 
after  them,  t/ie  Archbishop  of  Cakterbury  alone;  after 
him.  Vie  Bishops  of  LincoiiN,  Ely,  Rochester,  and 
\  Saint  Asaph  ;  Tiext  them,  %cith  some  small  distance,  foUows  a 

Gkntleman  bearing  the  purse,  with  the  greaf  seal,  and  a  car- 
dindCs  hat;  then  two  Priests,  bearing  each  a  silver  cross; 
then  a  Gkntleman-usher  bareheaded,  accompanied  with  a 
S«rgeant-at-arms  hearing  a  sUver  mace;  then  two  Gentle- 
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men  bearing  ttro  great  sUmrpiUars;  after  tJiem,  $ide  by  side, 
the  two  Cardii^als;  two  X^blemcn  with  tlie  eicord  and 
mace.  The  King  takes  place  vnder  tlte  doth  of  state;  the 
two  Cardinals  sit  under  him  as  judges,  fh/i  Queen 
takes  jilaee  some  distarice  from  tlie  King.  The  Bishops 
place  thcjnselves  on  each  side  the  court,  in  manner  of  a  con- 
sistory; below  them^  tJie  Scribes.  The  Lords  sit  ncct  the 
Bishops.  TJie  rest  of  t/ie  AttcDdants  stand  in  convenient 
order  about  t/ie  stage, 

Wbl.  Whilst  our  commission  from  Borne  is  read, 
Let  silence  be  commanded. 

King.  What's  the  need? 

It  hath  already  publicly  been  read. 
And  on  all  sides  the  authority  allow'd; 
You  may,  then,  spare  that  time. 

Wol.  Be't  so.    Proceed. 

Sciibe.  Say,  Henry  King  of  England,  come  into  the  court. 

Crier.  Henry  King  of  Englana,  &c. 

King.  Here. 

Scribe.  Say,  Katharine  Queen  of  England,  come  into  the 
court.  10 

Crier.  Katharine  Queen  of  England,  &c. 

[The  Queen  makes  no  answer,  rises  out  of  her  clutir, 
goes  about  the  court,  comes  to  the  King,  and  kneels 
at  his  feet;  then  speaks. 

Q.  Kaih.  Sir,  I  desire  you  do  me  right  and  justice; 
And  to  bestow  your  pity  on  me:  for 
I  am  a  most  poor  woman,  and  a  stranger, 
Born  out  of  your  dominions;  having  here 
No  judge  indifferent,  nor  no  more  assurance 
Of  equal  friendslim  and  proceeding.     Alas,  sir, 
In  what  have  I  offended  you?  what  cause 
Hath  my  behaviour  given  to  vour  displeasure, 
That  thus  you  should  proceed  to  put  me  off,  20 

And  take  your  good  grace  from  me?    Heaven  witness, 
I  have  l)ecn  to  you  a  true  and  humble  wife, 
At  all  times  to  your  will  conformable; 
Ever  in  fear  to  kindle  your  dislike, 
Yea,  subject  to  your  countenance,  glad  or  sorry 
As  I  saw  it  inclined:  when  was  the  hour 
I  ever  contradicted  your  desire, 
Or  made  it  not  mine  too?    Or  which  of  your  friends 
Have  I  not  strove  to  love,  although  I  knew 
He  were  mine  enemy?  what  friend  of  mine  80 

That  had  to  him  derived  your  anger,  did  I 
Continue  in  ray  liking?  nay,  gave  notice 
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lie  was  from  thence  discharged?    Sir,  call  to  mind 

That  I  have  been  your  wife,  in  this  obedience. 

Upward  of  twenty  years,  and  have  been  blest 

With  many  children  by  you;  if,  in  the  course 

And  process  of  this  time,  you  can  report, 

And  prove  it  too,  aeainst  mine  honour  aught, 

My  bond  to  wedlocK,  or  my  love  and  duty. 

Against  your  sacred  person,  in  God's  name,  40 

Turn  me  away;  and  let  the  fouFst  contempt 

Shut  door  upon  me,  and  so  give  me  up 

To  the  sharp'st  kind  of  justice.     Please  you,  sir, 

The  king,  your  father,  was  reputed  for 

A  prince  most  prudent,  of  an  excellent 

And  unmatched  wit  and  judgment:  Ferdinand, 

My  father,  king  of  Spain,  was  reckoned  one 

The  wisest  prince  that  there  had  reign 'd  by  many 

A  year  before:  it  is  not  to  be  questioned 

That  they  had  gather'd  a  wise  council  to  them  50 

Of  every  realm,  tliat  did  debate  this  business, 

Who  deem*d  our  marriage  lawful :  wherefore  I  humbly 

Beseech  you,  sir,  to  spare  me,  till  I  may 

Be  by  my  friends  in  Spain  advised ;  whose  counsel 

I  will  implore :  if  not,  i'  the  name  of  God, 

Your  pleasure  be  fulflll'd! 

Wol.  You  have  here,  lady, 

And  of  your  choice,  these  reverend  fathers;  men 
Of  singular  integrity  and  learning, 
Yea,  the  elect  o'  the  land,  who  are  assembled 
To  plead  your  cause*  it  shall  be  therefore  bootless  00 

That  longer  you  desire  the  court ;  as  well 
For  your  own  quiet,  as  to  rectify 
What  is  unsettled  in  the  king. 

Cam.  His  grace 

Hath  spoken  well  and  justly :  therefore,  madam. 
It's  fit  this  royal  session  do  proceed; 
And  that,  without  delay,  their  arguments 
f  Be  now  produced  and  heard. 

Q.  KatJi.  Lord  cardinal, 

To  you  I  speak. 

Wd.  Your  pleasure,  madam? 

q.  KatK  Sir, 

I  am  about  to  weep;  but,  thinking  that 
We  are  a  queen,  or  long  have  dream*d  so,  pertain  70 

The  daughter  of  a  king,  my  drops  of  tears 
1*11  turn  to  sparks  of  fire. 

Wol.  Be  patient  yet. 

Q,  KtUh,  I  will,  when  you  arc  humble;  nay,  before. 
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Or  God  will  punish  mc.     I  do  believe, 

Induced  by  potent  circumstances,  that 

You  arc  mine  enemy,  and  make  my  challenge 

You  8h}Ui  not  be  my  judge:  for  it  is  you 

Have  blown  this  coal  betwixt  my  lord  and  me; 

Which  God's  dew  quencb  I    Therefore  I  say  again, 

I  utterly  abhor,  yea,  from  my  soul  80 

Refuse  you  for  my  judge;  whom,  yet  once  more, 

I  hold  my  most  malicious  foe,  and  think  not  | 

At  all  a  friend  to  truth. 

WoL  I  do  profess 

You  speak  not  like  yourself;  who  ever  yet 
Have  stood  to  charity,  and  display *d  the  effects 
Of  disposition  gentle,  and  of  wisdom 
Overtopping  woman's  power.    Madam,  you  do  me  wrong: 
I  have  no  spleen  .against  you;  nor  injustice 
For  you  or  any :  haw  far  I  have  proceeded, 

Or  how  far  further  shall,  is  warranted  90  I 

By  a  commission  from  the  consistory,  ! 

"iea,  the  whole  consistory  of  Rome*  You  charge  mc 
That  I  have  blown  this  coal:  I  do  deny  it: 
The  king  is  present:  if  it  be  known  to  him 

That  I  gainsay  my  deed,  liow  may  he  wound,  ., 

And  worthily,  my  falsehood!  yea,  as  much  i| 

As  you  have  done  my  truth.    If  he  know  ' 

That  I  am  free  of  your  report,  he  knows 
I  am  not  of  your  wrong.    Therefore  in  him 
It  lies  to  cure  me:  and  the  cure  is,  to  100 

Remove  these  thoughts  from  you:  the  which  before 
His  highness  shall  speak  in,  1  do  beseech 
You,  gracious  madam,  to  unthink  your  .speaking 
And  to  say  no  more. 

Q.  Kaih.  My  lord,  my  lord, 

I  am  a  simple  woman,  much  too  weak 
To  opi>osc  your  cunning.     You're  meek  and    humble- 

mouth'd ; 
You  sign  your  place  and  calling,  in  full  seeming, 
"With  meekness  and  humility :  but  your  heart 
Is  cramm'd  with  arrogancy,  spleen,  and  pride. 
You  have,  by  fortune  and  his  highness'  favours,  1 10 

Gone  slightly  o'er  low  steps  and  now  are  mounted 
Wliere  powers  arc  your  retainers,  and  your  words. 
Domestics  to  you,  servo  your  will  as't  please 
Yourself  proniJhnce  their  office.     I  must  tell  you. 
You  tender  more  3'our  jjerson's  honour  than 
Your  hiirli  profession  spiritual:  that  again 
I  do  refuse  you#for  my  judge;  and  here, 
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Before  you  all,  appeal  unto  the  pope, 
To  bring  my  whole  cause  'fore  liis  lioliness. 
And  to  Go  judced  by  Lim.  130 

[She  curtsies  to  the  King,  and  offers  to  depart. 

Cam.  The  queen  is  obstinate, 

Stubborn  to  justice,  apt  to  accuse  it,  and 
Disdainful  to  be  tried  by't:  'tis  not  well. 
She's  going  away. 

King,  Call  her  again. 

Crier.  Katharine  Queen  of  England,  come  into  the  courU 

Orif,  Madam,  you  are  caird  back. 

Q.  Kath,  What  need  you  note  it?  pray  you,  keep  your 
way : 
When  you  arc  call'd,  return     Now,  the  Lord  help. 
They  vex  me  past  my  patience  1    Pray  you,  pass  on:      ISO 
I  will  not  tarry,  no,  nor  evermore 
Upon  this  busmcss  my  appearance  make 
In  any  of  their  courts.  {EU'eunt  Queen,  and  Iter  Attendants, 

King.  Go  thy  ways,  Kate: 

That  man  i*  the  world  who  shall  report  he  has 
A  l)etter  wife,  let  him  in  nought  be  trusted. 
For  spcakiqg  false  in  that :  thou  art,  alone. 
If  thy  rare  qualities,  sweet  ^ntleness, 
Tiiy  meekness  saintlike,  wife-like  government, 
Obeying  in  commanding,  and  thy  parts 
Sovereign  and  pious  else,  could  speak  thee  out,  140 

The  queen  of  earthly  (^^ueens:  she's  noble  bom; 
And,  like  her  true  nobility,  slie  has 
Carried  herself  towards  me. 

Wol.  Most  gracious  sir, 

In  humblest  manner  I  require  your  highness, 
That  it  shall  please  you  to  declare,  in  hearing 
Of  all  these  ears, — for  where  I  am  robb'd  and  bound. 
There  must  I  be  unloosed,  although  not  there 
At  once  and  fully  satisfied, — whether  ever  I 
Did  broach  this  business  to  your  highness;  or 
Laid  any  scruple  iu  your  way,  which  might  1^ 

Induce  you  to  the  question  on't?  or  ever 
Have  to  you.  but  with  thanks  to  God  for  such 
A  royal  lady,  spake  one  the  least  wortl  that  might 
Be  to  the  prejudice  of  her  present  state, 
Or  touch  of  her  good  person? 

King.  My  lord  cardinal, 

I  do  excuse  you ;  yea.  upon  mine  honour,  i 

t  free  you  from't.    You  are  not  to  be  taught  i 

That  you  have  many  enemies,  that  know  not 
Why  they  are  so,  but,  like  to  viiiage-curs. 
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Bark  when  their  fellowR  do:  by  some  of  these  160 

The  queen  is  put  in  anger.     You're  excused: 
But  will  you  be  more  justified?  you  ever 
Have  "wish'd  the  sleeping  of  this  business:  never  desired 
It  to  be  siirr'd;  but  oft  have  hinder'd,  oft, 
The  passages  made  toward  it:  on  my  honour, 
I  speak  my  good  lord  cardinal  to  this  point, 
And  thus  far  clear  him.     Now,  what  moved  me  to't, 
I  will  be  bold  with  time  and  your  attention: 
Then  mark  the  inducement.     Thus  it  came;  give  heed  to't : 
My  conscience  first  received  a  tenderness,  170 

Scruple,  and  prick,  on  certain  speeches  utter'd 
By  the  Bishop  of  Bayonne,  then  French  ambassador; 
Who  had  been  hither  sent  on  the  debating 
A  marriage  'twixt  the  Buke  of  Orleans  and 
Our  daughter  Mary :  i'  the  progress  of  this  business, 
Ere  a  determinate  resolution,  he, 
I  mean  the  bishop  did  require  a  respite; 
"Wherein  he  might  the  king  his  lord  advertise 
Whether  our  daughter  were  legitimate. 
Respecting  this  our  marriage  with  the  dowager,  189 

Sometimes  our  brother's  wife.     This  respite  shook 
The  bosom  of  my  conscience,  enter'd  me. 
Yea,  with  a  splitting  power,  and  made  to  tremble 
The  region  of  my  breast;  which  forced  such  way, 
That  many  mazed  considerinps  did  throng 
And  press  d  in  with  this  caution.     First,  methought 
I  stood  not  in  the  smile  of  heaven ;  who  had 
Commanded  nature,  that  my  lady's  ^omb. 
If  it  conceived  a  male  child'by  me,  should 
Do  no  more  offices  of  life  to't  than  100 

The  grave  does  to  the  dead,  for  her  male  issue 
Or  died  where  they  were  made,  or  shortly  after 
This  world  had  air'd  them :  hence  I  took  a  thought, 
This  was  a  judgement  on  me ;  that  my  kingdom, 
Well  worthy  the  best  heir  o'  the  woiia,  sliould  not 
I  Be  gladded  in't  by  me:  then  follows,  that 
'  I  weigh'd  the  danger  which  my  realms  stood  iu 
By  this  my  issuers  fail ;  and  that  gave  to  me 
ifany  a  groaning  throe.     Thus  hulling  in 
The  wild  sea  of  mv  conscience,  I  did  steer  SCO 

Toward  this  remedy,  whereupon  we  are 
Now  present  here  together;  that's  to  say, 
I  meant  to  rectify  my  conscience, — which 
I  then  did  feel  full  sick,  and  yet  not  well, — 
By  all  the  reverend  fathers  of  the  land 
AJud  doctors  learned ;  first  I  begtm  iu  private 
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With  you,  my  Lord  of  LincolD ;  you  remember 
IIow  under  my  oppression  I  did  reek, 
When  I  first  moved  you. 

Lilt.  Very  well,  my  llegc. 

King.  I  have  spoke  long:  be  pleased  yourself  to  say    210 
now  far  you  satisfied  me. 

Lin,  So  please  your  highness, 

The  question  did  at  first  so  stagger  me. 
Bearing  a  state  of  micrhty  moment  in't 
And  consequence  of  dread,  that  I  committed 
The  daring'st  counsel  which  I  had  to  doubt; 
And  did  entreat  your  highness  to  this  course  • 
Which  you  are  running  here. 

King,  I  then  moved  you, 

My  Lonl  of  Canterbury;  and  got  your  leave 
To  make  this  present  summons:  unsolicited 
I  left  no  reverend  person  in  this  court;  220 

But  by  particular  consent  proceeded 
Under  your  hands  and  seals:  therefore,  go  on; 
For  no  dislike  i'  the  world  against  the  person 
Of  the  good  Qucen,  but  the  sharp  thorny  points 
Of  my  alleged  reasons,  drive  this  forward: 
Prove  but  our  marriage  lawful,  by  my  life 
And  kingly  dignity,  we  are  contented 
To  wear  our  mortal  state  to  come  with  her, 
Katharine,  our  queen,  before  the  primest  creature 
That*s  paragon'd  o'  the  world. 

Cam,  So  please  your  highness,  280 

The  queen  being  absent,  'tis  a  needful  fitness 
That  we  adjourn  this  court  till  further  day; 
Meanwhile  must  be  an  earnest  motion 
Made  to  the  queen,  to  call  back  her  appeal 
She  intends  unto  his  holiness. 

King.  [Atide]  I  may  perceive 

These  cardinals  trifle  with  me:  I  abhor 
This  dilatory  sloth  and  tricks  of  Rome. 
My  learned  and  well-beloved  servant,  Cranmer, 
Prithee,  return :  with  thy  approach,  I  know, 
My  comfort  comes  along.     Break  up  the  court:  240 

I  say,  set  oa  [Exeunt  in  manner  as  t/iep  entered. 
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ACT  III. 
8cE2fE  I.    Lo/ulon.     T/te  Queen^s  apartments. 

Enter  tlie  Queen  and  Iter  Women,  as  at  work. 

Q.  Katli.  Take  thy  lute,  \rcncb:  my  soul  grows  sad  willi 
troubles; 
Sing,  and  disperse  'em,  if  thou  canst:  leave  working. 

Song.  ] 

Orpheus  with  his  lute  made  trees,  ' 

And  the  mountain  tops  that  freeze, 

Bow  themselves  when  he  did  siug: 
To  his  music  plants  and  flowers 
Ever  sprung;  as  sun  and  showers 

There  had  made  a  lasting  spring. 

Every  thing  that  heard  him  play. 

Even  the  billows  of  the  sea,  10 

Hung  their  heads,  and  then  lay  by. 
In  sweet  music  is  such  art, 
Killing  care  and  grief  of  heart  J 

Fall  asleep,  or  hearing,  die.  f 

Enter  a  Crentleman. 

Q.  Kath.  How  now ! 

Oent.  An*t  please  your  grace,  the  two  great  cardinals 
Wait  in  the  presence. 

Q,  Kath.  Would  they  sneak  with  mc? 

Oent.  They  will'd  me  say  so,  madam. 

Q.  KaVi,  Pray  their  graces 

To  come  near.    [Ekcit  Gent  ]    What  can  be  their  business 
With  me,  a  poor  weak  woman,  fall'n  from  favour?  20 

I  do  not  like  their  coming.     Now  I  think  on't. 
They  should  be  good  men;  their  affairs  as  righteous: 
But  all  hoods  make  not  monks. 

Enier  tlie  ttoo  Cardinals,  Wolsey  and  Camfeius. 

Wol.  Peace  to  your  highness! 

Q.  Kath.  Your  graces  find  me  here  part  of  a  housewife, 
I  would  be  all,  against  the  worst  may  happen. 
What  are  your  pleasures  with  me,  reverend  lords? 

Wol.  May  it  please  you,  noble  madam,  to  witlidraw 
Into  your  private  chamber,  we  shall  give  yoi4 
The  full  cause  of  our  coming. 

Q.  Kath.  Speak  it  here; 
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There's  nothing  I  have  done  yet,  o*  my  conscience, 
Deserves  a  corner:  would  all  other  women 
Could  speak  this  with  as  free  a  soul  as  I  do  I 
Mv  lor^,  I  care  not,  so  much  I  am  happy 
Above  a  number,  if  my  actions 
Were  tried  by  every  tongue,  every  eye  saw  'em 
Envy  and  base  opinion  set  against  'em, 
I  know  my  life  so  even.     If  your  business 
Beek  me  out,  and  that  wav  I  am  wife  in, 
Out  with  it  l)oldly:  truth  loves  open  dealing. 

Wol,  Tanta  est  erga  te  mentis  integritas,  regina  serenis- 
sima, —  41 

Q.  Kath,  O,  good  my  lord,  no  Latin ; 
I  am  not  such  a  truant  since  my  coming, 
As  not  to  know  the  language  1  have  lived  in : 
A  strange  tongue  makes  my  cause  more  strange,  suspicious; 
Pray,  speak  in  English;  here  are  some  will  thank  you, 
If  you  speak  truth,  for  their  poor  mistress'  sake; 
Believe  me,  she  has  had  much  wrong:  lordcardinp^ 
The  willing'st  sin  I  ever  yet  committed 
M:iv  be  absolved  in  English. 

Wol  Noble  lady,  50 

I  am  sorrpr  my  integrity  should  breed, 
And  service  to  his  majesty  and  you, 
So  deep  suspieion,  where  all  faith  was  meant. 
We  come  not  by  the  way  of  accusation 
To  taint  that  honour  every  good  tongue  blesses, 
Nor  to  betray  you  any  way  to  sorrow 
You  have  too  much,  good  lady;  but  to  know 
How  you  stand  minded  in  the  weighty  difference 
Between  the  king  and  you ;  and  to  deliver. 
Like  free  and  honest  men,  our  just  opinions  60 

And  comforts  to  your  cause. 

Cam.  Most  honour'd  madam. 

My  Loi-d  of  York,  out  of  his  noble  nature. 
Zeal  and  obedience  he  still  bore  your  grace. 
Forgetting,  like  a  good  man,  your  late  censure 
Both  of  his  truth  and  him,  which  was  too  far, 
Offers,  as  I  do,  in  a  sign  of  peace, 
His  service  and  his  counsel. 

Q.  Kath,  [Aside]  To  betray  me.^ 

My  lords,  I  thank  you  l)oth  for  your  good  wills; 
Ye  speak  like  honest  men ;  pray  God,  ye  prove  so ! 
But  how  to  make  ye  suddenly  an  answer,  70 

In  such  a  point  of  weight,  so  near  mine  honour, — 
More  near  my  life,  I  fear, — with  my  weak  wit, 
And  to  such  men  of  gravity  and  learning, 
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How  you  may  hurt  yourself,  ay,  utterly  160 

Grow  from  the  king's  acquaintance,  by  this  carriage. 

The  hearts  of  princes  kiss  obedience, 

So  much  they  love  it;  but  to  stubborn  spirits 

They  swell,  and  grow  as  terrible  as  storms. 

I  know  you  have  a  gentle,  noble  temper, 

A  soul  as  even  as  a  calm:  pray,  think  us 

Those  we  profess,  peace-makers,  friends,  and  servants. 

Cam.  Madam,  you'll  find  it  so.    You  wron^  your  virtues 
With  these  weak  women's  fears:  a  noble  spirit. 
As  yours  was  put  into  you,  ever  casts  170 

Such  doubts,  as  false  coin,  from  it.    The  king  loves  you- 
Beware  you  lose  it  not:  for  us,  if  you  please 
To  trust  us  in  your  business,  wc  are  ready 
To  use  our  utmost  studies  in  your  service. 

Q.  Katk.  Do  what  ye  will,  my  lords:  and,  pray,  forgive 
me. 
If  I  have  used  myself  unmannerly; 
You  know  I  am  a  woman,  lacking  wit 
To  make  a  seemly  answer  to  such  persons. 
Pray,  do  my  service  to  his  majesty: 

He  has  my  heart  yet;  and  shall  have  my  prayers  180 

While  I  shall  have  my  life.     Come,  reverend  fathers,  • 
Bestow  your  counsels  on  me:  she  now  Iwgs, 
That  little  thought,  when  she  set  footing  liere, 
She  should  have  bought  her  dignities  so  dear.         [Exeunt, 

Scene  II.    AnU-chainber  to  the  King's  apartmerU, 

Enter  the  Duke  op  Norfolk,  the  Duke  of  Suffolk,  the 
Earl  of  Surrey,  and  the  Lord  Chamberlain. 

Nor,  If  you  will  now  unite  in  your  complaints. 
And  force  them  with  a  constancy,  the  cardinal 
Cannot  stand  under  them:  if  3'ou  omit 
The  offer  of  this  time,  I  cannot  promise 
But  that  you  shall  sustain  moc  new  disgraces, 
With  these  you  bear  already. 

Sur.  I  am  joyful 

To  meet  tlie  least  occasion  that  may  give  me 
Remembrance  of  my  father-in-law,  the  duke, 
To  be  revenged  on  him. 

Siif,  Which  of  the  peers 

Have  uncontemn'd  gone  by  him,  or  at  least  10 

Strangely  neglected?  when  did  he  regard 
The  stamp  of  nobleness  in  any  person 
Out  of  himself? 
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Cham,  My  lords,  you  speak  your  pleasures: 

What  he  deserves  of  j'ou  and  me  I  know; 
"What  we  can  do  to  him,  though  now  the  time 
Gives  way  to  us,  1  much  fear.    If  you  cannot 
Bar  his  access  to  the  king,  never  attempt 
Any  thin^  on  him;  for  lie  hath  a  witchcraft 
Over  the  king  iu's  tongue. 

Nor,  O,  fear  him  not: 

His  spell  in  that  is  out:  the  king  hath  found  20 

Matter  against  liira  that  for  ever  mars 
Tlie  honey  of  his  language.     No,  he's  settled. 
Not  to  come  off,  in  his  displeasure. 

Sar.  Sir, 

I  should  be  glad  to  hear  such  news  as  this 
Once  every  hour. 

Nor.  Believe  it,  this  is  true: 

In  the  divorce  his  contrary  proceedings 
Are  all  unfolded ;  wherein  he  appears 
As  I  wouid  wish  mine  enemy. 

tiur.  How  came 

His  practices  to  light? 

Ruf,  Most  strangely. 

Sar,  O,  how,  how? 

Buf,  The  cardinal's  letter  to  the  pope  miscarried,         80 
And  came  to  the  eve  o'  the  king:  wherein  was  read, 
How  that  the  cardinal  did  entreat  his  holiness 
To  stay  the  judgement  o'  the  divorce;  for  if 
It  did  take  place,  "I  do," quoth  he,  •* perceive 
My  king  is  tangled  in  affection  to 
A  creature  of  the  queen's.  Lady  Anne  Bullen." 

8ur,  Has  the  king  this? 

Buf,  Believe  it. 

Bur.  Will  this  work? 

Chaim.  The  king  in  this  perceives  him,  how  he  coasts 
And  liedges  his  own  way.     But  in  this  point 
All  his  tricks  founder,  and  he  brings  his  physic  40 

After  his  patient's  death:  the  king  already 
Hath  married  the  fair  lady. 

Sar,  Would  he  hadi 

Snf.  May  you  be  happ^  in  your  wish,  my  lord! 
For,  I  profess,  you  have  it. 

Sur,  Now,  all  my  joy 

Trace  the  conjunction! 

Buf,  Hij  amen  lo't! 

Nor,  All  men's  I 

Buf,  There's  order  given  for  her  coronation: 
Many,  this  is  yet  but  young,  and  may  bo  left 
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To  some  ears  unrecounted.    But,  my  lords, 

She  is  a  gallaut  creature,  and  complete 

In  mind  and  feature:  I  persuade  me,  from  her  50 

Will  fall  some  blessing  to  this  land,  which  slmll 

In  it  be  memorized. 

8ur.  But,  will  the  king 

Digest  this  letter  of  the  cardinal's? 
The  Lord  forbid! 

JV(W.  Marry,  amen ! 

8uf.  No,  no; 

There  be  moe  wasps  that  buzz  about  his  nose 
Will  make  this  sting  the  sooner.    Cardinal  Campcius 
Is  stol'n  away  to  Rome;  hath  ta'cn  no  leave; 
Has  left  the  cause  o'  the  king  unhand  led;  and 
Is  posted,  as  the  agent  of  our  caixliual, 
To  second  all  his  plot.    I  do  assui-c  you  60 

The  king  cried  Ha!  at  this. 

Cham.  Now,  Gk)d  incense  him, 

And  let  him  cry  Hal  louder! 

Kor.  But,  my  lord. 

When  returns  Cranmer? 

Suf.  He  is  return'd  in  his  opinions;  which 
Have  satisfied  the  king  for  his  divorce, 
Together  with  all  famous  colleges 
Almost  in  Christendom:  shortly.  I  l)elieve, 
His  second  marriage  shall  be  publish*d,  and 
Her  coronation.    Katharine  no  more 
8hall  be  caird  queen,  but  princess  dowager  70 

And  widow  to  Prince  Arthur. 

lior.  This  same  Cranmer*8 

A  worthj  fellow,  and  hath  ta*en  much  paj;i 
In  the  kmg^s  business. 

8u^.    "  He  has;  and  we  shall  see  him 

For  It  an  archbishop. 

JVbr.  So  I  hear. 

Suf.  'Tis  so. 

The  cardinal! 

Enter  Wolset  and  Crosiwell. 

Nor.  Obsei*ve,  observe,  he's  moody. 

Wol.  The  packet,  Cromwell, 
Gave't  you  the  king? 

Crom.  To  his  own  hand,  in's  bedchamber. 

Wol.  Look'd  he  o*  the  inside  of  the  paper? 

Crom.  Presently 

He  did  unseal  them:  and  the  first  he  Tiew'd, 
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Ho  did  it  with  a  serious  mind;  a  heed  80 

Was  in  his  countenance.    You  ho  bade 
Attend  him  hero  this  morning. 

Wd,  Is  he  ready 

To  come  abroad? 

Crom,  I  think,  by  this  he  is. 

Wol,  Leave  mo  awhile.  \ExiU  OjwntMU, 

[Asiile.]  It  shall  be  to  the  Duchess  of  Alen9on, 
The  French  kincr's  sister :  he  shall  marry  her. 
Anne  BuUenl    So;  I'll  no  Anne  Bullens  for  him: 
There's  more  in't  than  fair  visage.    BuUenl 
No,  we'll  no  Bullens.     Bpecdily  I  wish 
To  hear  from  Rome.    The  Marchioness  of  Pembroke!    90 

Nor,  He*s  discontented. 

8uf.  May  be,  he  hears  the  king 

Does  whet  his  anger  to  him. 

SuK  Sharp  enough, 

Lord,  for  thy  justice! 

Wol.  [Asiae]  The  late  queen's  gentlewoman,  a  knight's 
daughter, 
To  be  her  mistress'  mistress!  the  queen's  queen! 
This  candle  biuns  not  clear:  'tis  I  must  snuff  it; 
Then  out  it  goes.    What  though  I  know  her  virtuous 
And  well  deserving?  yet  I  know  her  for 
A  spleeny  Lutheran ;  and  not  wholesome  to 
Our  cause,  that  she  should  lie  i'  the  bosom  of  100 

Our  hard-ruled  king.     Again,  there  is  sprung  up 
An  heretic,  an  arch  one,  Cranmer;  one 
Hath  crawl'd  into  the  favour  of  the  king, 
And  is  his  oracle. 

Nor.  ^  He  is  vex'd  at  something. 

Sur.  I  would  twere  something  that  would  fret  the  string. 
The  master-cord  on's  heart! 

Enter  the  King,  reading  of  a  scJiedule,  and  Lovkll. 

Suf.  The  kine,  the  king! 

King.  What  piles  of  wealth  hath  he  accumulated 
To  his  own  portion!  and  what  expense  by  the  hour 
Seems  to  flow  from  him!    How,  i'  the  name  of  thrift, 
Does  he  rake  this  together?    Now,  my  lords,  110 

Saw  you  the  cardinal? 

Nor.  My  lord,  we  have 

Stood  here  observing  him:  some  strange  commotion 
Is  in  his  brain:  he  bites  his  lip,  and  starts; 
Stops  or^  a  sudden,  looks  upon  the  ground. 
Then  lays  his  finger  on  his  temple;  straight 
Springs  out  into  fast  gait;  then  stops  again. 
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ft 

Strikes  his  breas);  hard,  aod  anon  ho  casts 

His  eye  against  the  moon :  in  most  strange  postures 

We  have  seen  him  set  himself. 

King,  It  may  well  be ; 

There  is  a  mutiny  in*s  mind.    This  morning  120 

Papers  of  state  he  sent  me  to  peruse, 
As  I  required :  and  wot  you  what  I  found 
There, — on  my  conscience,  put  unwittingly? 
Forsooth,  an  mvcntory,  thus  importing; 
The  several  parcels  of  his  plate,  his  treasure, 
Rich  stuffs,  and  ornaments  of  household;  which 
I  find  at  sucli  proud  rate,  that  it  out-speaks 
Possession  of  a  subject. 

Nor.  It's  heaven's  will: 

Some  spirit  put  this  paper  in  the  packet, 
To  bless  your  eye  withal. 

King.  If  we  did  think  180 

His  contemplation  were  above  the  earth. 
And  fix'd  on  spiritual  object,  he  should  still 
Dwell  in  his  musings:  but  I  am  afraid 
His  thinkings  are  l^low  the  moon,  not  worth 
His  serious  considering. 

[King  takes  Ms  x<U;  ichispen  LoveU,  tcho  goes  to  the 

Caj'dinaL 

Wol,  Heaven  forgive  me! 

Ever  God  bless  your  highness! 

King.  Good  my  lord, 

You  are  full  of  heavenly  stuff,  and  bear  tlie  inventory 
Of  your  best  graces  in  your  mind;  the  which 
You  were  now  running  o'er:  you  have  scarce  time 
To  steal  from  spiritual  leisure  a  brief  span  140 

To  keep  your  earthly  audit:  sure,  in  that  ' 
I  deem  you  an  ill  husband,  and  am  glad 
To  have  you  therein  my  companion. 

Wol.  Sir, 

For  holy  offices  I  have  a  time;  a  time 
To  think  upon  the  part  of  business  which 
I  bear  i*  the  state;  and  nature  does  require 
Her  times  of  preservation,  which  perforce 
I,  her  frail  son,  amongst  my  brethren  mortal. 
Must  give  my  tcndcncc  to. 

King.  You  have  said  well. 

Wol.  And  ever  may  your  highness  yoke  together.      150 
As  I  will  lend  you  cause,  my  doing  well 
With  my  well  saying! 

King.  'Tis  well  said  again;  • 

And  'tis  a  kind  of  good  deed  to  say  well : 
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,"» 

And  jet  words  are  no  deeds.    My  father  loved  you: 
He  said  he  did;  and  with  his  deed  jiid  crown  ^ 

His  word  upon  you.     Since  I  had  my  office, 
1  have  kept  you  next  my  heart :  have  not  alone 
Eraploy'd  you  where  high  profits  might  come  home, 
But  pared  my  present  havings,  to  bestow 
Mv  bounties  upon  you. 
^WoL  [Aside]  What  should  this  mean?  ICO 

Sur.  [Atide]  The  Lord  increase  this  business  I 
King.  Have  I  not  made  you 

The  prime  man  of  the  state?    I  pray  you,  tell  me, 
If  what  I  now  pronounce  you  have  found  true: 
And,  if  you  may  confess  it,  say  withal, 
If  you  are  bound  to  us  or  no.     What  s«iy  you? 

Wbl.  My  sovereign,  I  confess  your  royal  graces, 
Shower'd  on  me  daily,  have  been  more  than  could 
My  studied  purposes  requite;  which  went 
Beyond  all  man's  endeavours:  my  endeavours 
Have  ever  come  too  short  of  my  desires,  170 

Yet  filed  with  my  abilities:  mine  own  ends 
Have  been  mine  so  that  evermore  they  pointed 
To  the  good  of  your  most  sacred  person  and 
The  profit  of  the  state.     For  your  |ncat  graces 
Heaped  upon  me,  poor  undescrvcr,  I 
Can  nothing  render  but  allegiant  thanks. 
My  prayers  to  heaven  for  you»  my  loyalty, 
W  hich  ever  has  and  ever  shall  be  growing, 
Till  death,  that  winter,  kill  it. 

Kinff.  Fairly  answer'd ; 

A  loyal  and  obedient  subject  is  180 

Therein  illustrated;  the  honour  of  it 
Docs  pay  the  act  of  it;  as,  i*  the  contrary, 
The  foulness  is  the  punishment.     I  presume 
That,  as  my  hand  has  opened  bounty  to  you, 
My  heart  dropped  love,  my  power  rain'd  honour,  more 
On  you  than  any;  so  your  hand  and  heart, 
Your  brain,  ana  every  function  of  your  power, 
Should,  notwithstanding  that  your  bond  of  duty, 
As  'twere  in  love's  particular,  be  more 
To  inc,  your  friend,  than  any. 

Wbl.  I  do  profess  190 

That  for  your  highness'  good  I  ever  labour'd 
More  than  mine  own;f  that  am,  have,  and  will  be — 
Though  all  the  world  should  crack  their  duty  to  you, 
^A.nd  throw  it  from  their  soul;  though  iktIIs  (lid 
Abound,  as  thick  as  thought  could  make  'em,  and 
Appear  in  forms  more  horrid, — ^yct  ray  duty, 
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As  doth  A  rock  against  the  chiding  flood, 
811i»iild  the  approach  of  this  wild  river  break. 
And  stand  unshaken  yours. 

Kin/f.  'Tis  nobly  spoken : 

Take  notice,  lords,  he  has  a  loyal  breast,  200 

For  you  have  seen  him  open *t.     Read  o'er  this: 

[O icing  him  papers. 
And  after,  this;  and  then  to  breakfast  with 
What  appetite  you  have. 

[Eril  King,  frowning  tipon  Cardinal  Woisey:  the 
NobUs  throng  after  him,  smiling  and  wfiispering. 

Wot.  What  should  this  mean? 

What  sudden  anger's  this?  how  have  I  reap'd  it? 
He  parted  frowning  from  rae,  as  if  ruin 
Leap'd  from  his  eyes:  so  looks  the  chafed  lion 
Upon  the  daring  huntsman  tliat  has  gnll'd  him; 
Tlien  makes  him  nothing.     I  must  read  this  paper; 
1  fear,  the  story  of  his  anger.     *Tis  so; 
This  paper  has  undone  me:  'tis  the  account  210 

Of  all  tliat  world  of  wealth  I  have  drawn  together 
For  mine  own  ends;  indeed,  to  gain  the  popedom. 
And  fee  my  friends  in  Rome.     O  neffligence! 
Fit  for  a  fool  to  fall  by:  what  cross  devil 
Made  me  put  this  main  secret  in  the  packet 
I  sent  the  king?    Is  there  no  way  to  cure  this?  • 

No  new  device  to  beat  this  from  his  bniins? 
I  know  'twill  stir  him  strongly;  yet  I  know 
A  way.  if  it  take  ri!?ht,  in  spite  of  fortune 
Will  bring  me  oflf  again.     What's  this?     **  To  the  Popel" 
The  letter,  as  I  live,  with  all  the  business  221 

I  writ  to's  holiness.     Nay  then,  farewell! 
I  have  toucird  the  highest  point  of  all  my  greatness; 
And,  from  that  full  meridian  of  my  glory, 
I  haste  now  to  my  scttin^j:  I  shall  fall 
Like  a  bright  exhalation  in  the  evening. 
And  no  man  see  me  more. 

lic-cnter  to  Wolsey,  the  Dukes  of  Norfolk  and  Suffolk, 
the  Earl  of  Si  hrey,  and  tlie  Lord  Chamberlain. 

Nor.  Hear  the  king's  pleasure,  cardinal:  who  commands  \ 

you 
To  render  up  the  great  seal  presently 
Into  our  hands;  and  to  confine  yourself  230 

To  Asher  House,  my  Lord  of  Winchester's, 
Till  you  hear  further  from  his  highness.  # 

Tm.  Stay : 

Where's  your  commission,  lords?  words  cannot  carry 
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Authority  so  weighty. 

8uf.  Who  dare  cross  'em, 

Bearing  the  king^s  will  from  his  mouth  expressly? 

Wol.  Till  I  fiud  more  than  will  or  words  to  do  it, 
I  mean  your  malice,  know,  officious  lords, 
I  dare  and  must  deny  it.    Now  I  feel 
Of  what  coarse  metal  ye  arc  moulded,  envy: 
How  eagerly  ye  follow  my  disgraces,  240 

As  if  it  led  ye!  and  how  sleek  and  wanton 
Ye  appear  in  every  thing  may  bring  my  ruin  I 
Follow  your  envious  courses,  men  of  malice; 
You  have  Christian  warrant  for  'em,  and,  no  doubt. 
In  time  will  find  their  fit  rewards.    That  seal, 
You  ask  with  such  a  violence,  the  king. 
Mine  and  your  master,  with  his  own  hand  gave  me; 
Bade  me  enjoy  it,  with  the  place  and  honours. 
During  my  life;  and,  to  confirm  his  goodness. 
Tied  it  bv'  letters  patents:  now,  who'll  take  it?  250 

Sar,  ^he  king,  that  gave  it. 

Wol.  It  must  be  himself,  then. 

8nr.  Thou  art  a  proud  traitor,  priest. 

Wol.  Proud  lord,  thou  Uest: 

Within  these  forty  hours  Surrey  durst  better 
Have  burnt  that  tongue  than  said  so. 

8ur.  Thy  ambition. 

Thou  scarlet  sin,  robb'd  this  bewailing  land 
Of  noble  Buckingliam,  mv  father-in-law: 
The  heads  of  all  thy  brother  cardinals. 
With  thee  and  all  thy  best  parts  bound  together. 
Weighed  not  a  hair  of  his.     Plague  of  your  policy  1 
You  sent  me  deputy  for  Ireland;  280 

Far  from  his  succour,  from  the  king,  from  all 
That  might  have  mercy  on  the  fault  thou  ^avest  him; 
Whilst  your  great  goodness,  out  of  holy  pity. 
Absolved  him  with  an  axe. 

Wol.  This,  and  all  else 

This  talking  lord  can  lay  upon  my  credit, 
I  answer  is  most  false.  ,  The  duke  by  law 
Found  hi^ deserts:  how  innocent  I  was 
From  any  private  malice  in  his  end. 
His  noble  jury  and  foul  cause  can  witness. 
If  I  loved  many  words,  lord,  I  should  tell  you  270 

You  have  as  little  honesty  as  honour. 
That  in  the  way  of  loyalt}'  and  truth 
Toward  tlie  king,  •  my  ever  royal  master. 
Dare  mate  a  sounder  man  than  Surrey  can  be, 
And  all  that  love  his  follies. 
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Sur.  By  my  soul, 

Your  long  coat,  priest,  protects  you ;  thou  shouldst  feci 
My  sword  i'  the  life-blood  of  thee  else.    My  lords, 
Cim  ye  endure  to  hear  this  arrogance? 
And  from  this  fellow?    If  we  live  thus  tamely. 
To  be  thus  jaded  by  a  piece  of  scarlet,  280 

^  Farewell  nobility;  let  his  grace  go  forward, 
'  And  dare  us  with  his  cap  like  larks. 

Wd.  All  goodness 

Is  poison  to  thy  stomach. 

JSur,  Yes,  that  goodness 

Of  gleaming  all  the  land's  wealth  into  one. 
Into  your  own  hands,  cardinal,  bv  extortion; 
The  goodness  of  your  intercepted  packets 
You  writ  to  the  pope  agaiust  the  king:  your  goodness. 
Since  you  provoke  mc,  shall  be  most  notorious. 
My  Lord  of  Norfolk,  as  you  arc  truly  noble, 
As  you  respect  the  common  good,  the  state  _         290 

Of  our  despised  nobility,  our  issues,  "" 

Who,  if  lie  live,  will  scarce  be  gentlemen. 
Produce  the  grand  sum  of  his  sms,  the  articles 

Collected  from  his  life.     1*11  startle  you  : 

Worse  than  the  sacring  bell,  when  the  brown  wench  h 

Lay  kissing  in  your  arms,  lord  cardinal.        '  1 

Wol.  How  much,  methinks,  I  could  despise  this  man,  ^ 

But  that  I  am  bound  in  charity  against  it! 

Nor.  Those  articles,  my  lord,  are  in  the  king^s  hand: 
But,  thus  much,  they  arc  foul  ones. 

Wol.  •  So  much  fairer        800 

And  spotless  shall  mine  innocence  arise. 
When  the  king  knows  my  truth. 

Sur.  This  cannot  save  you: 

I  thank  my  memory,  I  yet  remember 
Some  of  these  articles;  and  out  tlicy  shall. 
Now.  if  you  can  blush  and  cry  **  guilty,"  cardinal. 
You'll  show  a  little  honesty. 

Wol.  Speak  on,  sir; 

I  dare  your  worst  objections:  if  I  blush,  • 

It  is  to  see  a  nobleman  want  manners. 

/:>'()'.  I  had  rather  want  those  than  my  head.     Have  at 
you  I 
First,  that,  without  the  king's  assent  or  knowledge,      310 
You  wrought  to  be  a  legate;  by  which  power 
You  maim'd  the  jurisdiction  or  all  bishops. 

Nor,  Then,  that  in  all  you  writ  to  Rome,  or  else 
To  foreign  princes,  **  Ego  ct  Rex  meus" 
Was  still  inscribed;  in  which  you  brought  the  king 
To  bo  your  servant. 
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8uf,  Then  that,  without  the  knowledge 

Either  of  king  or  council,  when  you  went 
Ambassador  to  the  emperor,  you  made  bold 
To  carry  into  Flanders  the  great  seal. 

Bar,  Item,  you  seat  a  large  commission  830 

To  Gregory  de  Cassado,  to  conclude, 
Without  the  king's  will  or  the  state's  allowance, 
A  league  between  his  highness  and  Ferrara. 

8uf,  That,  out  of  mere  ambition,  you  have  caused 
Your  hoh'  hat  to  be  stamp'd  on  the  king's  coin. 

8ur.  Tnen  that  you  have  sent  innumerable  substance — 
By  what  means  got,  I  leave  to  your  o^vn  conscience — 
To  furnish  Rome,  and  to  prepare  the  ways 
You  have  for  dignities;  to  the  mere  undoing 
Of  all  the  kingdom.     Many  more  there  are;  880 

Which,  since  they  are  of  you,  and  odious, 
I  will  not  taint  my  mouth  with. 

Cham.  O  my  lord. 

Press  not  a  falling  man  too  far!  'tis  virtue: 
His  faults  lie  open  to  the  laws;  let  them. 
Not  you,  correct  him.    My  heart  weeps  to  see  him 
So  little  of  his  great  self. 

Sur,  I  forgive  him. 

8af.  Lord  cardinal,  the  king's  further  pleasure  is, 
Because  all  those  things  you  have  done  of  late. 
By  vour  power  legatine,  within  this  kingdom. 
Fall  into  the  compass  of  a  praemunire,  840 

That  therefore  such  a  writ  be  sued  against  you; 
To  forfeit  all  your  goods,  lands,  tenements, 
Cliattcls,  and  whatsoever,  and  to  be 
Out  of  the  king's  protection.     This  is  my  charge. 

Nor,  And  so  we'll  leave  you  to  your  meditations 
How  to  live  better.    For  your  stubborn  answer 
About  tlie  giving  back  the  great  seal  to  us. 
The  king  shall  know  it,  and,  no  doubt,  shall  thank  you. 
8o  fare  you  well,  my  little  good  lord  cardinal. 
'  [Exeunt  all  but  WoUey.    850 

Wol.  So  farewell  to  the  little  good  you  bear  me. 
Farewell!  a  long  farewell,  to  all  my  greatness! 
This  is  the  state  of  man:  to-day  he  puts  forth 
The  tender  leaves  of  hopes;  to-morrow  blossoms, 
And  bears  his  blushing  honours  thick  upon  him; 
The  third  day  comes  a  frost,  a  killing  frost. 
And,  when  he  thinks,  good  easy  man,  full  surely 
His  greatness  is  a-ripening,  nips  his  root. 
And  then  lie  falls,  as  I  do.    I  have  ventured, 
Like  little  wanton  hoys  that  swim  on  bladders, 
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This  many  summers  in  a  sea  of  ^lory,  860 

But  far  beyond  my  depth:  my  high-blown  pride 

At  length  broke  under  me  and  uow  has  left  me. 

Weary  and  old  with  service,  to  the  mercy 

Of  a  rude  stream,  that  must  for  ever  hide  me. 

Vain  pomp  and  glory  of  this  world,  I  hate  ye : 

I  feel  my  heart  new  open'd.     O.  how  wretched 

Is  that  poor  man  that  hangs  on  prince's  favours! 

There  is,  betwixt  that  smile  we  would  aspire  to. 

That  sweet  aspect  of  princes,  and  their  ruin. 

More  pangs  and  fears  than  wars  or  women  have:  870 

And  when  he  falls^  he  falls  like  Lucifer, 

Never  to  hope  again. 

Enter  CRoarwELL,  and  stands  amazed. 

Why,  how  now,  Cromwell! 

Cram,  I  have  no  power  to  speak,  sir. 

Wbl.  What,  amazed 

At  my  misfortunes?  can  thy  spirit  wonder 
A  great  man  should  decline?    X^ay,  an  you  weep, 
I  am  fall'n  indeed. 

Crom.  IIow  does  your  grace? 

Wol.  Why,  well; 

Never  so  truly  happy,  my  good  Cromwell. 
I  know  myself  now;  and  1  feel  within  me 
A  peace  above  all  earthly  dignities, 
A  still  and  quiet  conscience.    The  king  has  cured  me,  880 
I  humbly  thank  his  grace;  and  from  these  shoulders. 
These  ruin'd  pillars,  out  of  pity,  taken 
A  load  would  sink  a  navy,  too  much  honour: 
O,  ^tis  a  burthen,  Cromwell,  *tis  a  burthen 
Too  heavy  for  a  roan  that  hopes  for  heaven! 

Crom.  I  am  glad  your  grace  has  made  that  right  use  of  it 

Wol.  I  hopje  1  have :  I  am  able  now,  methlnks, 
Out  of  a  fortitude  of  soul  I  feel, 
To  endure  more  miseries  and  greater  far 
Than  my  weak-heart«d  enemies  dare  offer.  800 

What  news  abroad? 

Crom.  The  heaviest  and  the  worst 

Is  your  displeasure  with  the  king. 

Wol.  God  bless  him! 

Crom.  The  next  is,  that  Sir  Thomas  More  is  chosen 
Lord  chancellor  in  your  place. 

Wol.  That's  somewhat  sudden : 

But  he's  a  learned  man.    May  he  conlinue 
Long  in  his  highness'  favour,  and  do  justice     f 
For  truth's  sake  and  his  conscience;  that  his  bones, 
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Wlicn  he  bas  run  his  course  and  sleeps  in  blessings, 

Mny  have  a  tomb  of  orphans*  tears  wept  on  'em ! 

What  more?  400 

Grom.        That  Cranmer  is  return'd  with  welcome, 
Instaird  lord  archbishop  of  Canterbury, 

Wol,  That's  news  indeed. 
.     Crom.  Last,  that  the  lady  Anne, 

'  Whom  the  kin^  hath  in  secrecy  long  man'ied, 
This  day  was  vicwM  in  open  as  his  queen, 
Going  to  chapel;  and  the  voice  is  now 
Only  about  her  coronation. 

Wd,  There  was  the  weight  that  pull'd  mc  down.    O 
Cromwell, 
Tlie  king  has  gone  beyond  me:  all  my  glories 
In  that  one  woman  I  have  lost  for  ever:  410 

No  sun  shall  ever  usher  forth  mine  honours. 
Or  gild  again  the  noble  troops  that  waited 
Upon  my  smiles.    Go,  get  thee  from  me,  Cromwell; 
I  am  a  poor  fall'n  man,  unworthy  now 
To  be  thy  lord  and  master:  seek  the  king; 
That  sun,  I  pray,  may  never  set!    I  have  told  him 
What  and  how  true  thou  art:  he  will  advance  thee; 
Some  little  memory  of  me  will  stir  him — 
I  know  his  noble  nature — not  to  let 

Thy  hopeful  service  perish  too:  good  Cromwell,  420 

Neglect  him  not;  make  use  now,  and  provide 
For  thine  own  future  safety. 

Crom.  O  my  lord, 

Must  I,  then,  leave  you?  must  I  needs  forego 
So  good,  so  noble  and  so  true  a  master? 
Bear  witness,  all  that  have  not  hearts  of  iron. 
With  what  a  sorrow  Cromwell  leaves  his  lord. 
The  king  shall  have  my  service ;  but  my  prayers 
For  ever  and  for  ever  shall  be  yours. 

Wol.  Cromwell,  I  did  not  think  to  shed  a  tear 
In  all  my  miseries;  but  thou  hast  forced  me,  430 

Out  of  thy  honest  truth,  to  play  the  woman. 
Let's  dry  our  eyes:  and  thus  far  hear  me,  Cromwell; 
And,  when  I  am  forgotten,  as  I  shall  be. 
And  sleep  in  dull  cold  marble,  where  no  mention 
Of  me  more  must  be  heard  of,  say,  I  taught  thee, 
Say,  Wolsey,  that  once  trod  tlie  ways  of  glory. 
And  sounded  all  the  depths  and  shoals  of  honour. 
Found  thee  a  way,  out  of  his  wreck,  to  rise  in ; 
A  sure  and  safe  one,  though  thy  master  miss'd  it. 
Mark  but  my  fall,  and  that  that  ruin'd  me.  440 

Cromwell,  I  charge  thee,  fling  away  ambition : 


I1 

712  KING  HBNRY  VIII.  [act  iv, 

• 

Bv  that  siQ  fell  the  angels;  how  can  man,  then. 

The  image  of  his  Maker,  hope  to  win  by  it? 

Love  tliyself  last:  cherish  those  hearts  that  hate  thee; 

Corruption  wins  not  more  than  honesty. 

Still  in  thy  right  hand  carry  gentle  peace, 

To  silence  envious  tongues.     Be  just,  and  fear  not: 

Let  all  the  ends  thou  aim'st  at  be  thy  country's. 

Thy  God's,  and  truth's;  then  if  thou  fall'st,  O  Cromwell. 

Thou  fall'st  a  blessed  martyr!    Serve  the  king;  450 

And, — prithee,  lead  me  in : 

There  take  an  inventory  of  all  I  have, 

To  the  last  penny;  'tis  the  king's:  my  robe, 

And  my  integrity  to  heaven,  is  all 

I  dare  now  call  mine  own.    O  Cromwell,  Cromwell  I 

Had  I  but  served  my  God  with  half  the  zeal 

I  served  my  king,  lie  would  not  in  mine  age 

Have  left  me  naked  to  mine  enemies. 

Crom,  Good  sir,  have  patience. 

Wol.  So  I  have.    Farewell  450 

The  hopes  of  court  I  my  hopes  in  heaven  do  dwell.  [^Exeitnt 
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ACT  IV. 

Scene  I.    A  street  in  Westminster, 

Enter  two  Gkntlemen,  meeUng  one  anoHier. 

First  Oent.  You're  well  met  once  again. 

8ec.  Oent,  So  are  you. 

First  Gent,  You  come  to  take  your  stand  here,  and  be- 
hold 
The  Lady  Anne  pass  from  her  coronation?  i 

Sec.  Gent,  'Tis  all  my  business.    At  our  last  encounter, 
The  Duke  of  Buckingham  came  from  his  trial. 

First  Gent  'Tis  very  true :  but  that  time  offer'd  sorrow ; 
This,  general  Joy. 

See.  Gent.         Tis  well:  the  citizens,  I 

I  am  sure,  have  shown  at  full  their  royal  minds —  I 

As,  let  'em  have  their  rights,  tliey  are  ever  forward —  1 

In  celebration  of  this  day  with  shows,  10 

Faeeants  and  sights  of  honour. 

First  Gent,  Never  greater, 

Nor,  I'll  assure  you,  better  taken,  sir. 

See.  Gent.  May  I  be  bold  to  ask  what  that  contains, 
That  paper  in  your  hand? 

First  Gent.  Yes;  'tis  the  list 

Of  those  that  claim  their  offices  this  day 
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By  custom  of  the^  coronation. 
The  Duke  of  Suffolk  is  the  first,  and  cinims 
To  be  high-steward;  next,  the  Duke  of  Norfolk, 
Ue  to  be  carl  marshal*,  you  may  read  the  rest. 

Sec,  Oent  I  thank  you,  sir:  had  I  not  known  those  cus- 
toms, 20 
I  should  have  been  beholding  to  your  paper. 
But,  I  beseech  you,  what's  become  of  Katharine, 
The  princess  dowager?  how  goes  her  business? 

First  OeiU.  That  I  can  tell  you  too.     The  Archbishop 
Of  Canterbury,  accompanied  with  other 
Learned  and  reverend  fathers  of  his  order, 
Held  a  late  court  at  Dunstable,  six  miles  off 
From  Ampthill  where  the  princess  lay;  to  which 
She  was  often  cited  by  them,  but  appeared  not ; 
And,  to  be  short,  for  not  appearance  and  80 

The  king!s  late  scruple,  by  the  main  assent 
Of  all  these  learned  men  she  was  divorced. 
And  the  late  marriage  made  of  none  effect: 
Since  which  she  was  removed  to  Kimbolton, 
Where  she  remains  now  sick. 

See.  Gent.  Alas,  good  lady!    [TnimpeU. 

The  trumpets  sound:  stand  close,  the  queen  is  coming. 

[Uautbay$, 

THE  ORDER  OP  THE  CORONATION. 

1.  A  Udeiy  flourish  of  Trumpets. 

2.  Then,  two  Judges. 

8.  Lord  Chancellor,  with  the  purse  and  mace  before  him. 

4.  Choristers,  singing.  {Music. 

5.  Mayor  of  London,  bearing  the  mace.     Then  Garter,  in 

nis  coat  afarm%  and  on  his  head  a  gilt  capper  crown. 

6.  Marquess  Dorset,  bearing  a  sceptre  of  gold,  on  his  head 

a  demi-eoronal  of  gold.  With  htm,  the  Earl  of  Surrey, 
bearing  the  rod  of  silver  toith  the  dove,  crowned  tvith  an 
earTs  coronet.     Collars  of  SS. 

7.  Duke  of  SuPFOLK,  in  hu  robe  of  estate,  his  coronet  on 

his  head,  bearinga  long  white  wand,  as  high-stetoard. 
With  him,  the  Duke  of  Norfolk,  with  the  rod  of 
marshalihip,  a  coronet  on  his  head.     Collars  of  SS. 

8.  A  canopy  borne  by  four  of  the  Cinque -ports;  under  it, 

the  Queen  in  her  robe;  in  her  hair  richly  adorned  with 
pearl,  crowned.     On  each  side  her,  the  Bishops  of 
London  and  Winchester. 
0.  The  old  Duchess  of  Norfolk,   in  a  coronal  of  gotd, 
tsrovght  with  flowers,  bearing  the  Quecn*s  train. 
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10.  Certain  Ladies  or  Countesses,  toilk  plain  circlets  of  gold 
ttUhoui  fiowers. 

They  paM  oter  (he  stage  in  order  and  state. 

See.  Gent.  A.  royal  train,  believe  me.     Tliesc  I  know: 
Who's  that  that  bears  the  sceptre? 

First  Gent.  Marquess  Dorset : 

And  tliat  the  Earl  of  Surrey,  with  the  rod. 

See.  Gent.  A  bold  brave  gentleman.     That  should  be  40 
The  Duke  of  Suffolk? 

First  Gent.  Tis  the  same:  hi^h-steward. 

See.  Gent.  And  that  my  Lord  of  Norfolk? 

First  Gent.  Yes. 

See.  Gent,  Heaven  bless  thee  I 

[Looking  on  the  Queen. 
Thou  hast  the  sweetest  face  I  ever  look'don. 
Sir,  as  I  have  a  soul,  she  is  an  angel ; 
Our  king  has  all  the  Indies  in  his  arms, 
And  more  and  richer,  when  he  strains  that  lady: 
I  cannot  blame  his  conscience. 

First  Gent.  They  that  bear 

The  cloth  of  honour  over  her,  are  four  barons 
Of  the  Cinque-ports. 

Sec.  Gent.  Those  men  arc  happy;  and  so  arc  all  are  near 
her.  60 

I  take  it,  she  that  carries  up  the  train 
Is  that  old  noble  lady,  Duchess  of  Norfolk. 

First  Gent.  It  is;  and  all  the  rest  are  countesses. 

Sec.  Gent.  Their  coronets  say  so.    These  are  stars  indeed ; 
And  sometimes  falling  ones. 

Mrst  Gent.  No  more  of  that. 

[Shot  procession,  and  Hien  a  great  flourish  of  trumpets. 

Enter  a  third  Grentleman. 

First  Gent.  God  save  you,  sir!   where  have  you  been 
broiling? 

Third  Gent.  Among  the  crowd  i'  the  Abbey;  where  a 
finger 
Could  not  be  wedged  in  more:  I  am  stifled 
With  the  mere  rankness  of  their  joy. 

Sec.  Gent.  You  saw 

The  ceremony? 

Third  Gent.  That  I  did. 

First  Gent.  How  was  it?  60 

Thtrd  Gent.  Well  worth  the  seeing. 

See.  Gent.  Good  sir,  speak  it  to  ut. 
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Third  OerU,  As  well  as  I  am  able.    The  rich  stream 
Of  lords  and  ladies,  baving  brought  the  queen 
To  a  prepared  place  in  the  choir,  fell  off 
A  distance  from  her;  while  her  grace  sat  down 
To  rest  awhile,  some  half  an  hour  or  so, 
In  a  rich  chair  of  state,  opposing  freely 
The  beauty  of  her  person  to  the  people. 
B.Mievc  mc,  sir,  slie  is  the  goodliest  woman 
That  ever  lay  by  man:  which  when  the  people  70 

H:ul  the  full  view  of,  such  a  noise  arose 
As  the  shrouds  make  at  sea  in  a  still  tempest. 
As  loud,  and  to  as  many  tunes:  hats,  cloaks, — 
Doublets,  I  think, — flew  up;  and  had  their  faces 
Been  loose,  this  day  they  had  been  losL    8uch  Joy 
1  never  saw  before.     Great-bellied  women, 
That  had  not  hall  a  week  to  go,  like  rams 
In  the  old  time  of  war,  would  shake  the  press. 
And  make  'em  reel  before  'em.    No  man  living 
Coiild  say  "This  is  my  wife"  there;  all  were  woven 
So  strangely  in  one  piece.  80 

S."c.  Gent.  But,  what  followed? 

T/iird  Qent.  At  length  her  grace  rose,  and  with  modest 
paces 
Came  to  the  altar;  where  she  kneel'd,  and  saintlike 
Cast  her  fair  ejes  to  heaven  and  pray'd  devoutly. 
Then  rose  again  and  bow*d  her  to  the  people: 
When  by  the  Archbishop  of  Canterbury 
She  had  all  the  royal  makings  of  a  queen; 
As  holy  oil,  Edward  Confessor's  crown. 
The  rod,  and  bird  of  peace,  and  all  such  emblems 
Laid  noblv  on  her:  which  performed,  the  choir,  90 

With  all  the  choicest  music  of  the  kingdom. 
Together  sung  **  Te  Deum."    So  she  parted. 
And  with  the  same  full  state  paced  back  again 
To  York-place,  where  the  feast  is  held. 

Fir9t  Gent.  Sir, 

.You  must  no  more  call  it  York-place,  that's  past; 
.  For.  since  the  cardinal  fell,  that  title's  lost: 
* Tis  now  the  king's,  and  call'd  Whitehall. 

Third  Gent.  I  know  it; 

But  'tis  so  lately  alter'd,  that  the  old  name 
Is  fresh  about  mc. 

Sec.  Gent,  What  two  reverend  bishops 

Were  those  that  went  on  each  side  of  the  queen?  100 

T/iird  Gent,  Stokeslj  and  Gardiner;  the  one  of  Winches- 
ter, 
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Newly  preferr'd  from  the  king's  secretary, 
The  other,  London. 

JSee.  Gent,  He  of  Winchester 

Is  held  no  great  good  lover  of  the  archbishop's, 
The  virtuous  Cranmer. 

Third  OefU.  All  the  land  knows  that: 

However,  yet  there  is  no  great  breach ;  when  it  comes, 
Cranmer  will  fmd  a  friend  will  not  shrink  from  him. 

*S«5.  Gent.  Who  may  that  be,  I  pray  you? 

Third  Gent.  Thomas  Cromwell; 

A  man  in  much  esteem  with  the  kine,  and  truly 
A  worthy  friend.    The  king  has  made  him  master         110 
O'  the  jewel  house, 
And  one,  already,  of  the  privy  council. 

See.  Gent.  He  will  deserve  more. 

T/iird  Gent.  Yes,  without  all  doubt. 

Come,  gentlemen,  ye  shall  go  my  way,  which 
Is  to  the  court,  and  there  ye  shall  l)e  my  guests: 
Something  I  can  command.    As  I  walk  thither, 
I'll  tell  ye  more. 

Both.  You  may  command  us,  sir.  [Ejeeunt. 

Scene  II.    KimboUon, 

Enter  Katharine,  Dmicager,  nek;  led  between  Griffith, 
Tier  gentleman  usher,  and  Patience,  her  lootnan, 

Grif.  How  does  your  grace? 

KatJi.  O  Griffith,  sick  to  death! 

My  legs,  like  loaden  branches,  bow  to  tlie  earth, 
willing  to  leave  their  burthen.     Rench  a  chair: 
So;  now,  methinks,  I  feel  a  little  ease. 
Didst  thou  not  tell  me,  Griffith,  as  thou  led'st  me, 
That  the  great  child  of  honour.  Cardinal  Wolscy, 
Was  dead? 

Grif.  Yes,  madam;  but  I  think  your  grace, 
Out  of  the  pain  you  suffer'd.  gave  no  ear  to't  I 

Kath,  Prithee,  ^ood  Griffith,  tell  me  how  he  died:  | 

If  well,  ho  slepp'd  before  me,  happily  iO 

For  mv  example. 

Grif.  Well,  the  voice  goes,  madam: 

For  after  the  stout  Earl  Northumberland 
Arrested  him  at  York,  and  brought  him  forward, 
As  a  man  sorely  tainted,  to  his  answer, 
He  fell  sick  suddenly,  and  grew  so  ill 
He  could  not  sit  his  mule. 

Ketth,  Alas,  poor  man  I 
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Grif,  At  last,  with  easy  roads,  he  came  to  Leicester, 
Lodged  in  the  abbey ;  where  the  reverend  abbot, 
With  all  his  covcut,  honourably  received  him; 
To  whom  he  gave  these  words,  **  O,  father  abbot,  20 

An  old  man,  broken  witii  the  storms  of  state. 
Is  come  to  lay  his  weary  bones  among  ye; 
Give  him  a  little  earth  for  charity! " 
So  went  to  bed;  where  eagerly  his  sickness 
Pursued  him  still:  and,  three  nights  after  this, 
About  the  hour  of  ci^ht,  which  he  himself 
Foretold  should  be  his  last,  full  of  repentance. 
Continual  meditations,  tears,  and  sorrows, 
He  gave  his  honours  to  the  world  again, 
His  blessed  part  to  heaven,  and  slept  in  peace.  30 

Kath.  So  mav  he  rest;  his  faults  lie  gently  on  him! 
Yet  thus  far,  Griffith,  give  me  leave  to  speak  him. 
And  yet  with  charity.     He  was  a  man 
Of  an  unbounded  stomach,  ever  ranking 
Himself  with  princes;  one  that,  by  suggestion, 
Tied  all  the  kingdom:  simony  was  fair-play; 
His  own  opinion  was  his  law :  i*  the  presence 
He  would  say  untruths;  and  be  ever  double 
Both  in  his  words  and  meaning:  he  was  never, 
But  where  he  meant  to  ruin,  pitiful:  40 

His  promises  were,  as  he  then  was,  mighty; 
But  his  performance,  as  he  is  now,  nothing: 
Of  his  own  body  he  was  ill,  and  gave 
The  clergy  ill  example. 

Grif,  Noble  madam. 

Men's  evil  manners  live  in  brass;  their  virtues 
We  write  m  water.     May  it  please  your  highness 
To  hear  me  speak  his  good  now? 

Kath.  Yes,  good  Griffith; 

I  were  maliciotis  else. 

GHf.  This  cardinal, 

Though  from  an  humble  stock,  undoubtedly 
Was  fashion'd  too  much  honour  from  his  cradle.  50 

He  was  a  scholar,  and  a  ripe  and  good  one;  . 
Exceeding  wise,  fair-spoken,  and  persuading: 
Lofty  and  sour  to  them  that  loved  him  not; 
But  to  those  men  that  sought  him  sweet  as  summer. 
And  though  he  were  unsatisfied  in  getting. 
Which  was  a  sin,  yet  in  bestowing,  madam, 
He  was  most  princely  ever  witness  for  him 
Those  twins  of  learning  that  he  raised  in  you, 
Ipswich  and  Oxford!  one  of  which  fell  with  him, 
Luwillmg  to  outlive  the  good  that  did  it;  60 
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The  other,  though  unfiDish'd,  yet  so  famous. 
So  excellent  in  art,  and  still  bo  rlsin<r. 
That  Christendom  shall  ever  speak  liis  virtue. 
His  overthrow  heap'd  happiness  upon  him ; 
Por  then,  and  not  till  then,  he  felt  himself. 
And  found  the  hlesseduess  of  hcing  little: 
And,  to  add  greater  honours  to  his  age 
Than  man  could  give  him,  he  died  fearing  God. 

Kath.  After  my  death  1  wish  no  other  herald. 
No  other  speaker  of  my  living  actions,  70 

To  keep  mine  honour  from  corruption. 
But  such  an  honest  chronicler  as  Griffith. 
Whom  I  most  hated  living,  thou  hast  made  me, 
Witli  thy  religious  truth  and  modesty. 
Now  in  his  ashes  honour:  peace  be  with  him! 
Patience,  be  near  mo  still;  and  set  me  lower: 
1  have  not  long  to  trouble  thee.    Good  Griffith, 
Cause  the  musicians  play  me  that  sad  note 
I  named  my  knell,  whilst  I  sit  meditating  79 

On  that  celestial  harmony  I  go  to.    [Siid  and  solemn  music. 

Grif.  She  is  asleep:  good  wench,  let's  sit  down  quiet, 
For  fear  we  wake  her:  softly,  gentle  Patience. 

The  Tision.  Entei\  solemnly  irippinq  one  after  another,  six 
personages,  clad  in  ichite  robes,  toearing  on  their  heads  gar- 
lands  of  bays,  and  golden  vizards  on  tlieir  faces;  bratiches  of 
baps  or  palm  in  their  Juinds.  They  JirU  congee  unto  hei% 
then  dance;  and,  at  certain  changes,  the  first  two  hold  a 
spare  garland  oter  her  head;  atirhich  the  other  four  make 
reverent  curtsies;  tJten  tlie  ttro  that  held  the  garland  deliver 
the  same  to  the  other  Ttext  two,  icJu>  observe  the  same  order  in 
their  eJianges,  and  holding  the  garland  over  her  head:  which 
done,  they  delipcr  tJie  same  garland  to  the  last  two,  who  like- 
mse  obserrc  t/iesame  order:  at  which,  as  it  weir  by  inspiration, 
sJie  makes  in  her  sleep  sign^  of  rejuicing,  and  holdefh  up  hr 
hands  to  hearen:  and  so  in  their  dancing  vanish,  candying 
the  garland  with  them.     The  music  continues. 

■     KatJi.  Spirits  of  peace,  where  are  ye?  are  ye  all  gone. 
And  leave  me  here  in  wretchedness  oehiud  ye? 

Grif,  Madam,  we  arc  here. 

KatJi,  -  It  is  not  you  I  call  for: 

Saw  ye  none  enter  since  I  slept? 

Grif.     ^  None,  madam. 

Kath.  No?    Saw  you  not,  even  now,  a  blessed  troop 
Invite  me  to  a  banquet;  whose  bright  faces 
Cast  thousand  beams  upon  me,  like  the  sun? 
They  promised  me  eternal  happiness;  tW 
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And  brought  mc  garlaads,  GriflSth,  which  I  feel 
1  nm  not  worthy  yet  to  wear:  I  shall,  assuredly. 

Grif.  I  am  most  joyful,  madam,  such  good  dreams 
Possess  your  fancy. 

Kath.  Bid  the  music  leave, 

Tiiey  are  harsh  and  heavy  to  me.  [Music  ceases. 

Pat.  Do  you  note 

How  much  her  grace  is  alter*d  on  the  sudden? 
How  long  her  face  is  drawn?  how  pale  she  looks, 
And  of  an  earthy  cold?    Mark  her  eyes! 

Orif.  She  is  going,  wench:  pray,  pray. 

Pa  t.  Heaven  comfort  her  I 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

Mess.  An't  like  your  grace, — 

Katb.  You  are  a  saucy  fellow:  100 

Deserve  we  no  more  reverence? 

Gnf\  You  are  to  blame. 

Knowing  she  will  not  lose  her  wonted  greatness. 
To  use  so  rude  behaviour;  go  to,  kneel. 

Mess.  I  humbly  do  entreat  your  highness'  pardon; 
My  haste  made  me  unmannerly^     There  is  staying 
A  crentieman,  sent  from  the  king,  to  see  you. 

i^aih.  Admit  him  entrance,  Griffith:  but  this  fellow 
Let  me  ne'er  see  again.         [Exeunt  GnfflUt,  and  Messenger. 

Be-enter  Griffith,  with  Capucius. 

If  my  sight  fail  not, 
You  sho\ild  be  lord  ambassador  from  the  emperor. 
My  royal  nephew,  and  your  name  Capucius.  110 

Cap.  Madam,  the  same;  your  servant. 

Katfi.  O,  my  lord, 

The  times  and  titles  now  are  alter*d  strangely 
With  me  since  first  you  knew  me.     But,  1  pray  you, 
What  is  your  pleasure  with  mc? 

Cap.  Noble  lady. 

First,  mine  own  service  to  your  grace;  next. 
The  king's  request  that  I  would  visit  you; 
Who  grieves  much  for  your  weakness,  and  by  me 
Bends  you  his  princely  commendations, 
And  heartily  entreats  you  take  good  comfort. 

Kath.  O  my  good  lord,  that  comfort  comes  too  late;  120 
Tis  like  a  pardon  after  execution: 
That  gentle  physic,  given  in  time,  had  cured  me; 
But  now  I  am  past  all  comforts  here,  but  prayers. 
How  does  his  highness? 

Cap,  Madam,  in  good  health. 
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Kath.  So  may  he  ever  do!  and  ever  flourish, 
Whea  I  shall  dwell  with  worms,  and  my  poor  name 
Banished  the  kingdom!    Patience,  is  that  letter, 
I  caused  you  write,  yet  sent  away? 

Pat  No,  madam. 

[GiHng  it  to  Katharine. 

Kath.  Sir,  I  must  humbly  pray  you  lo  deliver 
This  to  my  lord  the  king. 

Cap.  Most  willing,  madam.  130 

Kath.  In  which  I  have  commended  to  his  goodness 
The  jnodel  of  our  chaste  loves,  his  young  daughter: 
The  dews  of  heaven  fall  thick  in  blessings  on  her  I 
Beseeching  him  to  give  her  virtuous  breeding, — 
She  is  young,  and  of  a  noble  modest  nature, 
I  hope  she  will  deserve  well, — and  a  little 
To  love  her  for  her  mother's  sake,  that  loved  liim. 
Heaven  knows  how  dearly.     My  next  poor  petition 

Is,  that  his  noble  grace  would  have  some  pity  | 

Upon  my  wretched  women,  that  so  long  140  | 

Have  foUow'd  both  my  fortunes  faithfully: 
Of  which  there  is  not  one,  I  dare  avow. 
And  now  I  should  not  lie,  but  will  deserve. 

For  virtue  and  true  beauty  of  the  soul,  m 

For  honesty  and  decent  carriage,  V 

A  right  good  husband,  let  him  be  a  noble:  ' 

And,  sui-e,  those  men  are  happy  that  shall  have  'em. 
The  last  is,  for  my  men;  they  are  the  poorest. 
But  poverty  could  never  draw  'em  from  me ; 
That  they  may  have  their  wages  duly  paid  'em,  IBO 

And  something  over  to  remember  me  by : 
If  heaven  had  pleased  to  have  given  me  longer  life 
And  able  means,  we  had  not  parted  thus. 
These  are  the  whole  contents :  and,  good  my  lord. 
By  that  you  love  the  dearest  in  this  world. 
As  you  wish  Christian  peace  to  souls  departed. 
Stand  these  poor  people's  friend,  and  urge  the  king 
To  do  nic  this  last  right. 

Cap.  By  heaven,  I  will, 

Or  let  me  lose  the  fashion  of  a  man! 

Kath.  I  thank  you,  honest  lord.    Remember  me         160 
In  all  humility  unto  his  highness: 
Say  his  long  trouble  now  is  passing 
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Out  of  this  world;  tell  him,  in  death  1  bless'd  him,  i 

For  so  I  will.    Mine  eyes  grow  dim.    Farewell  i 

My  lord.    Griffith,  farewell.     Nay,  Patience, 

You  must  not  leave  me  vet:  I  must  to  bed; 

Call  in  more  women.     When  I  am  dead,  good  wencfa^ 
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Let  mo  be  used  with  honour:  strew  me  over 

With  maiden  flowers,  that  all  the  world  may  know 

I  was  a  chaste  wife  to  my  grave:  embalm  me,  170 

Then  lay  me  forth:  although  unqueen'd,  yet  like 

A  queen,  and  daughter  to  a  king,  inter  me. 

I  can  no  more.  [Exeunt,  leading  Katharine, 


ACT  V. 

Scene  I.    London.    A  gaUery  in  the  palace, 

Enter  Gardiner,  Bishop  of  Winchester,  a  Page  with  a 
torch  before  Mm,  met  by  Sir  Thobcab  Loyell. 

Oar.  It's  one  o'clock,  boy,  is't  not? 

Boy,  It  hath  struck. 

Oar,  These  should  be  hours  for  necessities. 
Not  for  delights;  times  to  repair  our  nature 
With  comforting  repose,  ana  not  for  us 
To  waste  these  times.    Good  hour  of  night.  Sir  Thomas  I 
Whither  so  late? 

Lo9.  Came  you  from  the  king,  my  lord? 

Oar.  I  did,  Sir  Thomas;  and  left  him  at  primero 
With  the  Duke  of  Suffolk. 

Lov.  I  must  to  him  too, 

Before  he  go  to  bed.    1*11  take  my  leave.  9 

Oar.  Not  yet.  Sir  Thomas  Lovell.    What's  the  matter? 
It  seems  you  are  in  haste :  an  if  there  be 
No  great  offence  belongs  to't,  give  your  friend 
Some  touch  of  your  late  business:  affairs,  that  walk. 
As  they  say  spirits  do,  at  midnight,  have 
In  them  a  wilder  nature  than  the  business 
Til  at  seeks  dispatch  by  day: 

Lov.  My  lord,  I  love  you ; 

And  durst  commend  a  secret  to  your  ear 
Much  weightier  than  this  work.    The  queen's  in  labou;*. 
They  say,  in  great  extremity;  and  fear'd 
She'll  with  the  labour  end. 

Oar.  The  fruit  she  goes  with  20 

I  pray  for  heartily,  that  it  may  find 
Good  time,  and  live:  but  for  the  stock,  Sir  Thomas, 
I  wish  it  grubb'd  up  now. 

Lov.  Mcthinks  I  could 

Cry  the  amen;  and  yet  my  conscience  says  ^ 

She's  a  good  creature,  and,  sweet  lady,  does 
Deserve  our  better  wishes. 

Qar.  But,  sir,  sir, 
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Hear  me,  8ir  Thomas:  you*re  a  gentleman 

Of  mine  own  way;  I  know  you  wise,  religious; 

And,  let  me  tell  you,  it  will  ne'er  be  well. 

Twill  not.  Sir  Thomas  Lovell,  take't  of  me,  80 

Till  Cranmer,  Cromwell,  her  two  hands,  and  she. 

Sleep  in  their  graves. 

Lot.  Now.  sir,  you  speak  of  two 

The  most  remark'd  i'  the  kingdom.    As  for  Cromwell, 
Boside  that  of  the  jewel  houbc.  is  made  master 
O'  the  rolls,  and  the  king's  secretary;  further,  sir, 
Stands  in  the  gap  and  trade  of  moe  preferments, 
With  which  the  time  will  load  him.    The  archbishop 
Is  the  king's  hand  and  tongue;  and  who  dare  speak 
One  syllable  against  him? 

Gar.  Yes,  yes,  Sir  Thomas, 

There  are  that  dare;  and  I  myself  have  ventured  40 

To  speak  my  mind  of  him:  and  indeed  this  day, 
Sir,  I  may  tell  it  vou,  I  think  I  have 
Incensed  the  lorcfs  o*  the  council,  that  he  is. 
For  so  I  know  he  is,  they  know  he  is, 
A  most  arch  heretic,  a  pestilence 
That  does  infect  the  land:  with  which  they  moved 
Have  broken  with  the  king;  who  hath  so  far 
Given  esir  to  our  complaint,  of  his  great  ^race 
And  princely  care  foreseeing  those  fell  mischiefs 
Our  reasons  laid  before  him.  hath  commanded  50 

To-morrow  morning  to  the  council-board 
He  1)6  convented.     He's  a  rank  weed,  Sir  Thomas, 
And  we  must  root  him  out.     From  your  affairs 
I  hinder  vou  too  lon<j:  good  night,  Sir  Thomas. 

Lav.  Many  good  nights,  my  lord :  I  rest  your  servant. 

[Exeunt  Qardiner  and  Page, 

Enter  the  KiKO  and  Suffolk. 

King.  Charles,  I  will  play  no  more  to-night; 
My  mind's  not  on't;  you  are  too  hard  for  me. 

Suf.  Sir,  I  did  never  win  of  you  before. 

King.  But  little.  Charles; 
Nor  shall  not,  when  my  fancy's  on  my  play.  60 

Now,  Lovell.  from  the  queen  what  is  the  news? 

Lot.  I  could  not  personally  deliver  to  her 
What  you  commanded  me,  but  bv  her  woman 
I  sent  your  message:  who  return  d  her  thanks 
In  the  great'st  humbleness,  and  desired  your  highness 
Most  heartily  to  pray  for  her. 

King.  What  say'st  thou,  ha? 

To  pray  for  her?  what,  is  she  crying  out? 
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Ijot.  80  said  her  woman;  and  that  her  sufferaDce  made 
Almost  each  pang  a  death. 

King,  Alas,  good  lady! 

Suf.  God  safely  quit  her  of  her  burthen,  and  70 

With  genlle  travail,  to  the  gladding  of 
Your  highness  with  an  heir! 

King,  'Tis  midnight,  Charles; 

Prithee,  to  bed ;  and  in  thy  prayers  remember 
The  estate  of  my  poor  queen.    Leave  me  alone; 
For  I  must  think  of  that  which  company 
Would  not  be  friendly  to. 

Suf,  I  wish  your  highness 

A  quiet  night;  and  my  good  mistress  will 
Remember  in  my  prayers. 

King.  Charles,  goodnight.  [^n^/fi^i/jT^'^- 

ErUer  Sir  Anthony  Denny. 

Well,  sir,  what  follows? 

Ben,  Sir,  I  have  brought  my  lord  the  archbishop,  80 
As  you  commanded  me. 

King,  Hal  Canterbury? 

Ben,  Ay,  my  good  lord". 

King,  Tis  true:  where  is  he,  Dennj'? 

Ben,  He  attends  your  highness'  pleasure. 

King,  Bringhim  to  us. 

[EW^  Benny. 

Lov,  [Aaide]  This  is  about  that  which  the  bishop  8p;ike  r 
I  am  happily  come  hither. 

He-enter  Denny,  toith  Cranmer. 

King.  Avoid  the  gallery.     [Lovell  Kerns  to  stai/.]    Ha!  I 
have  said.     Be  gone. 
W h at !  [Mceunt  LaveU  and  Ben  ny. 

Cran.  [Aside]  I  am  fearful:  wherefore  frowus  he  thus? 
Tis  his  aspect  of  terror.    All's  not  well. 

King.  How  now,  my  lord !  you  do  desire  to  know        90 
f  Wherefore  I  sent  for  you. 

Cran.  [Kneeling]  It  is  my  duty 

To  attend  your  highness*  pleasure. 

King.  Pray  you,  arise. 

My  good  and  gracious  Lord  of  Canterbury. 
Come,  you  and  I  must  walk  a  turn  together; 
I  have  news  to  tell  you  v  come,  come,  give  me  your  hand. 
Ah.  my  good  lord,  I  grieve  at  what  I  speak, 
And  am  rieht  sorry  to  repeat  what  follows: 
1  have,  ana  most  unwillingly,  of  late 
Heard  many  grievous,  I  do  say,  my  lord, 
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Grievous  complaiDts  of  you;  Tvbich»  being  considered,    100 

Have  moved  us  and  our  council,  that  you  shall 

This  morning  come  before  us;  where,  I  know. 

You  cannot  with  such  freedom  purge  youi'self, 

But  that,  till  further  trial  in  those  charges 

Which  will  require  your  answer,  you  must  take 

Your  patience  to  you,  and  bo  well  contented 

To  make  your  house  our  Tower:  you  a  brother  of  us. 

It  fits  we  thus  proceed,  or  else  no  witness 

Would  come  against  you. 

Crati,  [Kneeling]  I  humbly  thank  your  highness; 

And  am  right  elad  to  catch  this  good  occasion  110 

Most  thoroughly  to  be  winnowVi,  where  my  chaff 
And  corn  .shall  tly  asunder:  for,  I  know. 
There's  none  stands  under  more  calumnious  tongues 
Tlfan  I  myself,  poor  man. 

King,  Stand  up,  good  Canterbury: 

Thy  truth  and  thy  integrity  is  rooted 
In  us,  thv  friend:  give  me  thy  hand,  stand  up: 
Prithee,  let's  walk.    Now,  by  my  holidame, 
What  manner  of  man  are  you?    My  lord,  I  look'd 
You  would  have  given  me  j'our  petition,  that 
I  should  have  ta'en  some  pains  to  bring  together  120 

Yourself  and  your  accusers;  and  to  liavc  heard  you, 
Without  indurance,  further. 

Oran,  Most  dread  liege. 

The  good  I  stand  on  is  my  truth  and  honesty: 
If  they  shall  fail,  I, with  mine  enemies, 
Will  triumph  o'er  my  person;  which  I  wei^h  not, 
Being  of  those  virtues  vacant.     1  fear  nothing 
Wiiat  can  be  said  against  me. 

King.  Know  you  not 

How  your  state  stands  i*  the  world,  with  the  whole  world? 
Your  enemies  arc  many,  and  not  small;  their  practices 
Must  bear  the  same  proportion ;  and  not  ever  180 

The  justice  and  the  tnith  o'  the  question  carries 
The  due  o'  the  verdict  with  it:  at  what  case 
Might  corrupt  minds  procure  knaves  as  coiTupt 
To  swear  against  you?  such  things  have  been  done. 
You  are  potently  opposed;  and  with  a  malice 
Of  as  great  size.    Ween  you  of  better  luck, 
I  mean,  in  perjured  witness,  than  your  master, 
Whose  minister  you  arc,  whiles  here  he  lived 
Upon  this  naughty  earth?    Go  to,  go  to; 
You  take  a  precipice  for  no  leap  of  danger,  140 

And  woo  your  own  destruction. 

Oran,  God  and  your  majesty 
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Protect  mine  innocence,  or  I  fall  into 
The  trap  is  laid  for  me  I 

King.  Be  of  good  cheer; 

They  shall  no  more  prevail  than  we  ^Ive  way  to. 
Keep  comfort  to  you ;  and  this  morning  see 
You  do  appear  before  them;  if  they  shall  chance, 
In  charging  you  witli  matters,  to  commit  you, 
The  best  persuasions  to  the  contrary 
Fall  not  to  use,  and  with  what  vehemency 
Tlie  occasion  shall  instruct  you:  if  entreaties  160 

Will  render  you  no  remedy,  this  ring 
Deliver  them,  and  your  appeal  to  us 
There  make  before  them.    Look,  the  good  man  weeps! 
Iie*s  honest,  on  mine  honour.     God*s  blest  mother! 
I  swear  he  is  true-hearted;  and  a  soul 
None  better  in  my  kingdom.    Get  you  gone,  * 

And  do  as  I  have  bid  you.      [Exit  (jraniner.'\    He  has 

strangled 
His  language  in  his  tears. 

Enter  Old  Lady,  Lovell  follomng, 

Gent.  [Within'l  Come  back:  what  mean  you? 

Old  L.  I'll  not  come  back;  the  tidings  that  I  brins     160 
Will  make  my  boldness  manners.    Now,  good  angels 
Fly  o'er  thy  royal  head,  and  shade  thy  person 
Under  their  blessed  wings! 

King.  Now,  by  thy  looks 

I  guess  thy  message.    Is  the  queen  dehver'd? 
Say,  ay;  and  of  a  boy. 

Old  L.  Ay.  ay,  my  liege; 

And  of  a  lovely  boy:  the  God  of  heaven 
Both  now  and  ever  bless  her!  'tis  a  girl. 
Promises  boys  hereafter.     Sir,  your  queen 
Desires  your  visitation,  and  to  be 

Acquainted  with  this  stranger:  'tis  as  like  you  170 

As  cherry  is  to  cherry. 

King,  Lovell! 

Lov.  Sir? 

King.  Give  her  an  hundred  marks.    I'll  to  the  queen.     • 

[Kjcit. 

(HdL.  An  hundred  marks!  By  this  light,  I'll  ha'  more. 
An  ordinary  groom  is  for  such  payment, 
I  will  have  more,  or  scold  it  out  of  him. 
Said  I  for  this,  the  girl  was  like  to  him? 
I  will  have  more,  or  else  unsay  't ;  and  now, 
While  it  is  hot,  1*11  put  it  to  the  issue.  \Excunt, 
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Scene  II.    Before  the  council-chamber, 
PursuivaTitSf  Pctges,  dhe.  attending. 

Enter  Crammer,  Archbishop  of  Canterbury. 

Cran.  I  hope  I  am  not  too  late ;  and  yet  the  gentleman, 
That  was  sent  to  me  from  the  council,  pray'd  me 
To  make  great  haste.     All  fast?  what  means  this?    Ho! 
Who  waits  there?    Sure,  you  know  me? 

Enter  Keeper. 

Keep,  Yes,  my  lord; 

But  yet  I  cannot  help  you. 
Cran.  Why? 

=  Enter  Doctor  Butts. 

Keep.  Your  grace  must  wait  till  you  be  caird  for. 

Cran.  So. 

Butte.  [Aside]  This  is  a  piece  of  malice.    I  am  glad 
I  came  this  way  so  happily:  the  king 
Shall  understand  it  presently.  [Eiaf. 

Cran.  [Aside.]  'Tis  Butts,  10  1 

The  king's  physician :  as  he  pass'd  along,  i 

How  earnestly  he  cast  his  eyes  upon  me! 

Pray  heaven,  he  sound  not  my  disgrace  1   For  certain,  i 

This  is  of  purpose  laid  by  some  that  hate  me —  I 

God  turn  their  hearts!  I  never  sought  their  malice — 
To  quench  mine  honour;  they  would  shame  to  make  mo 
Wait  else  at  door,  a  fellow- -conn seller, 
'Mong  boys,  srrooms,  and  lackeys.     But  their  pleasures 
Must  be  fuiliird,  and  I  attend  with  patience. 

Enter  the  King  and  Butts  at  a  window  above. 

Butts.  I'll  show  your  grace  the  strangest  sight — 

King.  What's  that,  ButU?    20 

Butts.  I  think  your  highness  saw  this  many  a  day. 

Kinff.  Body  o*  me,  where  is  it? 

Bvtt^.  There,  my  loixl: 

The  high  promotion  of  his  grace  of  Canterbury; 
Who  holds  his  state  at  door,  'mongst  pursuivants, 
Pages,  and  footboys. 

King.  Ha!  "tis  he,  indeed: 

Is  this  the  honour  they  do  one  another? 
'Tis  well  there's  one  above  'em  yet.     I  had  thought 
They  had  parted  so  much  honesty  among  'em. 
At  least,  good  manncr.%  as  not  thus  to  suffer 
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A  man  oMiis  place,  and  so  near  our  favour,  80 

To  dance  attendance  on  their  lordships'  pleasures, 

And  at  the  door  too,  like  a  post  with  packets. 

By  holy  Mary,  Butts,  there's  knavery: 

Let  'em  alone,  and  draw  the  curtain  close: 

Wc  shall  hear  more  anon.  [Exeunt. 


ScBME  III.     T?ie  GouncU-Chamber. 

Enter  Lord  Chancbllor;  places  himeelf  at  the  upper  end 
of  ike  table  on  the  left  hand;  a  seat  being  left  votd  above 
him,  as  for  Canterbury's  seat,  Duke  of  Suffolk, 
DcKE  OF  Norfolk,  Surrey,  Lord  Chamberlain, 
Gardiner,  seat  tJi^mseltes  in  order  on  each  side,  Crom- 
well at  lower  end,  as  secretary.    Keeper  at  the  door, 

Uian.  Speak  to  the  business,  master  secretary: 
Why  are  we  met  in  council? 

Crom.  Please  your  honours. 

The  chief  cause  coqcerns  his  grace  of  Canterbury. 

Oar,  Has  he  had  knowledge  of  it? 

Crom,  Yes. 

Nor,  Who  waits  there? 

Keep.  Without,  my  noble  lords? 

Gar.  Yes. 

Keep.  My  lord  archbishop; 

And  has  done  half  an  hour,  to  know  your  pleasures. 

Chan,  Let  liim  come  in. 

Keep.  Your  grace  may  enter  now. 

[Cranmer  enters  and  approaches  the  council-table. 

Chan.  My  good  lord  archbishop,  I'm  very  sorry 
To  sit  here  at  this  present,  and  behold 
That  chair  stand  empty :  but  we  all  are  men,  10 

fin  our  own  natures  frail,  and  capable 
Of  our  flesh;  few  are  angels:  out  of  which  frailtv 
And  want  of  wisdom,  you,  that  best  should  teach  us. 
Have  misdemean'd  yourself,  and  not  a  little. 
Toward  the  king  first,  then  his  laws,  in  filling 
The  whole  realm,  by  your  teaching  and  your  chaplains,      ^ 
For  so  wc  are  in  form 'd,  with  new  opinions. 
Divers  and  dangerous;  which  are  heresies, 
And,  not  reformed,  may  prove  pernicious. 

Oar.  Which  reformation  must  be  sudden  too,  20 

My  noble  lords;  for  those  that  tame  wild  horses 
Pace  'em  not  in  their  hands  to  make  'em  gentle. 
But  stop  their  mouths  with  stubborn  bits,  and  spur  'em, 
Till  they  obey  the  manage.    If  wo  suffer, 
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Out  of  our  easiness  and  childish  pity 

To  one  man's  honour,  this  contagious  sickness, 

Farewell  all  physic:  and  what  follows  then? 

Commotions,  uproars,  with  a  general  taint 

Of  the  whole  state :  as,  of  late  days,  our  neighbours, 

The  upper  Gerinnny,  can  dearly  witness,  80 

Yet  freshly  pitic'd  in  our  memories. 

Cran.  My  good  lords,  hitherto,  in  all  the  progress 
Both  of  my  life  and  office,  I  have  labour*d, 
And  with  no  little  study,  that  my  teaching 
And  the  strong  course  of  my  authonty 
Might  go  one  way,  and  safely;  and  the  end 
Was  ever,  to  do  well:  nor  is  there  living, 
I  speak  it  with  a  single  heart,  my  lords, 
A  man  that  more  detests,  more  stirs  against. 
Both  in  his  private  conscience  and  his  place,  40 

Defacers  of  a'public  peace,  than  I  do. 
Pray  heaven,  the  king  may  never  find  a  heart 
With  less  allegiance  in  it!    Men  that  make 

Envy  and  crooked  malice  nourishment  , 

Dare  bite  the  best.     I  do  beseech  your  lordships, 
That,  in  this  case  of  justice,  my  accusers, 

Be  what  they  will,  may  stand  forth  face  to  face,  1 

And  freely  urge  against  me.  \ 

Suf.  Nay,  my  lord, 

Tlkat  cannot  be :  you  are  a  coimsellor,  \ 

And,  by  that  virtue,  no  man  dare  accuse  3'ou.  60 

Oar.    My  lord,    because  we  have   business   of   more 
moment. 
We  will  be  short  with  you.    Tis  his  highness'  pleasure, 
And  our  consent,  for  better  trial  of  you. 
From  hence  you  be  committed  to  the  Tower; 
Where,  being  but  a  private  man  again, 
You  shall  know  many  dare  accuse  you  boldly. 
More  than,  I  fear,  you  are  provided  for. 

Cran,  Ah,  my  good  Lord  of  Winchester,  I  thank  you; 
You  are  always  my  good  friend ;  if  your  will  pass,  ^ 

I  shall  both  tind  your  lordship  judge  and  juror,  CO 

You  are  so  merciful:  I  see  your  end; 
'TIS  my  undoing:  love  and  meekness,  lord, 
Become  a  churchman  better  than  ambition: 
Win  straying  souls  with  modesty  again, 
Oast  none  away.    That  I  shall  clear  myself, 
Lay  all  the  weight  ye  can  upon  my  patience, 
I  make  as  little  doubt,  as  you  do  conscience 
In  doing  daily  wrongs.    I  could  say  more. 
But  reverence  to  your  calling  makes  me  modest. 
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Oar!  My  lord,  my  lord,  you  are  a  sectary,  70 

That's  the  plain  truth:  your  painted  gloss  discoYers, 
To  men  that  understand  you,  words  and  weakness. 
.  Orom.  My  Lord  of  Winchester,  you  are  a  little, 
By  your  good  favour,  too  sharp;  men  so  noble, 
However  faulty,  yet  should  find  respect 
For  what  they  have  been:  'tis  a  cruelty 
To  load  a  falling  man. 

Oar,  Good  master  secretary, 

I  cry  your  honour  mercy ;  you  may,  worst 
Of  all  this  table,  say  so. 

Orom.  Why,  my  lord? 

Gar.  Do  not  I  know  you  for  a  favourer  80 

Of  this  new  sect?  ye  are  not  sound. 

Crom.  Not  sound? 

Oar.  Not  sound,  I  say. 

Crom.  Would  you  were  half  so  honest  I 

3Ien's  prayers  then  would  seek  you,  not  their  fears. 

Oar.  I  shall  remember  this  bold  language. 

Ci'vm.  Do. 

Remember  your  bold  life  too. 

Chan.  This  is  too  much ; 

Forbear,  for  shame,  my  lords. 

Oar.  I  have  done. 

Crom,  And  I. 

Chan.  Then  thus  for  you,  my  lord:  it  stands  agreed, 
I  take  it,  by  all  voices,  that  forthwith 
You  be  convey'd  to  the  Tower  a  prisoner; 
There  to  remain  till  the  king*8  further  pleasure  90 

Be  known  unto  us:  are  you  all  agreed,  lords? 

AU,  We  are. 

Cran,  Is  there  no  other  way  of  mercy. 

But  I  must  needs  to  the  Tower,  my  lords? 

Oar.  What  other 

Would  you  expect?  you  are  strangely  troublesome. 
Let  some  o'  the  guard  be  ready  there. 

Enter  Guard. 

Cran.  Forme? 

Must  I  go  like  a  traitor  thither? 

Oar.  Receive  him. 

And  see  him  safe  i'  the  Tower. 

Cran.  Stay,  good  my  lords, 

I  have  a  little  yet  to  say.    Look  there,  my  lords; 
By  virtue  of  that  ring,  I  take  my  cause 
Out  of  the  gripes  of  cruel  men,  and  give  it  100 

To  a  most  noble  judge,  the  king  my  master. 
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Cham.  This  is  the  king's  ring, 

Sur.  'Tis  no  counteifeit. 

8uf.  Tis  the  right  ring,  by  hearen :  I  told  ye  all. 
When  we  first  put  this  dangerous  stone  a-roUing, 
*T would  fall  upon  ourselves. 

Nor,  Do  you  think,  my  lords, 

The  king  will  su^er  but  the  little  finger 
Of  this  man  to  be  vcx'd? 

Chan,  'Tis  now  too  certain : 

How  much  more  is  his  life  in  value  with  him? 
Would  I  were  fairly  out  on'tl 

Crom,  lAj  mind  gave  me,  * 

In  seeking  tales  and  informations  110  m^ 

Against  this  man,  whose  honesty  the  devil 
And  his  disciples  only  envy  at, 
Yc  blew  the  fire  that  burns  ye:  now  have  at  ye! 

Enier  Eino,  frowning  on  tJiem;  takes  hu  9eai, 

Gar.  Dread    sovereign,  how   much  are  we  bound   to 
heaven  * 

In  daily  thanks,  that  gave  us  such  a  prince ; 
Not  only  good  and  wise,  but  most  religious: 
One  that,  in  all  obedience,  makes  the  church 
The  chief  aim  of  his  honour;  and,  to  strengthen 
That  holy  duty,  out  of  dear  respect. 
His  royal  self  in  judgement  comes  to  hear  120 

The  cause  betwixt  her  and  this  great  offender. 

King,  You  were  ever  good  at  sudden  commendations, 
Bishop  of  Winchester.     But  know,  I  come  not 
To  hear  such  flattery  now,  and  in  my  presence ; 
Tliey  are  too  thin  and  bare  to  hide  offerees. 
To  me  you  cannot  reach,  you  play  the  spaniel. 
And  tlunk  with  wagging  of  your  tongue  to  win  me; 
But,  whatsoe'er  thou  takcst  me  for,  fm  sure 
Thou  hast  a  cruel  nature  and  a  bloody. 
[To  Cramner]  Good  man,  sit  down.     Now  let  me  see  the 
proudest  130 

He,  that.dares  most,  but  wag  his  finger  at  thee: 
By  all  that's  holy,  he  had  better  starve 
Than  but  once  think  this  place  becomes  thee  not. 

Sur,  May  it  please  your  gmce, — 

Ki?ig.  No,  sir,  it  docs  not  please  me. 

I  had  thought  I  had  had  men  of  some  understanding 
And  wisdom  of  my  council;  but  I  find  none. 
Was  it  discretion,  lords,  to  let  this  man. 
This  good  man, — few  of  you  deserve  that  title, — 
This  honest  man,  wait  like  a  lousy  footboy 


\ 
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At  chamber-door?  and  one  as  great  as  you  are?  140 

Why,  ^vbat  a  shame  was  tiiis!    Did  my  commission 

Bid  ye  so  far  forget  yourselves?    I  fave  ye 

Power  as  he  was  a  counsellor  to  try  him. 

Not  as  a  groom:  there's  some  of  ye,  I  see, 

More  out  of  malice  than  integrity, 

Would  try  him  to  the  utmost,  had  ye  mean; 

Which  ye  shall  never  have  while  I  live. 

Chan.  Thus  far. 

My  most  dread  sovereign,  may  it  like  your  grace 
To  let  my  tongue  excuse  all.     What  was  purposed 
Concerning  his  imprisonment,  was  rather.  150 

If  there  be  faith  in  men,  meant  for  his  trial, 
And  fair  purgation  to  the  world,  than  malice, 
I'm  sure,  in  me. 

King.  Well,  well,  ray  lords,  respect  him; 

Take  him,  and  use  him  well,  he's  worthy  of  it. 
I  will  say  thus  much  for  him,  if  a  prince 
May  be  beholding  to  a  subject,  I 
Am.  for  his  love  and  service,  so  to  him. 
Make  me  no  more  ado,  but  all  embrace  him: 
Be  friends,  for  shame,  my  lords!    3Iy  Lord  of  Canterbury, 
I  have  a  suit  which  you  must  not  deny  me;  161 

That  is,  a  fair  young  maid  that  yet  wants  baptism, 
You  must  be  godfather,  and  answer  for  her. 

Gran.  The  gi^atest  monarch  now  alive  may  glory 
In  such  an  honour:  how  may  I  deserve  it, 
That  am  a  poor  and  humble  subject  to  you? 

King.  Come,  come,  my  lord,  you'ld  hparc  your  spoons: 
you  shall  have  two  noble  partners  with  you;  the  old 
Duchess  of  Norfolk  and  Liidy  Marquess  Dorset:  will  these 
please  you?  170 

Once  more,  my  Lord  of  Winchester,  I  charge  you. 
Embrace  and  love  this  man. 

Oar.  With  a  true  heart 

And  brother-love  I  do  it. 

C/Y*/i.  And  let  heaven 

Witness,  how  dear  I  hold  this  confirmation. 

King.  Good  man,  those  joyful  tears  show  thy  true  heart: 
The  common  voice,  I  see,  is  verified 
Of  thee,  which  says  thus,  "Do  my  Lord  of  Canterbury 
A  shrewd  turn,  and  he  is  your  friend  for  ever.** 
Come,  lords,  we  trifle  time  away;  I  long 
To  have  this  young  one  made  a  Christian.  ISO 

As  I  have  made  ye  one,  lords,  one  remain; 
So  I  grow  stronger,  you  more  honoiur  gain.  {Exeunt 
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Scene  IV .     'l  he  palace  yard, 

Noiie  and  tumvU  within.    Enter  Porter  and  his  Han. 

Port.  You'll  leave  your  noise  anon,  ye  rascals:  do  you 
take  the  court  for  Paris-garden?  ye  rude  slaves,  leave  your 
gaping. 

[Wwiin]  Good  master  porter,  I  belong  to  the  larder. 

Fort  Belong  to  the  gallows,  and  be  hanged,  ye-rooruo! 
is  this  a  place  to  roar  in?  Fetch  me  a  dozen  crab-troe 
staves,  and  strong  ones:  these  arc  but  switciies  to  'em. 
ru  scratch  your  heads:  you  must  be  seeing  christenings? 
do  you  look  for  ale  and  cakes  here,  you  rude  rascals?      1 1 

Man.  Pray,  sir,  be  patient:  'tis  as  much  impossible — 
Unless  we  sweep  'em  from  the  door  with  cannons— 
To  scatter  *em,  as  'tis  to  make  *em  sleep 
On  ]i[ay-day  morning;  which  will  never  be: 
We  may  ns  well  push  agtiinst  Powle's,  as  stir  'em. 

Port.  How  got  they  in,  and  be  hang*d? 

Man.  Alas,  I  know  not:  how  gets  the  tide  in? 
As  much  as  one  sound  cudgel  of  four  foot — 
You  see  the  poor  remainder— could  distribute,  20 

I  made  no  spare,  sir. 

Port.  You  did  nothing,  sir. 

Man.  I  am  not  Samson,  nor  Sir  Guy,  n^r  Colbrand, 
To  mow  *em  down  before  me :  but  if  I  spared  any 
That  had  a  head  to  hit,  either  young  or  old, 
He  or  she,  cuckold  or  cuckold-maker. 
Let  me  ne'er  hope  to  see  a  chine  again; 
And  that  I  would  not  for  a  cow,  God  save  herl 

IWithiji]  Do  you  hear,  master  porter? 

Port.  I  shall  be  witl^you  presently,  good  master  puppy. 
Keep  the  door  close,  sirrah.  l$0 

Man.  What  would  you  have  me  do? 

Port.  What  should  you  do,  but  knock  'em  down  by  the 
dozens?  Is  this  Moortields  to  muster  in?  or  have  we  some 
strange  Indian  with  the  great  tool  come  to  court,  the 
women  so  besiege  us?  Bless  me,  what  a  fry  of  fornication 
is  at  door!  On  my  Christian  conscience,  this  one  christen- 
ing will  beget  a  thousand;  here  will  be  father,  godfather, 
and  all  together.  89 

Ma?i.  The  spoons  will  be  the  bigger,  sir.  There  is  a 
fellow  somewhat  near  the  door,  he  should  be  a  brazier  by 
his  face,  for,  o'  my  conscience,  twenty  of  the  dog-days 
now  reign  in's  nose;  all  that  stand  about  him  are  under 
the  line,  they  need  no  other  penance:  that  fire-drake  did 
I  hit  three  times  on   the  head,  and  three  times  was  hia 
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nose  discharged  against  me ;  he  stands  there,  like  a  mor- 
tar-picce,  to  blow  us.  There  was  a  haberdasher's  wife  of 
small  wit  near  him,  that  railed  upon  nic  till  her  pinked 
porringer  fell  off  her  head,  for  kindling  such  a  combustion 
m  the  state.  I  missed  tlie  meteor  once,  and  hit  that 
woman;  who  cried  out  "Olulw!"  when  I  might  see  from 
far  some  forty  truncheoncrs  draw  to  her  succour,  which 
were  the  hope  o'  the  Strand,  where  she  was  quartered. 
They  fell  on;  I  made  good  my  place:  at  length  they  camo 
to  the  broomsUiff  to  me;  I  defied  'em  still:  when  suddenly 
n  file  of  boys  behind  'em,  loose  shot,  delivered  such  a 
shower  of  pebbles,  that  I  was  fain  to  draw  mine  honour  in, 
and  let  'em  win  the  work:  the  devil  was  amongst  'em,  I 
think,  surely. 

Port.  These  are  the  youths  that  thunder  at  a  playhouse, 
and  fight  for  bitten  apples;  that  no  audience,  but  the  tribu- 
lation of  Tower-hill,  or  the  limbs  of  Limchouse,  their  dear 
brothers,  are  able  to  endure.  I  have  some  of  'em  in  Limbo 
Patrum,  and  there  they  are  like  to  dance  tlicse  three 
days;  besides  the  running  banquet  of  two  beadles  that  is 
to  come.  70 

Enter  Lord  Chambeblain. 

Cham.  Mercy  o'  me,  what  a  multitude  are  hero  I 
They  grow  still  too ;  from  allparts  they  are  coming, 
As  if  we  kept  a  fair  here!    Where  are  these  porters. 
These  lazy  knaves?    Ye  have  made  a  fine  hand,  fellows: 
There's  a  trim  rabble  let  in:  are  all  these 
Your  faithful  friends  o*  the  suburbs?    We  shall  have 
Great  store  of  room,  no  doubt,  left  for  the  ladies. 
When  they  pass  back  from  the  christening. 

Bt^rt.  A  n't  please  your  honour. 

We  are  hut  men ;  and  what  so  many  may  do. 
Not  being  torn  a-pieces,  we  have  done:  80 

An  army  cannot  rule  'em. 

Cham.  As  I  live. 

If  tlie  king  blame  me  for't,  I'll  lay  ye  all 
By  the  heels,  and  suddenly ;  and  on  your  heads 
Clap  round  fines  for  neglect:  ye  are  lazy  knaves; 
And  here  ye  lie  baiting  of  bombards,  when 
Ye  should  do  service.     Hark !  the  trumpets  sound; 
They're  come  already  from  the  christening: 
Go,  break  among  the  press,  and  find  a  way  out 
To  let  the  troop  pass  fairly ;  or  I'll  find 
A  Marshalsea  shall  hold  ye  play  these  two  months.  90 

BorL  Make  way  there  for  the  princess. 
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Man. 


Stand  close  up,  or  ni  make  your  head  acbc. 
Port.  You  i'  the  camlet,  fro^i  up  o'  the  rail; 
I'll  peck  you  o'er  the  pales  else. 


You  great  fellow. 


[Exeunt. 


Scene  V.     The  pdlqee. 

Eater  trumpets,  soutiding;  (fien  two  Aldermen,  LoRDMAToa. 
Garter,  Cranher,  Duke  of  Norfolk  wWi  Jiitt  niar 
sJuiVs  staff,  Duke  of  Suffolk,  tico  Noblemen  bearing 
ffrcat  staiiding-bo-wls  for  Vie  christeiiing-yiftn;  then  four 
Noblemen  bearing  a  canopy,  under  which  t/ie  Duchess  of 
Norfolk,  godnwUier,  bearing  tfie  child  richly  habited  in  a 
mantle,  dtc.,  train  borne  by  a  Lady;  thenfouoics  tlie  Mar- 
chioness DoiiSET,  the  oSier  godmother,  and  Ladies.  The 
troop  pass  once  about  the  stage,  and  Garter  speaks. 

Gart.  Heaven,  from  thy  endless  goodness,  send  pros- 
porous  life,  long,  and  ever  happy,  to  the  high  and  mighty 
princess  of  England,  Elizabeth! 

Flourish.     EfUer  Kiko  and  Guard. 

Cran.  [Kneeling']  And  to  your  royal  grace,  and  the  good 
queen, 
Mv  noble  partners,  and  myself,  Ihus  pray: 
All  comfort,  io^,  in  tliis  niost  gracious  hidy. 
Heaven  ever  laid  up  to  make  parents  happy. 
May  hourly  fall  upou  ye ! 

King.  Thank  you,  good  lord  archbishop: 

What  is  her  name? 

Cran.  Elizabeth. 

King.  Stand  up,  lord.  10 

[7/«^  King  kisses  the  ehUd. 
"With  this  kiss  take  my  blessing:  God  protect  thee! 
Into  whose  hand  I  give  thy  life, 

Cran.  Amen. 

King.  My  noble  gossips,  ye  have  been  too  prodigal: 
I  Ihank  ye  heartily;  so  shall  this  lad}'. 
When  she  has  so  much  English. 

Gran.  Let  me  speak,  sir, 

For  heaven  now  bids  me;  and  the  words  I  utter 
Let  none  think  flattery,  for  the}*'!!  find  'em  truth. 
This  royal  infant — heaven  still  move  about  her! — 
Though  in  her  cradle,  yet  now  piomi.<;cs 
Upon  this  land  a  thousand  thousand  blessings,  20 

Which  time  shall  bring  to  ripeness:  she  shall  be — 
But  few  now  living  can  behold  that  goodness —  * 
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A  pattern  to  all  princes  living  with  her. 

And  all  tlmt  shall  succeed:  Saba  was  never 

More  covetous  of  wisdom  and  fair  virtue 

Than  this  pure  soul  shall  be :  all  princely  graces, 

That  mould  up  such  a  mighty  piece  as  this  is, 

With  all  the  virtues  that  attend  the  good. 

Shall  still  be  doubled  on  her:  truth  shall  nurse  her, 

Holy  and  heavenly  thoughts  still  counsel  her:  80 

She  shall  be  loved  and  fear'd:  her  own  shall  bless  her: 

Her  foes  shake  like  a  field  of  beaten  corn. 

And  hang  their  heads  with  sorrow:  good  grows  with  her: 

In  her  days  every  man  shall  eat  in  safety, 

Under  his  own  vine,  what  he  plants;  and  sing 

The  merry  songs  of  peace  to  all  his  neighbours: 

God  shall  be  truly  known ;  and  those  about  her  . 

From  her  shall  read  the  perfect  ways  of  honour, 

And  by  those  claim  their  greatness,  not  by  blood. 

Nor  shall  this  peace  sleep  with  her:  but  as  when  40 

The  bird  of  wonder  dies,  the  maiden  phoenix, 

Her  ashes  new  Create  another  heir. 

As  great  in  admiration  as  herself; 

So  shall  she  leave  her  blessedness  to  one. 

When  heaven  shall  call  her  from  this  cloud  of  darkness. 

Who  from  the  sacred  ashes  of  her  honour 

Shall  star  like  rise,  as  great  in  fame  as  she  was. 

And  so  stand  flxM:  peace,  plenty,  love,  truth,  terror. 

That  were  the  servants  to  this  chosen  infant, 

Shall  then  be  his,  and  like  a  vine  grow  to  him ;  CO 

Wherever  the  bright  sun  of  heaven  shall  shine. 

His  honour  and  the  greatness  of  his  name 

Shall  be,  and  make  new  nations:  he  shall  flourish. 

And,  like  a  mountain  cedar,  reach  his  branches 

To  all  the  plains  about  him:  our  children's  children 

Shall  sec  this,  and  bless  heaven. 

King,  Thou  speakest  wonders. 

Cran.  She  shall  be,  to  the  happiness  of  England, 
An  aged  princess;  many  days  shall  see  her, 
^nd  yet  no  day  without  a  deed  to  crown  it. 
Would  I  had  known  no  more!  but  she  must  die,  GO 

She  must,  the^aints  must  have  her;  yet  a  virgin, 
A  most  unspotted  lily  shall  she  pass 
To  the  ground,  and  all  the  world  shall  mourn  her. 

King.  O  lord  archbishop, 
Thou  hast  made  me  now  a  man!  never,  before 
This  happy  child,  did  I  get  any  thing; 
This  oracle  of  comfort  has  so  pleased  me, 
That  when  I  am  in  heaven  I  shall  desires 
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To  see  what  this  child  does,  and  praise  my  Maker. 

I  thank  ye  all.    To  you,  my  good  lord  mavor,  70 

And  your  good  brethren,  I  am  much  beholding; 

I  have  received  much  honour  by  your  presence, 

Jknd  ye  shall  find  me  thankful.     Lead  the  way,  lords: 

Ye  must  all  see  the  queen,  and  she  must  thank  ye, 

She  will  be  sick  else.    This  day,  no  man  tbink 

Has  business  at  his  house;  for  ail  shall  stay: 

This  little  one  shall  make  it  holiday.  [LscujiL 


EPILOGUE. 

TIs  ten  to  one  this  play  can  never  please 
AH  that  are  here:  some  come  to  take  their  ease. 
And  sleep  an  act  or  two;  but  those,  we  fear, 
We  have  frighted  with  our  trumpets;  so,  'tis  clear. 
Tliey'll  say  *tis  naught:  others,  to  hear  the  city 
Abused  extremely,  and  to  cry  "  That's  witty! 
Which  we  have  not  done  neither:  that,  I  fear, 
All  the  expected  good  we're  like  to  hear 
For  this  play  at  this  time,  is  only  in 
The  merciful  construction  of  good  women ; 
For  such  a  one  we  show'd  em:  if  they  smile. 
And  say  'twill  do,  I  know,  within  a  while 
All  the  best  men  are  ours;  for  'tis  ill  hap. 
If  they  hold  when  their  ladies  bid  'em  clap. 
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TROILrS  AND  CRESSIDA, 


DBAMATIS  PERSONJi:. 


Priam,  king  of  Troj. 
Hbctob,        1 
Troilus, 

Paris,  hia  6on«. 

DsiraoBus, 
Hrlsxub,      J  - 

MAROARBLOiTf  R  boaUtfd  son  of 
Priam. 

fiii'i^OR,   [Trojan commanders. 
Calchas.  a  Trojan  priest,  taking 

part  with  the  Greeks. 
Pandards,  uncle  to  Cressida.    ' 
Agamemnon,  the  Grecian  general. 
Mbnblaub,  his  brother. 
Achilles, 
Xtax, 
Ulysses, 
Nbstor, 

DlOMBDBS, 

Patroclus, 


THBRsrrEs,  a  deformed  and  scur- 
rilous Grecian. 
Alezandbr,  ftervant  to  Cressida. 
Servant  to  Troilus. 
Servant  to  Paris. 
Servant  to  Dlomedes. 

Helen,  wife  to  Menelaus. 
Andrumachk.  wifo  to  Hector. 
Cassandra,  daughter  to  Priom,  a 

prophetess. 
Cressida,  daughter  to  Calchas. 


Trojan  and  Greek  Soldiers,  and 
AttendantSb 


Grecian  prinoesb 


Scene:  Troy,  and  the  Chredan  camp  before  it. 


PROLOGUE. 

In  Troy,  there  lies  the  scene.    Prom  isles  of  Greece 

The  princes  orgulous,  their  high  blood  chafed, 

Have  to  the  port  of  Athens  sent  their  ships, 

Fraught  with  the  ministers  and  instruments 

Of  cruel  war:  sixty  and  nine,  that  wore 

Their  crownets  rfigal,  from  the  Athenian  bay 

Put  forth  toward  Phrygia;  and  their  vow  is  made 

To  ransack  Troy,  within  whose  strong  immures 

The  ravisird  Helen,  Menelaus'  queen. 

With  wanton  Paris  sleeps;  and  that's  the  quarrel. 

To  Tenedos  they  come; 

And  the  deep-drawing  barks  do  there  disgorge 

Their  warlike  fraughtage:  now  on  Dardan  plains 

The  fresh  and  yet  unbniised  Greeks  do  pitch 

Shak.  il— 24  (787) 
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Their  brave  pavilions:  Priam's  six-gated  city, 

Durdan,  and  Tyrabria,  Hclias,  Cbetas,  Troien, 

And  Antcnorides,  witli  massy  staples 

And  corresponsive  and  fulfilling  bolts, 

Spcrr  up  the  sons  of  Troy. 

Now  expectation,  tickling  skittish  spirits,  20 

On  one  and  other  side,  Trojan  and  Greek, 

8ets  all  on  hazard:  and  hither  am  I  come 

A  prologue  arm'd,  but  not  in  confidence 

Of  author's  pen  or  actor's  verse,  but  suited 

In  like  conditions  as  our  argument. 

To  tell  you,  fair  beholders,  that  our  play      ' 

Leaps  o'er  the  vaunt  and  firstlings  of  those  broils, 

l^cginning  in  the  middle,  starting  thence  away 

To  what  may  be  digested  in  a  play. 

Like  or  find  fault ;  do  as  your  pleasures  are:  80 

Now  good  or  bad,  'tis  but  the  chance  of  war. 

ACTL 

Scene  L    Trojf.    Before  Priam's  palace. 

Enter  Troilus  armed,  and  Pakdarub, 

Tro.  Call  here  my  varlet;  111  unarm  again:' 
Why  should  I  war  without  the  walls  of  Troy, 
That  find  such  cruel  battle  here  within? 
Kach  Trojan  that  is  master  of  his  heart, 
Let  him  tp  field ;  Troilus,  alas!  hath  none. 

Pan.  Will  this  gear  ne'er  be  mended? 

Tro.  The  Greeks  are  strong  and  skilful  to  their  strength. 
Fierce  to  their  skill  and  to  their  fierceness  valiant; 
But  I  am  weaker  than  a  woman's  tear. 
Tamer  than  sleep,  fonder  than  ignorance,  10 

Less  valiant  than  the  virgin  in  the  night 
And  skillcss  as  unpractised  infancy. 

Pan,  Well,  I  have  told  you  enough  of  this;  for  my  part, 
ril  not  meddle  nor  make  no  further.  He  that  will  have  a 
cake  out  of  the  wheat  must  needs  tarry  the.grinding. 

Tro.  Have  I  not  tarried? 

Pitn.  Ay,  the  grindmg;  but  you  must  tarry  the  bolting. 

Tro.  Ilave  I  not  tarried? 

Pfin.  Av,  the  bolting,  but  vou  must  tarry  the  leavening. 

Tro.  Still  have  I  tarried.    "  20 

Pufi.  Ay,  to  the  leavening;  but  here's  yet  in  the  word 
*' hereafter"  the  kneadinc,  the  making  of  the  cake,  the 
heating  of  the  oven  and  the  baking;  nay.  you  must  stay 
the  cooling  too,  or  you  may  chance  to  burn  your  lips. 
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Tro.  Patience  herself,  what  goddess  e'er  she  be. 
Doth  lesser  blench  at  safferance  than  I  do. 
At  Prhiin's  royal  table  do  1  sit; 
And  when  fair  Cressid  comes  into  my  thoughts, — 
Bo,  traitor!  "When  she  comes  1"  When  is  she  thence?   81 

Pan.  Well,  she  looked  yesternight  fairer  than  ever  I  saw 
her  look,  or  any  woman  else. 

Tro.  I  was  about  to  tell  thee: — when  my  heart, 
As  wedged  with  a  sigh,  would  rive  in  twain, 
Lest  Hector  or  my  father  should  perceive  me, 
I  have,  as  when  the  sun  doth  light  a  storm. 
Buried  tliis  sigh  in  wrinkle  of  a  smile: 
But  sorrow,  that  is  couch'd  in  seeming  gladness. 
Is  like  that  mirth  fate  turns  to  sudden  sadness.  40 

Pan.  An  her  hair  were  not  somewhat  darker  than  He- 
len*s— well,  go  to — there  were  no  more  comparison  between 
the  women :  but,  for  my  part,  she  is  my  kinswoman ;  I 
would  not,  as  thev  term  it,  praise  her:  but  I  would  some- 
body had  heard  her  talk  yesterday,  as  I  did.  I  will  not 
dispraise  your  sister  Cassandra's  wit,  but — 

Tro.  0  Pandarus!  I  tell  thee  Pandarus, — 
When  I  do  tell  thee,  there  my  hopes  lie  drown'd, 
Reply  not  in  how  many  fathoms  deep  '  50 

They  lie  indrench'd.    I  tell  thee  I  am  mad 
In  Cressid's  love :  thou  answer'st  "  she  is  fair;" 
Pour'st  in  the  open  ulcer  of  my  heart 
Her  eves,  her  hair,  her  cheek,  her  gait,  her  voice. 
Handiest  in  thy  discourse,  O,  that  her  hand. 
In  wliose  comparison  all  whites  are  ink, . 
Writing  their  own  reproach,  to  whose  soft  seizure 
The  cygnet's  down  is  harsh  and  spirit  of  sense 
Hard  as  the  palm  of  ploughman:  this  thou  tell'st  me, 
As  true  thou  tell'st  me,  when  I  say  I  love  her;  GO 

J  But,  saying  thus,  instead  of  oil  and  balm, 

!Thou  lay'st  in  evcrv  gash  that  love  hath  given  mc 
The  knife  that  niaae  it. 
Pan.  I  speak  no  moi*e  than  truth. 
II  Tro.  Thou  dost  not  speak  so  much. 

r  Pan.  Faith,  PU  not  meddle  iu't.     Let  her  be  as  she  is: 

if  she  be  fair,  'tis  the  better  for  her;  an  she  be  not,  she  has 
the  mends  in  her  own  hands. 

Tro.  Qood  Pandarus,  how  now,  Pandarus! 
Pan.  1  have  had  my  labour  for  my  travail;  ill-thought 
j  on  of  her  and  ill  thought  on  of  you;  gone  between  and 

between,  but  small  thanks  for  my  labour. 
Tro.  What,  art  thou  angry,  Pandarus?  what,  with  me? 
Pan,  Because  she's  kin  to  mc,  therefore  she's  not  so  fair 


740  TROILUS  AND  CRESSIDA.  [act  l 

as  Helen:  an  she  were  not  kin  to  me,  she  would  be  as  fair 
on  Friday  as  Helen  is  on  Sunday.  But  what  care  I?  I 
care  not  an  she  were  a  black-a-moor;  *lis  all  one  to  me.  80 

Tro.  Say  I  she  is  not  fair? 

Pan.  I  do  not  care  whether  you  do  or  no.  She's  a  fool 
to  stay  behind  her  father;  let  her  to  the  Greeks;  and  %o 
1*11  tell  her  the  next  time  I  see  her:  for  my  part,  I'll  meddle 
nor  make  no  more  i*  the  matter. 

Tro.  Pandarus, — 

Pan.  Not  I. 

Tro.  Sweet  Pandarus, — 

Pan.  Pray  you,  speak  no  more  to  me:  I  wUl  leave  all 
as  I  found  it,  and  there  an  end.  91 

[Exit  PandarvB.    An  alarum. 

T7'o.  Peace,  you  ungracious  clamours!  peace,  rude  sounds! 
Fools  on  both  sides!  Helen  must  needs  be  fair, 
When  with  your  blood  you  daily  paint  her  thus. 
I  cannot  fight  upon  this  argument; 
It  is  too  starved  a  subject  for  my  sword. 
But  Pandarus, — Oh  gods,  how  do  you  plague  me! 
I  cannot  come  to  Cressid  but  by  Pandar; 
And  he's  as  tetchy  to  be  woo'd  to  woo. 
As  she  is  stubborn-chaste  against  all  suit.  100 

Tell  me,  Apollo,  for  thy  Daphne's  love, 
What  Cressid  is,  what  Pandar,  and  what  we? 
Her  bed  is  India;  there  she  lies,  a  pearl: 
Between  our  Ilium  and  where  she  resides, 
Let  it  be  call'd  the  wild  and  wandering  flood, 
Oursclf  the  merchant,  and  this  sailing  Pandar 
Our  doubtful  hope,  our  convoy  and  our  bark. 

Alarum.    Enter  JEIneab. 

^Enf.  How  now.  Prince  Troilus!  wherefore  not  afield? 

Tro.  Because  not  there:  this  woman's  answer  sorts. 
For  womanish  it  is  to  be  fxx)m  thence.  110 

What  news,  -^neas,  from  the  field  to-day? 

yEne.  That  Paris  is  returned  home  and  hurt. 

Tro.  By  whom,  iEneas? 

^ac.  Troilus,  by  Menelaus. 

J'ro.  Let  Paris  bleed:  'tis  but  a  scar  to  scorn; 
Paris  is  gored  with  Menehius*  horn.  [Alarttm. 

^Ene.  Hark,  what  good  sport  is  out  of  town  to-day! 

Tro.  Better  at  home,  if  "would  I  might"  were  "may." 
But  to  the  sport  abroad :  are  you  bound  tliither? 

^ne.  In  all  swift  haste. 

Tro^  Come,  go  we  then  together.  [EteunL 
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ScENB  II.     The  tame,    A  eireet 
Enter  Crbsbida  and  Alexandeb. 

Cre9,  yrho  were  those  went  by? 

Alex,  Queen  Hecuba  and  Helen. 

Cree.  And  whither  go  they? 
*    Alex,  Up  to  the  eastern  tower. 

Whose  height  comniands  as  sabjcct  all  the  tale, 
To  see  the  battle.     Hector,  whose  patience 
Is,  as  a  virtue,  flx*d,  today  Was  moved  *. 
He  chid  Andromache  and  struck  his  armorer. 
And,  like  as  there  were  husbandry  in  war. 
Before  the  sun  rose  he  was  hamess'd  li^ht, 
And  to  the  field  goes  he;  where  every  flower 
Did,  as  a  prophet,  weep  what  it  foresaw  10 

In  Hector  s  wrath. 

Crei,  What  was  his  cause  of  anger? 

Alex.  The  noise  goes,  this:  there  is  among  the  Greeks 
A  lord  of  Trojan  blood,  nephew  to  Hector; 
They  call  him  Ajax.  • 

Gree.  *  €kx>di  and  what  of  him? 

Alex,  They  say  he  is  a  very  man  per  se, 
And  stands  alone. 

Cree.  80  do  all  men,  unless  they  are  drunk,  sick,  or  have 
no  legs. 

Alex,  This  man,  lady,  hath  robbed  many  beasts  of  their 
particular  additions;  he  is  as  valiant  as  the  Hon,  chiirlisli 
as  the  bear,  slow  as  the  elephant:  a  man  into  whom  nature 
hath  so  crowded  humours  that  his  valour  is  crushed  into 
follv,  his  folly  sauced  with  discretion  there  is  no  man 
hath  a  virtue  that  he  hath  not  a  glimpse  of.  nor  any  man 
an  attaint  but  ho  carries  some  stain  of  it-  he  is  melancholy 
without  cause,  and  merry  against  the  hair    he  hath  the 

ioints  of  every  thing,  but  every  tiling  so  out  of  Joint  that 
le  is  a  gouty  Briareus,  many  hands  and  no  use,  or  pur 
#  blind  A^us,  all  eyes  and  no  sight.  81 

Cres,  But  how  should  this  man,  that  makes  me  smile, 
make  Hector  angry? 

Alex.  They  say  he  yesterday  coped  Hector  in  the  bottle 
and  struck  him  down,  the  disdain  and  shame  whereof 
hath  ever  since  kept  Hector  fasting  and  waking. 
Ores,  Who  comes  here? 
Alex,  Madam,  your  uncle  Pandarus. 

Enter  Paio^arus. 

Ora,  Hector*8  a  gallant  man.  40 
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Alex.  As  may  be  in  the  wofld,  lady. 

Pan.  What's  that?  what's  that? 

Ores.  Good  morrow,  uncle  Pandarus. 

Pan.  Good  morrow,  cousin  Cressid:  what  do  you  talk 
of?  Good  morrow,  Alexander.  How  do  you,  cousin? 
When  were  you  at  Ilium? 

Ores.  Tills  morning,  uncle. 

Pan.  What  were  you  talking  of  when  I  came?  Was 
Hector  armed  and  gone  ere  ye  came  to  Uium?  Helen  was 
not  up,  was  she?  50 

Ores.  Hector  was  gone,  but  Helen  was  not  up. 

J^an.  Even  so:  Hector  was  stirring  early. 

Ores.  That  were  we  talking  of,  and  of  his  auger. 

Pan.  Was  he  angry? 

Cre«.  So  he  says  nere. 

Pan.  True,  he  was  so:  I  know  the  cause  too:  hell  lay 
about  him  to-day,  I  can  tell  them  that:  and  there's  Tmilus 
will  not  come  far  behind  him;  let  them  take  heed  of  Troihis, 
I  can  tell  them  that  too.  61 

Ores.  What,  is  he  angry  too? 

Pan.  lY^o*  Troilus?  Troilus  is  the  better  man  of  the 
two. 

Cres.  O  Jupiter!  there's  no  comparison. 

Pan.  What,  not  between  Troilus  and  Hector?  Do  you 
know  a  man  if  you  see  him? 

Ores.  Ay,  if  I  ever  saw  him  before  and  knew  him. 

Pan.  Well,  I  say  Troilus  is  Troilus.  70 

Ores.  Then  you  say  as  I  say ;  for,  I  am  sure,  he  is  not 
Hector. 

Pm.  No,  nor  Hector  is  not  Troilus  in  some  degrees. 

Ores.  Tis  Just  to  each  of  them ;  he  is  himself. 

Pan.  Himself!    Alas,  poor  Troilus!    I  would  he  were. 

Ores,  So  he  is. 

Pan.  Condition,  I  had  gone  barefoot  to  India.  80 

Ores.  Here  is  not  Hector. 

Pan.  Himself!  no,  he's  not  himself:  would  a'  were  him- 
self! Well,  the  gods  are  above;  time  must  friend  or  end: 
well.  Troilus,  well:  I  would  my  heart  were  in  her  body. 
No,  Hector  is  not  a  better  man  than  Troilus. 

Ores.  Excuse  me. 

Pa7i.  He  is  elder. 

Ores.  Pardon  me,  pardon  me.  89 

Pin.  TW  other's  not  come  to't;  you  shall  tell  me  another 
tale,  when  th'  other's  come  to't.  Hector  shall  not  have  his 
wit  this  year. 

Ores.  He  shall  not  need  it,  if  he  have  his  own. 

Pan,  Nor  his  qualities. 
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Crcs.  No  matter. 

Pan.  Nor  his  buauty. 

CiM.  T would  not  l>ecoinc  him;  his  own*8  better. 

Pan,  You  have  no  judijcment,  niece:  Helen  herself  swore 
th'  otiier  day,  that  Troilus,  for  a  brown  favour — for  so  'lis, 
I  must  confess, — not  brown  neither, — 

Crcs.  No,  but  brown. 
'     Pan.  Taith,  to  say  truth,  brown  and  not  brown. 

Cres.  To  say  the  truth,  true  and  not  true. 

Pan.  She  praised  his  complexion  above  Paris. 

Ores.  Why,  Paris  hath  colour  enough. 

Pan.  So  he  has.  109 

Cres.  Then  Troilus  should  liave  too  much:  if  she  praised 
him  above,  his  complexion  is  higher  .than  his;  behaving 
colour  enough,  and  the  other  higher,  is  too  flaming  a  praise 
for  a  good  complexion.  I  bad  as  lief  Helen's  golden  tongue 
had  commended  Troilus  for  a  copper  nose. 

Pan,  I  swear  to  you,  I  think  Hefea  loves  him  better  than 
Paris. 

Ores.  Then  she's  a  merry  Greek  indeed. 

Pan.  Nay,  I  am  sure  she  does.  She  came'  to  him  th* 
other  day  into  tlie  compassed  window, — and,  you  know, 
he  has  not  past  three  or  four  hairs  on  his  chin, — 

Cres.  Indeed,  a  tapster's  arithmetic  may  soon  bring  his 
particulars  therein  to  a  total. 

Pan.  Why,  he  is  very  young:  and  yet  will  he,  within 
three  pound,  lift  as  much  as  his  brother  Hector. 

Cres.  Is  he  so  young  a  man  and  so  old  a  lifter?  129 

Pan,  But  to  prove  to  you  that  Helen  loves  him :  she  came 
and  puts  me  her  white  hand  to  his  cloven  chin — 

Cres.  Juno  have  mercy!  how  came  it  cloven? 

Pan.  Why,  you  know,  'tis  dimpled:  I  think  Ids  smiling 
'becomes  him  better  than  any  man  in  all  Phrygia. 

Cres.  O,  he  smiles  valiantly. 

Pan.  Does  he  not? 

Cres.  O  yes,  an  'twere  a  cloud  in  autumn.  189 

Pan.  Why,  go  to,  then;  but  to  prove  to  you  that  Helen 
loves  Troilus, — 

Cres.  Troilus  will  stand  to  the  proof,  if  you'll  prove  it  so. 

Pan.  Troilus!  why,  he  esteems  her  no  more  than  I  esteem 
an  addle  ii^^. 

Cres.  If  you  love  an  addle  egg  as  well  as  you  love  an 
idle  head,  you  would  eat  chickens  i*  the  shell. 

Pan.  I  cannot  choose  but  laugh,  to  think  how  she  tickled 
his  chin .  indeed,  she  huas  a  marvellous  white  hand,  I  must 
needs  confess, —  .  151 

CrcA,  Without  the  rack. 
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Pan,  And  she  takes  upon  her  to  spy  a  white  hair  on  his 
chin. 

Ores.  Alas,  poor  chin !  many  a  wart  is  richer. 

Pan.  But  there  was  sucii  laughing!  Queen  Hecuba 
laughed  that  her  eyes  ran  o'er. 

Vres.  With  mill-slones. 

Pan.  And  Cassandra  laughed. 

Cres.  But  there  was  more  temperate  Are  under  the  pot  of 
her  eyes:  did  her  eyes  run  o'er  loo?  161 

Pan.  And  Hector  laughed. 

Cres.  At  what  was  all  this  laughing? 

Pan.  Marry,  at  the  white  hair  that  Helen  spied  on 
Troilus'  chin. 

Orei.  An't  had  been  a  green  hair,  I  should  have  laughed 
too. 

Pan.  They  laughed  not  so  much  at  the  hair  as  at  his 
pretty  answer. 

Cres.  What  was  his  answer?  170 

Pan.  Quoth  she,  *'  Here's  but  two  and  fifty  hairs  on  your 
chin,  and  one  of  them  is  white." 

Cres.  This  is  her  question. 

Pan.  That's  true;  make  no  question  of  that.  "Two  and 
fifty  hairs,"  quoth  he,  "and  one  white :  that  white  hair  is  mv 
father,  and  all  the  rest  are  his  sons."  "Jupiter!"  quoth 
she,  "  which  of  these  hairs  is  Paris  my  husband?"  *'  The 
forked  one,"  quoth  he,  *'  pluck*t  out,  and  give  it  him.'* 
But  there  was  such  laughing!  and  Helen  so  blushed,  and 
Paris  so  chafed,  and  all  the  rest  so  laughed,  that  it  passed. 

Cres.  So  let  it  now;  for  it  has  been  a  great  while  going  by. 

Pan,  Well,  cousin* I  told  you  a  thing  yesterday;  think 
on't. 

Cres,  So  I  do. 

Pan.  I'll  be  sworn  'tis  true;  he  will  weep  you,  an  'twcro. 
a  man  born  in  April.  189 

Cres.  And  I'll  spring  up  in  his  tears,  an  'twere  a  nettle 
against  May.  [A  retreat  sounded. 

Pan.  Hark!  they  are  coming  from  the  field:  shall  we 
stand  up  here,  and  see  them  as  they  pass  toward  Ilium? 
good  niece,  do,  sweet  niece  Cressida. 

Cres.  At  your  pleasure. 

Pan.  Here,  here,  here's  an  excellent  place;  here  we  may 
see  most  bravely:  I'll  tell  you  them  all  by  their  names  as 
they  pass  by;  but  mark  Troilus  above  the  rest.  200 

Cres.  Speak  not  so  loud. 

MsiUkA  pastes. 
Pan,  That's  .£neas:  is  not  that  a  brsvo  man?  he's  one 
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of  the  flowers  of  Troy,  I  can  tell  you:  but  mark  Troilus; 
you  shall  see  anon. 

A17TEK0R  pCUWS, 

Ores.  Who's  that? 

Pan,  Thai's  Antcnor:  he  has  a  shrewd  wit,  I  can  tell 
you;  and  he's  a  man  good  enough:  he's  oneo'  the  soundest 
judgements  in  Troy,  whosoever,  and  a  proper  man  of  per- 
son. When  comes  Troilus?  I'll  show  you  Troilus  anon; 
if  he  see  me,  you  shall  see  him  nod  at  me. 

Cre9,  Will  he  give  you  the  nod? 

Pan,  You  shall  see. 

Cre9,  If  he  do,  the  rich  shall  have  more. 

Hector  paun, 

.  Bin,  That's  Hector,  that,  that,  look  you,  that;  there's  a 
fellow!  Go  thy  way,  Hector!  Here's  a  brave  man,  niece. 
O  brave  Hector!  Look  how  he  looks!  there's  a  counte- 
nance! is't  not  a  brave  man? 

Cres.  O,  a  brave  man !  220 

Pan.  Is  a*  not?  it  does  a  man's  heart  good.  Look  you 
what  hacks  are  on  his  helmet!  look  you  yonder,  do  you 
see?  look  you  there:  there's  no  jesting;  there's  laying  on, 
take't  off  who  will,  as  they  say:  there  be  hacks! 

Ore9.  Be  those  with  swords? 

Pan,  Swords!  any  thing,  he  cares  not;  an  tlie  devil  come 
to  him,  it's  all  one;  by  God's  lid,  it  does  one's  heart  good. 
Yonder  comes  Paris,  yonder  comes  Paris.  230 

Paris  passes. 

Look  ye  yonder,  niece,  is't  not  a  gallant  man  too,  is't  not? 
Why,  this  is  brave  now.  Who  said  he  came  hurt  home 
to-day?  he's  not  hurt:  why,  this  will  do  Helen's  heart 
good  now,  ha^  Would  I  could  see  Troilus  now!  You 
shall  see  Troilus  anon. 

Helenus  passcB, 

Ores,  Who's  that? 

Pan,  That's  Helenus.   I  marvel  where  Troilus  is.   That's 
Helenus.     I  think  he  went  not  forth  to-day.    That's  Hele 
nus.  240 

Oes.  Can  Helenus  flg^t,  uncle? 

Pan.  Helenus?  no.     Yes,  he'll  fight  indifferent  well.     I 
marvel  where  Troilus   is.     Hark!  do  you  not  hear  the 
people  cry  "  Troilu.s"?  Helenus  Is  a  priest. 
Or€$,  What  sneaking  fellow  comes  yonder? 

Troilus  pa»a. 
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Pan.  Where?  yonder?  that's  Deipliobus.  *Tis  TroihisI 
there's  a  man,  niece!  Hem!  Brave  Troilus!  the  prince  of 
chivalry ! 

Cres.  Peace,  for  shame,  peace!  250 

Pan,  Mark  him;  note  him.  O  brave  Troihis!  Look 
well  upon  him,  niece:  look  you  ho\vw his  sword  is  bloodied, 
and  his  helm  more  hacked  than  Hector's,  and  how  ho 
looks,  and  how  he  goes!  0  admirable  youth!  he  ne'er  saw 
three  and  twenty.  Go  thy  way,  Troilus,  go  thy  way! 
Had  I  a  sister  were  a  grace,  or  a  daughter  a  goddess,  he  * 
should  take  his  choice.  O  admirable  man!  Pans?  Paris  is 
dirt  to  him;  and,  I  warrant,  Helen,  to  change,  would  give 
an  eye  to  boot.  260 

Cres.  Here  come  more. 

Forces  pasg. 

Pan.  Asses,  fools,  dolts!  chaff  and  bran,  cba(F  and  brnn! 
porridge  after  meat!  I  could  live  and  die  i'  the  eyes  of 
Trojius.  Ne'er  look,  ne'er  look:  the  eagles  arc  gone :  crows 
and  daws,  crows  and  daws!  I  had  rather  be  such  a  man 
as  Troilus  than  Agamemnon  and  all  Greece. 

Crei.  There  is  among  the  Greeks  Achilles,  a  better  man 
than  Troihis. 

Pan,  Achilles!  a  drayman,  a  porter,  a  very  camel.    270 

Cres.  Well,  well. 

Pan.  "Well,  well!"  Why,  have  you  any  discretion? 
have  you  any  eyes?  do  you  know  what  a  man  is?  Is  not 
birth,  beauty,  good  shape,  discourse,  manhood,  learning, 
gentleness,  virtue,  youth,  liberality,  and  such  like,  the  spice 
and  salt  that  season  a  man? 

Cres.  Ay,  a  minced  man  -.  and  then  to  be  baked  with  no 
date  in  the  pie.  for  then  the  man's  date's  out.  281 

Pan.  You  are  such  a  woman !  one  knows  not  at  what 
ward  you  lie. 

Cres.  Upon  my  back,  to  defend  my  belly  f  upon  my  wit, 
to  defend  my  wiles;  upon  my  secrecy,  to  defend  mine 
honesty;  my  mask,  to  defend  my  beauty;  and  you,  to 
defend  all  these :  and  at  all  these  wards  I  lie,  at  a  thousand 
watches. 

Pm,  Say  one  of  your  watches.  290 

Cres.  Nay,  I'll  watch  vou  for  that;  and  that's  one  of  tho 
chief  est  of  them  too:  if  I  cannot  ward  what  I  would  not 
have  hit,  I  can  watch  you  for  telling  how  I  took  the  blow; 
unless  it  swell  past  hiding,  and  then  it's  past  watching. 

Pan.  You  are  such  another! 

Enter  Troilus's  Boy. 
Bay.  Sir,  my  lord  would  instantly  speak  with  you. 
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Pan.  Where? 

Boi/.  At  your  own  house ;  there  he  unarms  him.        900 

Pan.  Good  boy,  tell  him  I  come.  [EnU  Bo^.] 

I  doubt  he  be  hurt.     Fare  ye  well,  good  niece. 

Cre*.  Adieu,  uncle. 

Pan.  I'll  be  with  yoft,  niece,  by  and  by. 

Ores.  To  bring,  uncle? 

Pan.  Ay,  a  token  from  Troilus. 

Cres.  By  the  same  token^  you  are  a  bawd. 

[Exit  Pandarus. 
Words,  vows,  gifts,  tears,  and  love's  full  sacriflde, 
He  offers  in  another's  ent^jrprise: 

But  more  in  Troilus  thousand  fold  I  see  810 

Than  in  the  glass  of  Pandar's  praise  ma^  be ; 
Yet  hold  I  off.    Women  are  angels,  wooing: 
Things  won  are  done;  Joy's  soul  lies  in  the  doing. 
That  she  beloved  knows  nought  that  knows  not  this: 
Men  prize  the  thing  ungain'd  more  than  it  is: 
That  she  was  never  yet  that  ever  knew 
Love  goi  so  sweet  as  when  desire  did  sue. 
'Therefore  this  maxim  out  of  love  I  teach: 
Achievement  is  command ;  ungain'd,  beseech: 
Then  thongii  my  heart's  content  firm  love  doth  bear,     830 
Nothing  of  that  shall  from  mine  eyes  appear.        [Exeunt 


Scene  III.     The  Grecian  camp.    Before  Agamemnon's  tent. 

Sennet.  Enter  Aoambhnok,  Nestor,  Ulysses,  Msnelaus, 

andcthen, 

ft 

Agam..  Princes, 
What  grief  hath  set  the  jaundice  on  your  cheeks? 
The  ampnrpfoposition  that  hope  makes 
In  all  designs  begun  on  earth  below 
Fails  in  the  promised  largeness:  checks  and  disasters 
Grow  in  the  veins  of  actions  highest  rear'd. 
As  knots,  by  the  conflux  of  meeting  sap, 
Infect  the  sound  pine  and  divert  his  grain 
Tortive  and  errant  from  his  course  of  growth. 
Nor,  princes,  is  it  matter  new  to  us  10 

That  we  come  short  of  our  suppose  so  far 
That  after  seven  years'  siege  yet  Troy  walls  stand; 
Sith  every  action  that  hath  gone  before, 
Wliereof  we  have  record,  trial  did  draw , 
Bias  and  thwart,  not  answering  the  aim, 
And  that  unbodied  figure  of  the  thought 
That  gave't  surmised  shape.    Why  then,  you  princes. 
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Do  yon  with  cheeks  abash'd  behold  our  works, 

And  call  them  shames?  which  are  indeed  nought  else 

But  the  protractive  trials  of  j^reat  Jore  20 

To  find  poi-sLstivc  constancy  in  men : 

The  fineness  of  which  metal  is  not  found 

In  fortune's  love;  for  tlien  the  bold  and  coward, 

The  wise  and  fool,  the  artist  and  unread, 

The  hard  and  soft,  seem  all  afBued  and  kin : 

But,  in  tlie  wind  and  tempest  of  her  frown. 

Distinction,  with  a  broad  and  powerful  fan, 

Pufilng  at  all,  winnows  the  light  away; 

And  what  hath  mass  or  matter,  by  itself 

Lies  rich  in  virtue  and  un mingled.  80 

Nest.  With  due  observance  of  thy  godlike  scat, 
Great  Agamemnon,  Kestor  shall  apply 

V  Thy  latest  words.^   In  the  reproof  of  j h  ^ "^^  -— 

^Jjea. th£, true  prootjotjnfin I'tEesea  being  smooth, 
now  many  shallow  bauble  boats  dare  sail 

.  Upon  her  patient  breast,  making  their  way 
With  tliosc  of  nobler  bulk!  ,    ^  ;,     ,,, .  *  .  *' 

But  let  the  ruffian  Boreag  once  enrage      ^  '^  *  * 

The  gentle  Thetis,  and  anon  behold 
The  strongribb''31)ark  through  liquid  mountains  cut,      40 
Bounding  between  the  two  moist  elements, 
Like  Perseus'  horse:  whcre's  then  the  snucy  boat 
Whose  weak  untimber'd  sides  but  even  now 
Co-rivaird  greatness?    Either  to  harbour  fled, 
Or  made  a  toast  for  Neptune,  jf  Even  so 
Doth  valour's  show  and  valour's  ^orth  divide 
In  storms  of  fortune;  for  in  her  my  and briglilness 
The  herd  hath  more  annoyance  by  the  breese 
Than  by  the  tiger;  but  when  the  splitting  wind 
Hakes  flexible  the  knees  of  knotted  oaks,  60 

And  flies  fled  under  shade,  why,  then  the  thing  of  courage 
As  roused  with  rage  with  rage  doth  sympathize, 
And  with  an  accent  tuned  in  selfsame  key 

'  Retorts  to  chiding  fortune. 

Ulyss,  Agamemnon, 

Thou  great  commander,  nerve  and  bone  of  Greece, 
Heart  of  our  numbers,  soul  and  only  spirit, 
In  whom  the  tempers  and  the  minds  of  all 
Should  be  shut  up,  hear  what  Ulysses  speaks. 
Besides  the  applause  and  approbation 
The  which,  (To  Agamemnon\  most  mighty  for  thy  place 
and  sway,      •  00 

[To Nestor]  And  thou  most  reverend  for  thy  str^tch'd-out 
life 
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I  give  to  both  your  speeches,  which  were  such 
As  Aeamcmnon  and  the  hand  of  Greece 
Should  hold  up  high  Id  brass,  and  such  again 
As  venerable  Nestor,  hatch'd  in  silver,    * 
Should  with  a  bond  of  air,  strong  as  thq  axletrec' 
On  which  heaven  rides,  knit  all  the  Grcekish  ears 
To  his  experienced  tongue,  yet  let  it  please  both. 
Thou  great,  and  wise,  to  hear  Ulysses  speak. 

Again.  Speak,  Prince  of  Ithaca;  and  be't  of  less  expect 
That  matter  needless,  of  importless  burden,  71 

Divide  thy  lips,  then  wg  are  confident, 
AVhen  rank  Thersites  opes  his  mastic  jaws, 
We  shall  hear  music,  wit  and  oracle.  . 

Ulyss,  Troy,  yet  upon  his  basis,  had  been  down,    /' 
And  the  great  Hector  s  sword  had  hick'd  a  master. 
But  for  these  instances. 
The  specialty  of  rule  hath  been  neglected: 
And,  look,  how  many  Grecian  tents  do  stand 
Hollow  upon  this  plain,  so  many  hollow  factions.  80 

When  that  the  general  is  not  like-tlxc  iiivc 
To  whom  the  foragers  shall  all  repair, 
What  lioney  is  expected?  yl)cffree  being  vizarded, 
The  un worthiest  shows  as  fairly  in  the  masK  .- 
The  heavens  themselves,  the  planets  and  this  centre     ,.<  a 
Observe  degree,  priority  and  place, 
In?i3tttre,  course,  proportion,  season,  form. 
Office  and  custom,  in  all  line  of  order; 
i^\  And  therefore  is  the  glorious  planet  Sol 

In  noble  eminence  enthroned  and  sphered  90 

^  Amidst  the  other;  whose  medicinable  eye 
Corrects  the  ill  aspects  of  planets  evil,  ^ 

a.nd  postSf^ke  the  commandment  of  a  king,  y 
ans  check  TO  good  and  bad :  but  when  the  planets 
,  In  evil  mixture  to  disorder  wander, 
\What  plagues  and  what  portents',  what  mutiny! 
Wiiat  ragmg  of  the  sea!  shaking  of  earth! 
Commotion  in  the  winds!  frights,  changes,  horrors. 
Divert  and  crack,  rend  and  deracinate 
The  unity  and  married  calm  bF^fJTTes-  -  IOC 

Quite  from  their  fixture!'  fO,  when  degree  is  shaked. 
Which  is  the  ladder  to  all  nigh  designs. 
Then  enterprise  is  sick!    How  could  communities. 
Degrees  in  schools  and  brotherhoods  in  cities, 
Peaceful  commerce  from  dividable  shores, 
The  primogenitive  and  due  of  birth. 
Prerogative  of  age,  crowns,  sceptres,  laurels, 
But  by  degree,  stand  in  authentic  place? 
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Take  but  degree  away,  untune  that  string, 

And,  hark,  what  discord  follows!  each  thing  meets       110 

In  mere  oppugnancy:  the  bounded  waters 

Should  lift  their  bosoms  higher  than  the  shores 

And  make  a  sop  of  all  this  solid  vT^lobe : 

Strength  should  be  lord  of  imbecility, 

And  the  rude  son  should  strike  his  father  dead : 

Force  should  be  right;  or  rather,  right  and  wrong. 

Between  whose  endless  jar  justice  resides, 

Should  lose  their  names,  and  so  should  justice  too. 

Then  every  thing  includes  itself  in  power. 

Power  into  will,  will  into  appetite;  li^O 

And  appetite,  an  universal  wolf, 

So  doubly  seconded  with  will  and  power, 

Must  make  perforce  an  universal  prey, 

And  last  eatiip  himself.     Great  Agamemnon, 

This  chaos,  when  degree  is  suffocate. 

Follows  the  choking. 

And  this  neglection  of  degree  it  is 

That  by  a  pace  goes  backward,  with  a  purpose 

It  hath  to  climb.     The  generars  disdaiu'd 

By  him  one  step  below,  he  by  the  next,  130 

That  next  lu^iim  beneath;  so  every  step, 

Exam  pled  oy  the  first  pace  that  is  sick 

Of  his  superior,  grows  to  an  envious  fever 

Of  pale  and  bloodless  emulation^ 

And  'tis  this  fever  that  keeps  Troy  on  foot. 

Not  her  own  sinews.     To  end  a  tale  of  length,       ^ 

Troy  in  our  weakness  stands,  not  in  her  strength.^* 

^eat.  Most  wisely  hath  Ulysses  here  discover'd 
The  fever  whereof  all  our  power  is  sick. 

Again.  The  nature  of  the  sickness  found,  Ulysses,     140 
"What  is  the  remedy? 

ITljfBS.  The  CTeat  Achilles,  whom  opinion  crowns 
The  sinew  ana  the  forehand  of  our  host, 
Having  his  car  full  of  his  airy  fnme, 
Grows  dainty  of  his  worth  and  in  his  tent 
Lies  mocking  our  designs:  with  him  Patroclus 
Upon  a  lazy  bed  the  livelong  day 
Breaks  scurril  jests, 

And  with  ridiculous  and  awkward  action, 
"Which,  slanderer,  he  imitation  calls,  150 

He  pageants  us.     Sometime,  great  Agamemnon, 
Thy  topless  deputation  he  puts  on. 
And,  like  a  strutting  player,  whose  conceit 
Lies  in  his  hamstring,  and  doth  think  it  rich 
To  hear  the  wooden  dialogue  and  sound 
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'Twixt  his  stretch'd  footing  and  the  scaffoldage, — 

Such  to-be-pitied  and  o*er- wrested  seenaing 

He  acts  tli y  greatness  in :  and  when  he  speaks, 

Tis  like  achirae  amending;  with  terms  uusquarcd, 

AVliicli,  from  the  tongue  of  roaring  Typhon  dropp'd^     160 

Would  seem  liyperboles.     At  tnis  fusty  stuff 

TIic  iarcre  Achilles,  on  his  pressed  bed  lolling, 

From  his  deep  chest  laughs  out  a  loud  applause; 

Cries  "Excellent!  *tis  Agamemnon  Just. 

Now  play  me  Nestor;  hem,  and  stroke  thy  beard. 

As  he  being  drest  to  some  oration." 

That's  done,  as  near  as  the  extremest  ends 

Of  parallels,  as  like  as  Vulcan  and  his  wife: 

Yet  ^od  Achilles  still  cries  **  Excellentl 

*Ti8  Nestor  right.    Now  play  him  me,  Patroclus,  170 

Arming  to  answer  in  a  night  alarm." 

And  then,  forsooth,  the  faint  defects  of  aeo 

Must  be  the  scene  of  mirth;  to  cough  ana  spit. 

And.  with  a  palsy-fumbling  on  his  gorget, 

Shake  in  ana  out  the  rivet:  and  at  this  sport 

Sir  Valour  dies;  cries  *'0,  enough,  Patroclus; 

Or  give  me  ribs  of  steel!    I  shall  split  all 

In  pleasure  of  my  spleen."    And  in  this  fashion, 

All  our  abilities,  gifts,  natures,  shapes, 

Severals  and  generals  of  grace  exact,  180 

Achievements,  plots,  orders,  preventions. 

Excitements  to  the  field,  or  speech  for  truce, 

Success  or  loss,  what  is  or  is  not,  serves 

As  stuff  for  these  two  to  make  paradoxes. 

Negt.  And  in  the  imitation  of  these  twain — 
Who,  as  Ulysses  says,  opinion  crowns 
With  an  imperial  voice — many  are  infect. 
Ajax  is  grown  self-wiird,  and  bears  his  head 
In  such  a  rein,  in  full  as  proud  a  place 
As  broad  Aciiilles;  keeps  his  tent  like  him;  190 

Makes  factious  feasts;  rails  on  our  state  of  war. 
Bold  as  an  oracle,  and  sets  Thcrsites, 
A  slave  whose  gall  coins  slanders  like  a  mint. 
To  match  us  in  comparisons  with  dirt. 
To  weaken  and  discredit  our  exposure, 
How  rank  soever  rounded  in  with  danger. 

Ulyss.  Tliey  tax  our  policy,  and  call  it  cowardice. 
Count  wisdom  as  no  member  of  the  war. 
Forestall  prescience  and  esteem  no  act 
But  that  of  hand:  the  still  and  mental  parts,  200 

That  do  contrive  how  many  liands  shall  strike. 
When  fitness  calls  them  on,  and  know  by  measure 
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Of  their  observant  toil  the  enemies'  weight, — 

Why,  this  hath  not  a  finger's  dignity: 

They  call  this  bed-work,  mappery,  closet-war; 

So  that  the  ram  that  batters  down  the  wall. 

For  the  great  swing  and  rudeness  of  hi^poise. 

They  place  before  his  hand  that  made  the  engine. 

Or  those  that  with  the  fineness  of  their  souls 

By  reason  guide  his  execution.  210 

Neat.  Let  this  be  granted,  and  Achilles'  horse 
Makes  many  Thetis'  sons.  [A  tvekei. 

Agam.  What  trumpet?  look,  Menelaus. 

Men.  I'rom  Troy. 

JSfnter  ^neas. 

Agam.  What  would  you  'fore  our  tent? 

^ne.  Is  this  great  Agamemnon's  tent,  I  pray  you? 
.   Agam.  Even  this. 

JEne,  May  one,  that  is  a  herald  and  a  prince. 
Do  a  fair  message  to  his  kingly  cars? 

Agam.  With  surety  stronger  than  Achilles' arm.        230 
'Fore  all  the  Greekish  heads,  which  with  one  voice 
Call  Agamemnon  head  and  general. 

^n€.  Fair  leave  and  large  security.    How  may 
A  stranger  to  those  most  imperial  looks 
Know  them  from  eyes  of  other  mortals? 

Agam.  Howl 

^ne.  Ay; 
I  ask,  that  I  might  waken  reverence. 
And  bid  the  cheek  be  ready  with  a  blush 
Modest  as  morning  when  she  coldly  eyes 
The  youthful  Phoebus:  280 

Which  is  that  ^od  in  office,  guiding  men? 
Which  is  the  h\g\i  and  mighty  Agamemnon? 

Agam.  This  'Trojan  scorns  us;  or  the  men  of  Troy 
Are  ceremonious  courtiers. 

u^.ie.  Courtiers  as  free,  as  debonair,  unarm'd. 
As  bending  angels;  that's  their  fame  in  peace: 
But  when  they  would  seem  soldiei*s,  they  have  galls. 
Good  arms,  strong  joints,  true  swords;  and,  Jove's  accord. 
Nothing  so  full  of  heart.     But  peace,  i£neas, 
Peace.  Trojan;  lay  thy  finder  on  thy  lips!  240 

The  worthmess  of  praise  distains  his  worth. 
If  that  the  praised  himself  bring  the  praise  forth; 
But  what  the  repining  enemy  commends, 
That  breath  fame  blows;  that  praise,  sole  pure,  transcends. 

Agam.  Sir,  you  of  Troy,  call  you  yourself  uEneas? 

Jsm.  Ay,  Greek,  that  is  my  name.  « 
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Affam.  What's  your  affnir,  I  pray  you? 

jEne.  Sir,  pardon ;  'tis  for  Agamemnon's  ears. 

Afjam,  He  hears  nought  privately  that  comes  from  Troy. 

JEJfir.  ]tor  I  from  Troy  come  not  to  whisper  him :     250 
I  bring  a  trumpet  to  awake  his  ear. 
To  set  his  sense  on  tlie  attentive  bent. 
And  then  to  speak. 

Agam,  Speak  frankly  as  the  wind ; 

It  is  not  Agamemnon's  sleeping  hour: 
That  thou  shalt  know,  Trojan,  he  is  awake, 
He  tells  tiiee  so  himself. 

^iie.  Trumpet,  blow  loud, 

Send  thy  brass  voice  through  all  these  lazy  tentd; 
And  every  Greek  of  mettle,  let  him  know. 
What  iVoy  means  fairly  shall  be  spoke  aloud. 

[Trumpet  kmnds. 
We  have,  great  Agamemnon,  here  in  Troy  200 

A  prince  call'd  Hector, — Priam  is  his  father, — 
AVho  in  this  dull  and  long-continued  truce 
Is  rusty  grown:  he  bade  me  take  a  trumpet, 
And  to  this  purpose  speak.    Kings,  princes,  lordal 
If  there  be  one  among  the  fair'st'of  Greece 
That  holds  his  honour  higher  than  his  ease. 
That  seeks  his  praise  more  than  he  fears  his  peril, 
That  knows  his  valour,  and  knoWs  not  bis  fear, 
Tliat  loves  bis  mistress  more  than  in  confession. 
With  truant  vows  to  her  own  lips  he  loves,  270 

And  dare  avow  her  beauty  and  ner  worth 
In  other  arms  than  hers, — to  him  this  challenge. 
Hector,  in  view  of  Trojans  and  of  Greeks, 
Shall  make  it  good,  or  do  his  best  to  do  it, 
He  hath  a  lady,  wiser,  fairer,  truer. 
Than  ever  Greek  did  compass  in  his  arms. 
And  will  to-morrow  with  his  trumpet  call 
Midway  between  your  tents  and  walls  of  Troy, 
To  rouse  a  Gi^ian  that  is  true  in  love: 
If  any  come.  Hector  shall  honour  him;  280 

If  none,  hell  say  in  Troy  when  he  retires. 
The  Grecian  dames  are  sunburnt  and  not  worth 
The  splinter  of  a  lance.    Even  so  much. 

Agam,  This  shall  be  told  our  lovers.  Lord  iSneas; 
If  none  of  them  have  soul  in  such  a  kind, 
We  left  them  all  at  home:  but  we  are  soldiers; 
And  may  that  soldier  a  mere  recreant  prove. 
That  means  not,  hath  not,  or  is  not  In  love! 
If  then  one  is,  or  hath,  or  means  to  be, 
Tllat  one  meeta  Hector^  if  none  else,  I  am  he.  200 
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Nest.  Tell  him  of  Nestor,  one  that  was  a  man 
When  Hector's  grandsire  sucked:  he  is  old  now; 
But  if  there  be  not  in  our  Grecian  host 
One  noble  man  that  hath  one  spark  of  fire,        • 
To  answer  for  his  love,  tell  him  from  me 
I'll  hide  my  silver  beard  in  a  gold  beaver 
And  in  my  vantbrace  put  this  wilher'd  brawn, 
And  meeting  him  will  tell  him  that  my  lady 
Was  fairer  than  his  giandnm  and  as  chaste 
As  may  be  in  the  world :  his  youth  in  flood,  SCO 

ru  prove  this  truth  with  my  three  drops  of  blood. 

^lu.  Now  heavens  forbid  such  scarcity  of  youth ! 

Ulyn,  Amen. 

Agam,  Pair  Lord  -^Eneas,  let'me  touch  your  hand; 
To  our  pavilion  shall  I  lead  you,  sir. 
Achilles  shall  have  word  of  this  intent; 
So  shall  each  lord  of  Greece,  from  lent  to  tent: 
Yourself  shall  feast  with  us  before  you  go 
And  find  the  welcome  of  a  noble  foe. 

[Exeunt  all  but  Ulysses  and  Nestor. 

Ulyss.  Nestor!  810 

Nest,  What  says  Ulysses? 

Ulyss.  I  have  a  young  conception  in  my  brain; 
Be  you  my  thne  to  bring  it  to  some  shape. 

Nest.  Whatis't? 

Ulyss.  This 'tis: 
Blunt  wedges  rive  hard  knots:  the  seeded  pride 
That  hath  to  this  maturity  blown  up 
In  rank  Achilles  must  or  now  be  cropp'd. 
Or,  shedding,  breed  a  nursery  of  like  evil, 
To  overbulk  us  all. 

Nest.  Well,  and  how?  820 

Ulyss.  This  challenge  that  the  gallant  Hector  sends, 
However  it  is  spread  in  general  name, 
Relates  in  purpose  only  to  Achilles. 

Nest.  The  purpose  is  perspicuous  even  a%sabstance, 
Whose  grossness  little  characters  sum  up: 
And,  in  the  publication,  make  no  strain, 
But  that  Achilles,  were  his  brain  as  barren 
As  banks  of  Libya, — though,  Apollo  knows, 
'Tis  dry  enough, — will,  with  great  speed  of  Judgement, 
Ay,  with  celerity,  find  Hector's  purpose  380 

Pointing  on  him. 

Ulyss.  And  wake  him  to  the  answer,  think  you? 

Nest,  Yes,  'tis  most  meet:  whom  may  you  else  oppose, 
That  can  from  Hector  bring  his  honour  off. 
If  not  Achilles?    Though't  be  a  sportful  combat,         « 
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Yet  in  the  trial  much  opinion  dwells; 

For  here  the  Trojans  taste  our  dear'st  repute 

With  tiicir  Anest  palate:  and  trust  to  me,  Ulysses, 

Our  imputation  shall  be  oddly  poised 

In  tliis  wild  action ;  for  the  success,  840 

Although  particular,  shall  give  a  scantling 

Of  ffood  or  bad  unto  the  general ; 

Aiiu  in  such  indexes,  although  small  pricks 

To  their  subsequent  volumes,  there  is  seen 

The  baby  figure  of  the  giant  mass 

Of  things  to  come  at  large.     It  is  supposed 

He  tlint  meets  Hector  issues  from  our  choice; 

And  choice,  being  mutual  act  of  all  our  souls. 

Makes  merit  her  election,  and  doth  boil, 

As  'twere  from  forth  us  all,  a  man  distiird  850 

Out  of  our  virtues;  who  miscarrying, 

What  heart  receives  from  hence  the  conquering  part, 

To  steel  a  strong  opinion  to  themselves? 

Which  entertained,  limbs  are  his  instruments, 

In  no  less  working  than  are  swords  and  bows 

Directive  bjr  the  hmbs. 

UlyM.  Give  pardon  to  my  speech  : 
Therefore  'tis  meet  Achilles  meet  not  Hector. 
Let  us,  like  merchants,  show  our  foulest  wares. 
And  think,  percTiance,  theyll  sell ;  if  not,  860 

The  lustre  of  the  better  yet  to  show. 
Shall  show  the  better.     Do  not  consent 
That  ever  Hector  and  Achilles  meet; 
For  both  our  honour  and  our  shame  in  this 
Arc  dogff'd  with  two  strange  followers. 

N&U.  I  see  them  not  with  my  old  eyes:  what  are  they? 

Ulyss.  What  glory  our  Achilles  shares  from  Hector, 
Were  he  not  proud,  we  all  should  share  with  him: 
But  he  already  is  too  insolent; 

And  we  were  better  parch  in  Afric  sun  370 

Than  in  the  pride  and  salt  scorn  of  his  eyes, 
.Should  he  'scape  Hector  fair:  if  he  were  foil'd. 
Why  then,  we  did  our  main  opinion  crush 
In  taint  of  our  best  man.    No,  make  a  lottery; 
And,  by  device,  let  blockish  Ajax  draw 
The  sort  to  fight  with  Hector,  among  ourselves 
Give  him  allowance  for  the  better  man ; 
For  that  will  physic  the  great  Myrmidon 
Who  broils  in  loud  applause,  and  make  him  fall 
His  crest  that  prouder  than  blue  Iris  bends.  380 

If  the  dull  brainless  xVjax  come  safe  off, 
•  Wc'lf  dress  him  up  in  voices ;  if  he  fail. 
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Yet  go  we  under  our  opinion  still 
I'bat  we  have  better  men.     But,  hit  or  miss, 
Our  project's  life  this  shape  of  sense  assumes: 
Ajax  employed  plucks  down  Achilles*  plumes. 

Nest,  Ulysses, 
Now  I  begin  to  relish  thy  advice; 
And  I  will  give  a  taste  of  it  forthwith 
To  Agamemnon:  go  we  to  him  straight.  8S0 

Two  curs  shall  tame  each  other:  pride  alone  v 

Must  tarre  the  mastiffs  on,  as  'twere  their  bone.      [Exeunt  \ 

ACT  rt. 

Scene  I.    A  part  of  the  Grecian  camp. 
Elder  Ajax  and  TiiEBSiTfia. 

4^'<^r.  Thersites! 

Ther.  Agamemnon,  how  if  he  had  boils?  full,  all  over, 
generally? 

Ajax,  Thersites! 

Th€i\  And  those  boils  did  run?  sny  so:  did  not  the  gen- 
eral run  then?  were  not  tliat  a  lK>tcliy  core?. 

4;«<2r.  Dog  I 

Ther,  Then  would  come  some  matter  from  him ;  I  sc« 
none  now.  10 

Ajax.  Thou  bitch-w'olf  s  son,  canst  tliou  not  hear?  [Beat- 
ing Mml  Feel,  then. 

Tfur,  The  plague  of  Greece  upon  tliee,  thou  mongrel 
becf-witt€d  lord  1 

Ajax.  Speak  then,  thou  vine wedst  leaven,  speak:  I  will 
beat  thee  into  handsomeness., 

Ther.  I  shall  sooner  rail  thee  into  wit  and  holiness:  but,  I 
think,  thy  horse  will  sooner  con  an  oration  than  thou  learn 
a  prayer  without  book.  Thou  ca^st  strike,  canst  thou?  a 
red  murrain  o*  thy  jade's  tricks!  21 

Ajax,  Toadstool,  learn  mc  the  proclamation. 

Ther,  Dost  thou  think  I  have  no  sense,  thou  strikest  me 
thus? 

Ajax,  The  proclamation! 

Tfi^r,  Thou  art  proclaimed  a  fool  I  think. 

Ajax,  Do  not,  porpentine^  do  not:  my  fingers  itch. 

Ther.  I  would  thou  didst  itch  from  head  to  foot  and  I 
had  the  scratching  of  thee;  I  would  make  thee  the  loath- 
somest  scab  in  Greece.-  When  thou  art  forth  in  the  incur- 
sions, thou  strikest  ns  slow  as  another. 

Ajax,  I  say,  the  proclamation! 
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Iher,  Thou  gnimblcst  and  railest  every  hour  on  Achilles.^ 
and  thoii  art  as  full  of  envy  at  his  greatness  as  Cerberus  is' 
at  Proserpina's  beauty,  ay,  that  thou  barkest  at  him. 

Ajax.  Mistress  Tliersites! 

t/ier.  Thou  shouldst  strike  hin^.  40 

4^.  Cobloaf! 

Ther.  He  would  pun  thee  into  shivers  with  his  fist,  as  a 
sailor  breaks  a  biscuit. 

AJfi^'  [Beating  him]  You  whoreson  curl 

Tfier,  Do,  do. 

Ajax.  Thou  stool  for  a  witch ! 

TItar,  Ay,  do,  do;. thou  sodden-wilted  lord!  thou  hast  no 
more  brain  than  I  have  in  mine  elbows;  an  assinego  may 
tutor  thee  thou  scurvy-valiant  ass!  thou  art  here  but  to 
thrash  Trojans;  and  thou  art  bought  and  sold  among  those 
of  any  wit,  like  a  barbarian  slave.  If  thou  use  to  bent  me, 
I  will  begin  at  thy  heel,  and  tell  what  thou  art  by  inches, 
thou  Ihin^  of  no  bowels,  thou! 

Ajax.  lou  dog! 

Ther.  You  scurvy  lord! 

J^Vmt.  [Beating  hini]  You  cur! 

Ther,  Mars  his  idiot!  do,  rudeness;  do,  camel;  do,  do.  59 

Enter  Achilles  and  Patroclus. 

AchU.  Why,  how  now,  Ajax!  wherefore  do  you  thus? 
How  now,  Thersites!  what's  the  njatter,  man? 

Tlier,  You. see  him  there,  do  you? 

AdiU,  Ay.  what's  the  matter? 

Ther,  Nay,  look  upon  him. 

AchU,  So  I  do;  what's  the  matter? 

Ther.  Nay,  but  regard  him  well. 

AehU.  ••Well!"  why,  I  doso.^ 

2' her.  But  yet  you  look  not  well  upon  him;  for,  whoso- 
ever vou  take  him  to  be,  he  is  Ajax.  70 

Achtl.  I  know  that,  fool. 

Titer.  Ay,  but  that  fool  knows  not  himself. 
'  4;flu:.  Therefore  I  beat  thee^ 

Tiuir.  Lo,  lo,  lo,  io,  what  modicums  of  wit  he  utters!  his 
evasions  have  ears  thus  long.  I  have  bobbed  his  brain 
more  than  he  has  beat  my  bones:  I  will  buy  nine  sparrows 
for  a  penny,  and  his  pia  mater  is  not  worth  the  ninth  part 
of  a  sparrow.  This  lord,  Achilles,  Ajax.  who  wears  his 
wit  in  his  belly  and  his  guts  in  liis  head,  I'll  tell  you  what 
I  say  of  him.  81 

AcJiil.  What? 

Iher.  I  say,  this  Ajax—  [^Ajaz  offers  to  beat  Aiffk 

Aehil,  Nay,  good  Ajax. 
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Ther»  Had  not  so  much  ivit — 

AehiL  Nay,  I  must  hold  you. 

Ther.  As  will  stop  the  eye  of  Helen's  needle,  for  -whom 
he  comes  to  fight. 

AchU.  Peace,  fool! 

Ther.  I  would  have  peace  and  quietness,  but  the  fool 
will  not:  he  there:  that  he:  look  you  there. 

Ajax.  0  thou  damned  cur!    I  shall — 

Achil,  Will  you  set  Vour  wit  to  a  fool's? 

Ther.  No,  I  warrant  you;  for  a  fool's  will  shame  it 

Pdtr.  Good  words,  Thersites. 

AcTiil.  What's  the  (juarrel? 

Ajax.  I  bade  the  vHe  owl  go  learn  me  the  tcnour  of  the 
proclamation,  and  he  rails  upon  me.  100 

Ther.  I  serve  thee  not. 

Ajax.  Well,  go  to,  go  to. 

Ther.  I  serve  here  voluntary. 

Achil.  Your  last  service  was  sufferance,  'twas  not  volun- 
tary :  no  man  is  beaten  voluntary:  Ajax  was  here  the  volun- 
tary, and  you  as  under  an  impress. 

Ther.  E'en  so;  a  great  deal  of  your  wit,  too,  lies  in  3*our 
sinews,  or  else  there  be  liars.  Hector  shall  have  a  great 
catch,  if  he  knock  out  either  of  your  brains:  a'  were  as 
good  crack  a  fusty  nut  with  no  kernel. 

Aehil.  What,  with  me  too,  Thersites? 

Ther.  There's  Ulysses  and  old  Nestor,  whose  wit  was 
mouldy  ere  your  grandsires  had  nails  on  their  toes,  yoke 
you  like  draught- oxen  and  make  you  plough  up  the  wars. 

AehH.  What,  what? 

TTier.  Yes,  good  sooth:  to,  Achilles!  to,  Ajax!  to!    120 

Ajax.  1  shall  cut  out  your  tongue. 

T/ier.  'Tis  no  matter;  I  shall  &peak  as  much  as  thou 
afterwards. 

Pair.  No  more  words,  Thersites;  peace! 

Ther.  I  will  hold  my  peace  when  Achilles*  brach  bids 
me,  shall  I? 

Achil.  There's  for  you,  Patroclus. 

Tlier.  I  will  see  you  han^d,  like  clotpoles.  ere  I  come 
any  more  to  your  tents:  I  will  keep  where  there  is  wit  stir- 
ring and  leave  the  faction  of  fools.  [Exit. 

Pair.  A  good  riddance. 

Achil.  Marry,  this,  sir,  is  proclaim'd  through  all  our  host: 
That  Hector,  by  the  fifth  hour  of  the  sun, 
Will  with  a  trumpet  'twixt  our  tents  and  Troy 
To-morrow  morning  call  some  knight  to  arms 
That  hath  a  stomach;  and  such  a  one  that  dare 
Maintain— I  know  not  what:  'tis  trash.    Farewell. 
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Ajax.  Farewell.    Who  shall  answer  him? 
Achil,  I  know  not:  'tis  put  to  lottery;  otherwise       140 
He  knew  his  man. 
Ajax,  O,  meaning  you.    I  will  go  learn  more  of  it. 

[Exeunt. 

• 

Scene  II.     Troy.    A  room  in  Priam* »  palace. 
Enter  Priam,  HfltroR,  Troilus,  Paris,  and  Helenus. 

Pri.  After  so  many  hours,  lives,  speeches  spent, 
Thus  once  again  says  Nestor  from  the  Greeks : 
"  Deliver  Helen,  and  all  dami^e  else — 
As  honour,  loss  of  time,  travail,  expense. 
Wounds,  friends,  and  what  else  dear  that  is  consumed 
In  liot  digestion  of  this  cormorant  war — 
Shall  be  struck  off.*'    Hector,  what  you  say  to't? 

Eiect.  Though  no  man  lesser  fears  the  Greeks  than  I 
As  far  as  touchetii  my  particular, 

Yet,  dread  Priam,  10 

There  is  no  lady  of  more  softer  bowels, 
More  spongy  to  suck  in  the  sense  of  fear,         ' 

More  ready  ■ out  "  Who  knows  what  follows?" 

Than  Hector  is:  the  wound  of  peace  is  surety, 

Surety  secure;  but  modest  doubt  is  call'd 

The  beacon  of  the  wise,  the  tent  that  searches 

To  the  bottom  of  the  worst.    Let  Helen  go : 

Since  the  first  sword  was  drawn  about  this  question, 

Every  tithe  soul,  'mongst  many  thousand  dismes. 

Hath  been  as  dear  as  Helen;  I  mean,  of  ours;  20 

If  we  have  lost  so  many  tenths  of  ours. 

To  guard  a  thing  not  ours  nor  worth  to  us. 

Had  it  our  name,  the  value  of  one  ten. 

What  merit's  in  that  reason  which  denies 

The  yielding  of  her  up? 

Tro.  Fie,  fle,  my  brother! 

Weigh  you  the  worth  and  honour  of  a  king 
So  great  as  our  dread  father  in  a  scale 
Of  common  ounces?  will  you  with  counters  sum 
The  past  proportion  of  his  infinite? 

And  buckle  in  a  waist  most  fathomless  80 

With  spans  and  inches  so  diminutive 
As  fears  and  reasons?  fie,  for  godly  shame! 

Bel.  No  marvel,  though  you  bite  so  sharp  at  reasons, 
Tou  are  so  empty  of  them.    Should  not  our  father 
Bear  the  great  sway  of  his  affairs  with  reasons, 
Because  your  speech  hath  none  that  tells  him  so? 
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TVt?.  You  are  for  dreams  and  slumbers,  brother  priest; 
You  fur  your  gloves  with  reason.     Here  are  your  reasons. 
You  know  kn  enemy  intends  you  harm; 
You  know  a  sword  em  ploy 'd  is  perilous,  40 

And  reason  flies  the  object  of  ull  hiirm: 
Who  marvels  then,  when  Helenus  beholds 
A  Grecian  and  his  sword,  if  he  do  set 
The  very  wings  of  reason  to  his  heels 
And  fly  like  chidden  Mercury  from  Jo^, 
Or  like  a  star  disorb'd?    Nay,  if  we  talk  of  reason, 
Let's  shut  our  gates  and  sleep :  manhood  and  honour 
Should  liave  hare -hearts,  would  they  but  fat  their  thoughts 
AVith  this  cramm*d  reason:  reason  and  respect 
Make  livers  pale  and  lustihood  deject.  50 

Ued.  Brother,  she  is  not  worth  what  she  doth  cost 
The  holding. 

Tro.  What  is  aught,  but  as  'tis  valued? 

Ilect  But  value  dwells  not  in  particular  will; 
It  holds  his  estimate  and  dignity 
As  well  wherein  'lis  precio.us  of  itself 
As  in  the  prizer:  'tis  mad  idolatry 
To  make  the  service  greater  than  the  god; 
And  the  will  dotes  that  is  attributive 
To  what  infectiously  itself  affects, 
Without  some  image  of  the  affected  merit.  60 

Tro,  I  take  to-day  a  wife,  and  my  election 
Is  led  on  in  the  conduct  of  my  will; 
My  will  enkindled  by  mine  eyes  and  ears. 
Two  traded  pilots  'twlxt  the  dangerous  shores 
Of  will  and  Judgement :  how  may  I  avoid, 
Although  my  will  distaste  what  it  elected. 
The  wife  I  chose?  there  can  be  no  evasion 
To  blench  from  this  and  to  stand  firm  by  honour: 
We  turn  not  back  the  silks  upon  the  merchant, 
AVhen  we  have  soil'd  them,  nor  the  remainder  viasdft      70 
We  do  not  throw  in  un respective  sieve. 
Because  we  now  are  full.     It  was  thought  meet 
Paris  should  do  some  vengeance  on  the  Greeks: 
Your  breath  of  full  consent  bellied  his  sails; 
The  seas  and  wnnds,  old  wranglei*s,  took  a  truce 
And  did  him  service:  he  touch 'd  the  ports  desired, 
And  for  an  old  aunt  whom  the  Greeks  held  captive. 
He  brought  a  Grecian  queen,  whose  youth  and  freshness 
Wrinkles  Apollo's,  and  makes  stale  the  morning. ' 
Why  keep  we  her?  the  Grecians  keep  our  aunt:  80 

Is  she  worth  keeping;?  whv,  she  Is  a  pearl, 
.Whose  pries  hatU  launch'U  above  a  thousand  8hip% 
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And  turned  crown'd  kings  to  mercliants. 

If  you'll  avouch  'Iwas  wisdom  Paris  went — 

As  you  must  needs,  for  you  all  cried  "Go,  go," — 

If  you*ll  confess  he  brought  home  noble  prize — 

As  you  must  needs,  for  you  all  clapp'd  your  hands, 

And  cried  **  Inestimable  I" — why  do  you  now 

The  issue  of  your  proper  wisdoms  rale, 

And  do  a  deed  that  foilune  never  did,  90 

Beggar  the  estimation  which  you  prized 

Kiclicr  than  sea  and  land!    O,  theft  most  base, 

Tli:it  we  have  stol'n  what  we  do  fear  to  keep! 

li.ir.  thieves,  unworthy  of  a  thing  so  stoUn, 

That  ill  their  country  did  them  that  disgrace, 

AVe  fear  to  warrant  m  our  native  place! 

Cas.  [WUhin\  Cry,  Trojans,  cry! 

PrL  What  noise?  wliat  shriek  is  this? 

Tro.  'Tis  our  mad  sister,  I  do  know  her  voice. 

Cob.  [WUhin]  Cry,  Trojans  1 

HeeU  It  is  Cassandra.  100 

Enter  Cassand&a,  raving. 

Cm,  Cry,  Trojans,  cry !  lend  me  ten  thousand  eyes, 
And  I  will  fill  them  with  prophetic  tears. 

Hect,  Peace,  sister,  peace  I 

Cm.  Virgins  and  boys,  mid-age  and  wrinkled  eld. 
Soft  infancy,  that*  nothing  canst  but  cry. 
Add  to  my  clamours!  let  us  pay  betimes 
A  moiety  of  that  mass  of  moan  to  come. 
Cry,  Trojans,  cry!  practise  your  eyes  with  tears! 
Troy  must  not  1>e,  nor  goodly  Ilion  stand; 
Our  firebrand  brother,  Paris,  burns  us  all.  110 

Cry,  Trojans,  cry!  a  Helen  and  a  woe: 
Cry.  cry!    Troy  burns,  or  else  let  Helen  go.  [Ehnt. 

Heet.  Now,  youthful  Troilus,  do  not  these  high  strains 
Of  divination  m  our  sister  work 
Some  touches  of  remorse?  or  is  your  blood 
So  madly  hot  that  no  discourse  of  reason. 
Nor  fear  of  bad  success  in  a  bad  cause. 
Can  qualify  the  same?  * 

Tro.  Why,  brother  Hector, 

We  may  not  think  the  justness  of  each  act 
Such  and  no  other  than  event  doth  foim  it,  1!^ 

Nor  once  deject  tlie  courage  of  our  minds, 
Because  Cassandra's  mad:  her  brain-sick  raptures 
Cannot  distaste  the  goodness  of  a  quarrel 
Which  hath  our  several  honours  all  engaged 
To  make  it  gracious.    For  my  private  part. 
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I  am  no  more  touch'd  than  all  Pr!am*8  sons: 
And  Jove  forbid  there  should  be  done  amongst  us 
8uch  things  as  might  offend  the  weakest  spleen 
To  fight  for  and  maintain ! 

Par.  Else  mi^ht  the  world  convince  of  levity  190 

As  well  my  undertakings  as  your  counsels: 
But  I  attest  the  gods,  your  full  consent 
Gave  wings  to  my  propcnsion  and  cut  off 
All  fears  attending  on  so  dire  a  project. 
For  what,  alas,  can  these  my  single  arms? 
What  propugnatiou  is  in  one  man's  valour, 
To  stond  the  push  and  enmity  of  those 
This  quarrel  would  excite?     xet,  I  protest, 
Were  i  alone  to  pass  the  diflScultics 
And  had  as  ample  power  as  I  have  will,  140 

Paris  should  ne'er  retract  what  he  hath  done, 
Nor  faint  in  the  pursuit. 

Pri.  Paris,  you  speak 

Like  one  besotted  on  your  sweet  delights: 
You  have  the  honey  still,  but  these  the  gall; 
8o  to  be  valiant  is  no  praise  at  all. 

Par,  Sir,  I  propose  not  merely  to  myself 
The  pleasures  such  a  benufy  brings  with  it; 
But  1  would  have  the  soil  of  her  fair  rape 
Wiped  off,  in  honourable  keeping  her. 
What  treason  were  it  to  the  ransack'd  qireen,  160 

Disgrace  to  your  great  worths  and  shame  to  me, 
Now  to  deliver  her  possession  up 
On  terms  of  base  compulsion !    Can  it  be 
That  so  degenerate  a  strain  as  this 
Should  once  set  footing  on  your  generous  bosoms? 
There's  not  the  meanest  spirit  on  our  party 
Without  a  heart  to  dare  or  sword  to  draw 
When  Helen  is  defended,  nor  none  so  noble 
Whose  life  were  ill  bestow'd  or  death  unfamed 
Where  Helen  is  the  subject;  then,  I  sav,       *  160 

Well  may  we  fight  for  her  whom,  we  know  well, 
The  world's  large  spaces  cannot  parallel. 

Heet.  Paris  and  Troilus,  you  have  both  said  "well. 
And  on  the  cause  and  question  now  in  hand 
Have  glozed,  but  superficially;  not  much 
Unlike  young  men,  whom  Aristotle  thought 
Unfit  to  hear  nionil  philosophy: 
The  reasons  you  allege  do  more  conduce 
To  the  hot  passion  of  distemper'd  blood 
Than  to  make  up  a  free  determination  170 

Twixt  right  and  wrong,  for  pleasure  and  revenge 
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Have  ears  more  deaf  than  adders  to  the  voice 

Of  any  true  decision.    Nature  craves 

AH  dues  be  render'd  to  tlieir  owners:  now. 

What  nearer  debt  in  all  liumanity 

Tlian  wife  is  to  the  husband?    if  this  law 

Of  nature  be  corrupted  througli  affection. 

And  that  great  minds,  of  partial  indulgence 

To  their  benumbed  wills,  resist  the  same, 

There  is  a  law  in  each  wcll-ordcr'd  nation  180 

To  curb  those  raging  appetites  that  are 

Most  disobedient  and  refractory. 

If  Helen  then  be  wife  to  Spartans  king. 

As  it  is  known  she  is,  these  moral  laws 

Of  nature  and  of  nations  speak  aloud 

To  have  her  back  return'd:  thus  to  persist 

In  doiu^  wrong  extenuates  not  wrong. 

But  makes  it  much  more  heavy.     Hector's  opinion 

Is  this  in  way  of  truth ;  yet  ne'ertheless, 

My  spritely  bretliren,  1  propend  to  you  190 

In  resolution  to  keep  Helen  still, 

For  'tis  a  cause  that  hath  no  mean  dcpendancc 

Upon  our  joint  and  several  dignities. 

Tro,  Why,  there  you  touch'd  the  life  of  our  design: 
"Were  it  not  glory  that  we  more  affected 
Than  the  performance  of  our  heaving  spleens, 
I  would  not  wish  a  drop  of  Trojan  blood 
Spent  more  in  her  defence.     But,  worthy  Hector, 
She  is  a  theme  of  honour  and  renown, 
A  spur  to  valiant  and  magnanimous  deeds,  200 

Whose  present  courage  may  beat  down  our  foes. 
And  fame  in  time  to  come  canonize  us; 
For,  I  presume,  brave  Hector  would  not  lose 
So  rich  advantage  of  a  promised  glory 
As  smiles  upon  the  forehead  of  this  action 
For  the  wide  w^orld's  revenue. 

Ilect,  •  I  am  yours. 

You  valiant  offspring  of  great  Priumus. 
I  have  a  roisting  challenge  sent  amongst 
The  dull  and  factious  nobles  of  the  Greeks 
Will  strike  amazement  to  their  drowsy  spirits:  210 

I  was  advertised  their  great  general  slept. 
Whilst  emulation  in  the  army  crept: 
This,  I  presume,  will  wake  him.  [Exeunt 
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Scene  III.     The  Qredan  camp.    Before  AchiUes*  tent. 

Enter  Therbiteb,  iolus. 

Ther.  How  now,  Thersitcs!  what,  lost  in  the  labyrinth  of 
thy  fury!  Shall  the  elephant  Ajax  carry  it  thus?  he  lK?at8 
7  me,  and  I  rail  at  him:  O,  worthy  satisfaction!  w^ould  it 
were  otherwise;  that  I  could  beat  him,  whilst  he  railed  at 
mc.  'Sfoot,  ril  learn  to  conjure  and  raise  devils,  bnt  I'll 
see  some  issue  of  my  spiteful  execrations.  Then  there's 
Achilles,  a  nire  engiuer!  If  Troy  be  not  taken  till  these 
two  undermine  it,  the  walls  wilt  stand  till  they  fall  of 
themselves.  O  ihou  great  thunder-darter  of  Olympus,  for- 
eet  that  thou  art  Jove,  the  king  of  gods,  and.  Mercury, 
lose  all  the  serpentine  craft  of  thy  caduceus,  if  ye  take  not 
that  little  little  less  than  little  wit  from  them  that  they 
have!  which  short-armed  ignorance  itself  knows  is  so 
abundant  scjirce,  it  will  not  in  circumvention  deliver  a  fly 
from  a  spider,  without  drawing  their  massy  irons  and  cut- 
ting the  web.  After  this,  the  vengeance  on  the  whole 
camp!  or  rather,  the  bone-ache!  for  that,  methinks,  is  the 
curse  dependant  on  those  that  war  for  a  placket.  I  have 
said  my  prayers  and  devil  Envy  say  Amen.  TV  hat  ho!  my 
lord  Achilles! 

Enter  PATROcma. 

Pair.  Who's  there?  Thersitcs!  Good  Tliersites,  come  in 
and  rail. 

Ther.  If  I  could  have  remembered  a  gilt  counterfeit, 
thou  wouldst  not  have  slipped  out  of  my  contemplation: 
but  it  is  no  matter;  thyself  upon  thyself!  The  common 
curse  of  mankind,  folly  and  ignorance,  be  thine  in  great 
revenue!  heaven  bless  thee  from  a  tutor,  and  discipline 
come  hot  near  thee!  Let  thy  blood  bo  thy  direction  till 
thy  death!  then  if  she  that  lays  thee  out  8if}'8  thou  art  a 
fair  corse,  I'll  be  sworn  and  sworn  upon't  she  never 
shrouded  any  but  lazars.     Amen.    Where  s  Achilles? 

Pair.  What,  art  thou  devout?  wast  thou  in  prayer? 

T'her.  Ay:  the  heavens  hear  mc!  40 

Enter  Achillbb. 

Achil.  Who's  there? 

Pair.  Thersitcs,  my  lord. 

Achil.  Where,  where?  Art  thou  come?  why,  my  cheese, 
my  digestion,  why  hast  thou  not  served  thyself  in  to  my 
table  so  many  meals?    Come,  what's  Agamemnon? 
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Ther.  Thy  commander,  Achilles.  Then  tell  me,  Patro* 
clus,  what's  Achilles? 

Pnfr.  Thy  lord,  Thersitc?:  then  tell  me,  I  pray  thee, 
what's  thyself?  50 

Ther.  Thy  knower,  Patroclus:  then  tell  mo,  Patroclua, 
what  art  thou? 

Pair.  Thou  mayst  tell  that  knowest. 

Aehil.  O,  tell,  tell. 

Ther,  V\\  decline  the  whole  question.  Agamemnon  com- 
mands Achilles;  Achilles  is  my  lord;  I  am  Patroclus* 
knower,  and  Patroclus  is  a  fool. 

Patr,  You  ra.scal ! 

Ther.  Peace,  fool !  I  have  not  done.  60 

Ac?itl.  Ho  is  a  privilegeil  man.    Proceed,  Thersitcs. 

Tker.  Agamemnon  is  a  fool;  Achilles  is  n  fool;  Tlicrsites 
is  a  fpol,  and,  as  aforesaid,  Patroclus  is  a  fool. 

AehU.  Derive  this;  come. 

Ther.  Agamemnon  is  a  fool  to  offer  to  command  Achilles; 
Achilles  is  a  fool  to  be  commanded  of  Agamemnon;  Ther- 
sitcs is  a  fool  to  serve  such  a  fool,  and  Patroclus  is  a  fool 
positive. 

Pair.  Why  am  I  a  fool?       .  71 

JTier.  Make  that  demand  of  the  prover.  It  suffices  mc 
thou  art.     Look  you.  who  comes  here? 

Ae/iH.  Patroclus,  I'll  speak  with  nobody.  Come  in  with 
me.  Thersites.  [Knt. 

Ther.  Here  is  such  patchery,  such  juggling  and  wicli 
knavery!  all  the  argument  is  a  cuckold  and  a  whore;  a 
goo<l  quarrel  to  draw  emulous  factions  and  bleed  to  dcntli 
upon.  Now,  the  dry  serpigo  on  the  subject!  and  war  and 
](»chery  confound  all !  [Erit. 

Enter  Agahemnok,  XJltsses,  Nestor,  Diomede8»  and 

Ajjlx. 

Agam,  Where  is  Achilles? 

Pair.  Within  his  tent;  but  ill  disposed,  my  lord. 

Agam.  Let  it  be  known  to  him  that  wo  are  here. 
He  sbent  our  messengers;  aud  we  lay  by 
Our  appertainments,  visiting  of  him: 
Let  him  be  told  so;  lest  perchance  he  think 
We.  dare  not  move  the  question  of  our  place,  89 

Or  know  not  what  wo  are. 

Patr.  I  shall  say  so  to  him.         [Ejrit. 

Ulyss.  We  saw  him  at  the  opening  of  his  tent :  lie  is 
not  sick. 

Ajax.  Yes,  lion-sick,  sick  of  proud  heart:  yon  may  call 
it  melancholy,  if  you  will  favour  the  man ;  but,  by  my 
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head,  'tis  pride:  but  Tvliy,  wb}^?  let  him  show  us  tbc 
cause.     A  word,  my  lord.  [Take^  Agamemnon  aMe, 

Nest.  What  moves  Ajax  thus  to  bay  nt  him? 

Ulyss,  Achilles  hath  mvciglcd  his  fool  from  him.        100 

Kest.  Who,  Thersites? 

Ulyss.  He. 

NeM.  Then  will  Ajax  lack  matter,  if  he  have  lost  his 
argument. 

Ulyss.  No,  you  see,  he  is  his  argument  that  has  his  argu- 
ment, Achilles. 

Nest.  All  the  better;  their  fraction  is  more  our  wish  than 
their  faction:  but  it  was  a  strong  composure  a  fool  could 
disunite. 

Ulyta.  The  amity  that  wisdom  knits  not,  folly  may  easily 
untie.    Here  comes  Patroclus.  Ill 

Be-ent^r  Patroclus. 

Nest  No  Achilles  with  him. 

Ulyss.  The  elephant  hath  Joints,  but  none  for  courtesy: 
his  legs  are  lees  for  necessity,  not  for  flexure. 

Patr.  Achilles  bids  me  say,  he  is  much  sorry. 
If  any  thing  more  than  youf  sport  and  plcasurc 
Did  move  your  greatness  and  this  noble  state 
To  call  upon  him;  he  hopes  it  is  no  other 
But  for  your  health  and  your  digestion  sake,  120 

An  after-dinner*s  breath. 

Agam.  •    Hear  you.  Patroclus: 

We  are  too  well  acquainted  with  these  answers: 
But  his  evasion,  wing'd  thus  swift  with  scorn, 
Cannot  outfly  our  apprehensions. 
Much  attribute  he  hath,  and  much  the  reason 
Why  we  ascribe  it  to  him;  yet  all  his  virtues. 
Not  virtuously  on  his  own  part  beheld, 
Do  in  our  eyes  begin  to  lose  their  gloss, 
Yea,  like  fair  fruit  in  an  unwholesome  dish. 
Are  like  to  rot  untasted.     Go  and  tell  him.  180 

We  come  to  speak  with  him;  and  you  shall  not  sin, 
If  you  do  say  we  think  him  over-proud 
And  under-honest,  in  self-assumption  greater 
Than  in  the  note  of  judgement;  and  worthier  than  him- 
self 
Here  tend  the  savage  strangeness  he  puts  on. 
Disguise  the  holy  strength  of  their  command. 
And  underwrite  in  an  observing  kind 
His  humorous  predominance;  yea,  watch 
His  pettish  lunes,  his  ebbs,  his  flows,  as  if 
The  passage  and  whole  carriage  of  this  action  140 
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Rode  on  his  tide.     Go  tell  him  this,  and  add, 

That  if  he  overhold  his  price  so  much, 

We'll  none  of  him;  but  let  him,  like  an  «ngino 

Not  portable,  lie  under  this  report: 

''Brin^  action  hither,  this  cannot  go  to  "^ar: 

A  stirrmg  dwarf  we  do  allowance  give 

Before  a  sleeping  giant.'*    Tell  him  so. 

Pati\  I  shall;  and  bring  his  answer  presently.         [Exit. 

Agam,  In  second  voice  we'll  not  be  salisfled; 
We  come  to  speak  with  him.    Ulysses,  enter  you.         150 

[Exit  Wyuea, 

Ajax,  What  is  he  more  than  another? 

Agam,  No  more  than  what  he  thinks  he  Is. 

Aj<ix.  Is  ho  so  much?  Do  you  not  think  he  thinks  him- 
self a  better  man  than  I  am? 

Agam,  No  question. 

AJax.  Will  you  subscribe  his  thought,  and  sny  he  is? 

Agam,  No,  noble  Ajax;  you  are  as  strong,  as  valiant, 
as  wise,  no  less  noble,  much  more  gentle,  and  altogether 
more  tractable.  1<K) 

AJax.  Why  should  a  man  be  proud?  How  doth  pride 
grow?    I  know  not  what  pride  is. 

Agam,  Your  mind  is  the  clearer,  Ajax,  and  your  virtues 
the  fairer.  He  that  is  proud  eats  up  himself:  pride  is  his 
own  glass,  his  own  trumpet,  his  own  chronicle;  and  what- 
ever praises  itself  but  in  the  deed,  devours  the  deed  in  the 
praise. 

Ajax.  I  do  hate  a  proud  man,  as  I  hate  the  engendering 
of  toads.  170 

Jie^t.  Yet  he  loves  himself:  is't  not  strange?  [Aside, 

lie-enter  Ulysses. 

Ulgss.  Achilles  will  not  to  the  field  to-morrow. 

Agam,  What's  his  excuse? 

Ulyss.  He  doth  rely  on  none, 

But  carries  on  the  stream  of  his  dispose 
Without  observance  or  respect  of  any. 
In  will  peculiar  and  in  self -admission. 

Agam,  Why  will  he  not  upon  our  fair  request 
Untenl  liis  person  and  share  the  air  with  us? 

UIg8»,  Things  small  as  nothing,  for  request's  sake  only. 
He  makes  important:  possess'd  he  is  with  greatness,      180 
And  speaks  not  to  himself  but  with  a  pride 
That  quarrels  at  self-breath:  imagined  worth 
Holds  in  his  blood  such  swoln  and  hot  discourse 
That  'twixt  his  mental  and  his  active  parts 
Eingdom'd  Achilles  in  commotion  rages 
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And  batters  down  himself:  what  should  I  say? 
He  is  so  plaguy  proud  that  the  death-tokens  of  it 
Cry  "  No  recove^." 

Agam.  Let  Ajax  go  to  him. 

Dear  lord,  go  you  and  greet  him  in  his  tent: 
'Tis  said  he  holds  you  well,  and  will  be  led  100 

At  your  request  a  little  from  himself. 

vlyss,  O  Agamemnon.  let  it  not  be  so! 
We'll  consecrate  the  steps  that  Ajax  makes 
When  they  go  from  Achilles:  shall  the  proud  lord 
That  bastes  his  arrogance  with  his  own  scam 
And  never  suffers  matter  of  the  world 
Enter  his  thoughts,  save  such  as  do  revolve 
And  runiibate  himself,  shall  he  be  worshipp'd 
Of  that  we  hold  an  idol  more  than  he? 
No,  this  thrice  worthy  and  right  valiant  lord  200 

Must  not  so  stale  his  palm,  nobly  acquired; 
Nor,  by  my  will,  assubjugate  his  merit, 
As  amply  titled  as  Achilles  is«, 
By  going  to  Achilles: 
That  were  to  enlard  his  fat  already  pride 
And  add  more  coals  to  Cancer  when  he  bums 
With  entertaining  great  Hyperion. 
This  lord  go  to  him!    Jupiter  forbid, 
And  say  in  thunder  '*  Achilles  go  to  him." 

Nest,  [Aside  to  Dio,]  O,  this  is  well;  he  rubs  the  vein  of 
him.  210 

JDio.  [Aside  to  Nest.]  And  how  his  silence  drinks  up  this 
applause! 

Ajax.  If  I  go  to  him,  with  m}'  armed  fist 
I'll  pash  him  o'er  the  face. 

Agam,  O,  no,  you  shall  not  go. 

Ajax,  An  a'  bo  proud  with  me,  I'll  phccze  his  pride; 
Let  me  go  to  him. 

Ulyss,  Not  for  the  worth  that  hangs  upon  our  quarrcL 

j/\jax,  A  paltry,  insolent  fellow! 

^est.  How  he  describes  himself! 

M^'  Can  he  not  be  sociable?  220 

Ulyss,  The  raven  chides  blackness. 

Ajax,  I'll  let  his  humours  blood. 

Agam,  He  will  be  the  physician  that  should  be  the  pa- 
tient. 

Ajax,  An  all  men  were  o*  my  mind, — 

Ulyss.  Wit  would  be  out  of  fashion. 

4joJ^'  A'  should  not  bear  it  so,  a'  should  eat  swords  first: 
shall  pride  carry  it? 

Nest,  An  'twould,  you'ld  carry  half. 
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Vlyss,  A*  would  have  ten  shares.  280 

Ajar.  I  will  kncacl  him;  I'll  make  him  supple. 

Nest,  He's  not  yet  through  wnrm :  force  him  with  praises : 
pour  in,  pour  in;  his  ambition  is  dry. 

Vlyns,  [7h  Affam.]  My  lord,  you  feed  too  much  on  this 
dislike. 

Nest.  Our  nobiC  general,  do  not  do  so. 

Dio.  You  mu.st  prepare  to  fight  without  Achilles. 

Ult/ss.  Why,  *tis  liiis  naming  of  him  docs  liim  harm. 
Here  is  a  man — but  'tis  before  his  face;  240 

I  will  be  silent. 

Neat.  Wherefore  should  you  so? 

lie  is  not  emulous,  as  Achilles  is. 

Ulyss.  Know  the  whole  world,  he  U  as  valiant. 

Ajar.  A  whoreson  dog,  that  shall  palter  thus  with  us! 
Would  he  were  a  Trojan  I 

Nest.  What  a  vice  were  it  in  Ajax  now, — 

Ulys.^.  If  he  were  proud, — 

Dif>.  Or  covetous  of  praise, — 

ITlyss.  Ay,  or  surly  borne, — 

Dio.  Or  strange,  or  self-affected  1  C-iO 

ITli/ss.  Thank  the  heavens,  lord,  thou  art  of  swoet  com- 
posure; 
Praise  him  that  got  thee,  she  (hnt  gave  thee  suck: 
Famed  be  thy  tutor,  and  thy  parts  of  nature 
Thrice  famed ,  beyond  all  erudition : 
But  he  that  disciplined  tliy  arms  to  fight, 
Let  Mars  divide  eternity  in  twnin, 
And  give  him  half:  and,  for  thy  vi^onr. 
Bull-bearing  Milo  his  addition  yield 
To  sinewy  Ajax.     I  will  not  praise  thy  wisdom, 
Which,  like  a  bourn,  a  pale,  a  shore,  confines  260 

Thy  spacious  and  dilated  parts:  here's  Nestor; 
Instructed  by  the  antiquary  times, 
lie  must,  he  is,  he  cannot  but  be  wise: 
But  pardon,  father,  Nestor,  were  your  days 
As  green  as  Ajax'  and  your  brain  so  tempered. 
You  should  not  have  the  eminence  of  him, 
But  be  as  Ajax. 

Aj(tf.  Shall  I  call  you  father? 

J^est.  Ay,  my  good  son. 

Dlo.  Be  ruled  by  him,  Lord  Ajax. 

Uiyss.  There  is  no  tarrying  licre;  the  hart  Achilles 
Keeps  thicket.     Please  it  oar  great  general  270 

To  call  together  all  his  state  of  war; 
Fresh  kings  are  come  to  Troy:  to-morrow 
We  must  with  all  our  main  of  power  stand  fast: 

8HAK.   II. — 25 
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And  here's  a  l(trd, — come  Iqiighls  from  east  to  west. 
And  cull  their  flower,  Ajax  shall  cope  the  l)cst. 

Agam.  Go  we  to  council.    Let  Achilles  sleep: 
Light  boats  sail  swift,  though  greater  hulks  draw  deep. 

[Exeunt, 

ACT  in. 

Scene  L     Tray»    Priam*s  palace. 

Enter  a  Servant  n7id  Pandarus. 

Pan.  Friend,  you!  pray  3*ou,  a  word:  do  not  you  follow 
the  young  Lord  "raris? 

jSl^rr.  Ay,  sir,  when  he  goes  before  me. 

Ban,  You  depend  upon  him,  I  mean? 

Serv,  Sir,  I  do  depend  upon  the  lord. 

Fan.  You  depend  upon  a  noble  gentleman ;  I  must  uec(!s 
praise  him. 

Sere.  The  lord  be  praised ! 

Pan.  You  know  me,  do  you  not? 

f^crv.  Faith,  sir,  superficially.  10 

Pan.  Friend,  know  me  better;  lam  the  Lord  Pandarus. 

iSfrr.  I  hope  I  shall  know  your  honour  better 

I^m.  I  do  desire  it. 

iServ.  You  are  in  the  state  of  grace. 

Pan.  Grace!  not  so,  friend;  honour  and  lordsliip  are  my 
titles.     J^fiisic  mtlUn.]    What  music  is  this? 

Serr.  I  do  but  partly  know,  sir:  it  is  music  in  parts.    20 

Pan.  Know  you  the  musicians? 

iSerr.  Wholly,  sir. 

Pan.  Who  play  they  to? 

JScrr.  To  the  hearers,  sir. 

Pan.  At  whose  pleasure,  friend? 

Scrr,  At  mine,  sir,  and  theirs  that  love  music. 

Pan,  Command,  1  mean,  friend. 

Serv.  Who  shall  1  command,  sir? 

Pan.  Friend,  we  understand  not  one  another:  I  am  too 
courtly  and  thou  art  too  cunning.  At  whose  request  do 
these  men  play?  81 

J!:icrr,  That's  to't  indeed,  sir:  marry,  sir,  at  the  request 
of  Paris  my  lord,  who's  there  in  person;  with  him,  the 
mortal  Venus,  the  heart-blood  of  Ix^auty,  love's  invisible 
soul, — 

Pan.  Who,  my  cousin  Cressida? 

J^rv.  No,  sir,  Ilclcn:  could  you  not  find  out  that  by  her 
attributes? 

Pan.  It  should  seem,  fellow,  that  thou  hast  not  seen  tho 
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Lady  Cressida.      I  come  to  speak  with  Paris  from  the 
Prince  Troiius:  I  will  make  a  complimental  assault  upou 
him.  for  my  business  seethes. 
Sero,  Soddeu  business!  thcrc^s  a  stewed  phrase  indeed! 

Enter  Paris  an^  Helen,  attended. 

Pan.  Fair  be  to  j'ou,  my  lord,  and  to  all  this  fair  com- 
pany! fair  desires,  in  all  fair  measure,  fairly  guide  llicm! 
especially  to  you,  fair  queen 'fak*  jMiloughts  £e  your  fair 
pillow!  p       '  49 

Helen.  Dear  lord,  j^^ou  are  full  of  fair  woi-ds. 

Pan.  You  speak  your  fair  pleasure,  sweet  queen.  Fair 
prince,  here  is  good  broken  music. 

Par.  You  have  broke  it,  cousin :  and,  by  my  life,you  shall 
make  it  whole  again;  you  shall  piece  it  out  with  a  piece  of 
your  performance.     Nell,  he  is  full  of  harmony. 

Pan.  Truly,  lady,  no. 

Helen.  O,  sir, — 

Pan.  Rude,  in  sooth;  in  good  sooth,  very  rude.  60 

Par.  Well  said,  my  lo^!  well,  you  say  so  in  fits. 

Pan.  I  have  business  t(^my  lord,  dear  "queen.  My  lord, 
will  you  vouchsafe  me  a  word? 

Helen.  Nay,  this  shall  not  hedge  us  out:  we'll  hear  you 
sinjj,  certainly. 

PoLn.  Well,  sweet  queen,  ybu  are  pleasant  with  me.  But, 
mirry,  thus,  my  lord:  my  dear  lord  and  most  esteemed 
friend,  your  brother  Troilus, —  70 

HeUn.  My  Lord  Pandarus;  honey-sweet  lord, — 

Pan.  Go  to,  sweet  queen,  go  to: — commends  himself 
mo.st  affectionately  to  you, — 

Helen.  You  shall  not  bob  us  out  of  our  melody:  if  you 
do,  our  melancholy  upou  your  head! 

Pan.  Sweet  queen,  sweet  queen  I  that's  a  sweet  queen, 
i' faith.  .    19 

Helen.  And  to  make  a  sweet  lady  sad  is  a  sour  offence. 

Pan.  ]{&y,  that  shall  not  serve  your  turn;  that  shall  it 
not.  in  truth,  la.  Nay,  I  care  not  "for  such  words;  no,  no. 
And,  my  lord,  he  desires  you,  that  if  the  king  call  for  him 
at  supper,  you  will  make  his  excuse. 

HeUn.  My  Lord  Pandarus, — 

Pan.  What  says  m}*^  sweet  queen,  my  very  very  sweet 
queen  7 

Ptir.  What  exploit's  in  hand?  where  sups  he  to-night? 

HeUn.  Nay,  Init,  my  lord, —  91 

Pan.  What  says  my  sweet  queen?  My  cousin  will  fall 
out  with  5'ou.     You  must  not  know  where  he  sups. 

Par.  1*11  lay  my  life,  with  my  disposer  Cressida 
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Pan.  No,  no,  no  such  matter;  you  are  wide:  come,  your 
disposer  is  sick. 
Par.  Woll,  I'll  make  excuse. 

Pan.  Ay,  good  my  lord.     Why  should  you  say  Cres- 
gidu?  no,  your  poor  disposer's  sick.  101 

Par.  1  sp3'. 

Pan.  You  spv!  what  do  you  spy?    Come,  give  mc  an 
nustrument.     Now,  sweet  queen. 
Helen.  Why,  this  is  kindly  done. 

Pan.  My  niece  is  horribly  in  love  with  a  thing  you  have, 
sweet  queen. 

Hekn.  She  shall  have  it,  my  lord,  if  it  be  not  mv  lord 
Paris.  ^    110 

Pan,  He!  no,  she'll  none  of  him;  Ihej'  tw^o  are  twain. 
Helen.  Falling  in,  after  falling  out,  may  make  them 
three. 

Pan.  Come,  come,  I'll  hear  no  mora  of  this;  I'll  sing 
you  a  song  now. 

*  UeUni.  Ay,  ay,  prithee  now^.    Byjny  4roth,  sweet,  lord, 
thou  hast  a  fine  forehead.  df^ 

Pan.  A.\\  you  may,  vou  majw 

Helen.  Let  thy  song  be  love:  this  love  w^Limdo  us  nil. 
O  Cupid.  Cupicf,  Cupid  1  ^^^'  ^-^ 

Pan.  Love,  ay,  that  it  shall,  i*  faith.   ^^•**" 
Par.  Ay,  gooii  now,  love,  love,  nothing  but  love. 
Pan,  In  good  troth,  it  begins  so.  {SinQS, 

Love,  love,  nothing  but  love,  still  more! 
For,  O,  love's  bow 
Shoots  buck  and  doe: 
The  shaft  confounds. 
Not  that  it  wounds, 
But  tickles  still  the  Fore.  180 

These  lovers  cry  Oh!  oh!  they  die! 

Yet  that  which  seems  the  wound  to  kill, 
Doth  turn  oh!  oh!  to  ha!  ha!  he! 

So  dving  love  lives  still: 
Oh!  oh!  *a  while,  but  ha!  ha!  ha!  *.- 

Oh!  oh!  groans  out  for  ha!  ha!  ha! 
Ileigh-ho!  ^ 

Iie^en.  In  love,  i*  faith,  to  the  very  tip  of  tlio  nose.     139 
Par.  He  eats  nothing  but  doves,  love,  and  that  brcedji 
hot  blood,  and  hot  blood  begets  hot   thoughts,  and  liot 
thr>ughts  beget  hot  deeds,  and  hot  deeds  is  love. 

Pan,  Is  this  the  generation  of  love?   hot  blood,  Iiot 
thoughts,  and  hot  de^s?    Why.  they  arc  vipers:  is  lovo  a 
genenition  of  vipers?    Sweet  lord,  who's  a-tield  to-day? 
Par.  Hector,  D'eiphobus,  llelenus,  Antenor,  and  all  the 
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gallantry  of  Troj':  I  "wonlcl  fuin  Imve  armed  to-day,  but 
my  Nell  would  not  have  it  so.  How  chance  my  brother 
Troilus  went  not?  151 

Helen.  lie  hangs  the  lip  at  somcthmg:  you  know  all, 
Lord  Panda r us. 

Pan,  Not  I,  bonc-^swoct  queen.  I  long  to  hear  liow 
they  sped  to-day.    "i  uu'll  remember  your  brother's  excuse? 


icy  sped  to-day.    "i 
Par,  To  a  hair. 


Pafk.  Farewell,  sweet  queen. 

Helen.  Commend  me  to  your  niece. 

Pan.  I  will,  sweet  quceu.  [Exit.     ICO 

[A  retreat  tfoundccL 

Par.  They're  come  from  field:  let  us  to  Priam's  hall. 
To  greet  the  warriors.     Sweet  Helen,  I  must  woo  you 
To  help  uharm  our  Hector:  his  stubborn  buckles. 
With  these  your  white  enchanting  fingers  toucird, 
Shall  more  obey  than  to  the  edge  of  steel 
Or  force  of  Greekish  sinews:  you  shall  do  mora 
Than  all  the  island  king^—disarm  great  Hector. 

HeUn.  Twill  make  us^Proud  to  be  his  servant,  Paris; 
Yea,  what  he  shall  receive  of  us  in  duty 
Gives  us  mbre  palm  in  beauty  than  we  have,  170 

Yea,  overshines  ourself. 

Par.  Sweet,  above  thought  I  love  thee.  [Exeunt. 


Scene  II.     T7ie  same,    Pandarus*  orcJiard. 

Enter  PANDAurs  ajid  TnoiiiUS'  Boy,  meeting. 

Pan.    How  now!   wherc*s  thy  master?  at  ray  cousin 
Cressida's? 
Boy.  No,  sir;  he  stays  for  you  to  conduct  him  thither. 
Pan.  O,  here  he  comes. 

Enter  TuoiLra 

How  now,  how  now! 

Tn>.  Sirrah,  walk  off.  [Exit  Boj. 

Pan.  Have  you  seen  my  cousin? 

Tro.  No,  Pnndarus:  I  stalk  about  bar  door,. 
Like  a  strange  soul  upon  the  Stygian  bujik»  10 

Stayinj5  for  waft  age.     O,  be  tliou  my  Cliaron, 
And  give  me  swift  transportance  to  those  fields 
Where  I  may  wallow  in  the  lily-beds 
Proposed  for  the  deserver!    O  gentle  Pandanis, 
From  Cupid*8  shoulder  pluck  his- painted  wings, 
And  fiy  with  me  to  Cressidt 


\ 
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it 
Pan,  "Walk  here  i'  Ihe  orclianl,  t'if  bring  her  straiprht. 

Ihlxit, 
Tro,  I  am  giddv;  expectation  ^vliirls  me  round. 
Tlie  imaginaiy  relish  is  so  sweet  £0 

Tliat  it  enchants  my  sense:  what  vivk  ?t  he, 
AVlien  that  llic  watery  palate  tastes  isdeed 
Love's  tliricc  repu red  nectar?  deatlyil' f ear  me, 
Swooning  destruction,  or  some  jonoo  fine, 


leatli^' : 
joj^o 
larfrln  s 


Too  subtle- potent,  tuned  too  sharjrln  swcetuesa,  Jiih^ 

For  the  capaciiy  of  of  my  ruder  powci's:  '"^ 

I  fear  it  much ;  and  I  do  fear  besides, 

Tliat  I  shall  lose  distinction  in  m}'  joys; 

As  doth  a  battle,  when  they  charge  ou  licaps 

The  enemy  flying.  SO 

He-enter  pANDAitrs. 

Pan,  She's  making  her  rendy,  she'll  come  straight:  you 
must  be  witty  now.  She  does  so  blush,  and  fetches  her 
wind  so  short,  as  if  she  were  jlrayed  with  a  s])rite:  I'll 
fetch  her.  It  is  the  prettiest  vilMin:  she  fetclies  lier  breath 
as  short  as  a  uew-ta'en  sparrow.  [Kett. 

Tro.  Even  suth  a  passion  doth  embrace  my  bosom: 
My  heart  beats  thicker  than  a  feverous  pulse; 
And  all  my  powers  do  their  bestowing  lose, 
Like  vassalage  at  unawares  encountering  40 

The  eye  of  majesty. 

Be -enter  Pandarus  itith  Crebbida. 

Pan.  Come,  come,  what  need  you  blush f  shame's  a 
baby.  Here  she  is  now:  swear  the  oaths  now  to  her  that 
you  have  sworn  to  me.  "What,  arc  \o\\  gone  again?  you 
must  be  watched  ere  you  l>e  made  tame,  must  you?  Como 
your  ways,  come  your  ways;  on  you  draw  backward, 
we'll  put  you  i'  the  fills.  W  hy  do  you  not  speak  to  her? 
Come,  draw  this  curtain,  and  let's  see  your  picture.  Alas 
the  day,  how  loath  you  are  to  offend  daylight!  an  'twere 
dark,  you'ld  close  sooner.  So,  so;  rub  on,  and  kiss  the 
mistress.  How  now!  a  kiss  in  fee-farm!  build  there,  car- 
penter; the  air  is  sweet.  Nay,  you  shall  fight  your  hearts 
out  ere  I  part  you.  The  falcon  as  the  tercel,  for  all  the 
ducks  i'  the  river:  go  to,  go  to. 

Tro.  You  have  l)ereft  me  of  all  words,  lady. 


whereof  the  parties  interchangeably" — Come  in,  come  in: 
I'll  go  get  a  firo.  [EjeU, 
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CV<».  Will  you  walk  in,  my  lord? 

Tro,  O  Cressida,  how  often  Imve  I  wished  me  thasl 

C/w.  Wislicd,  my  lord!    The  gods  grant, — O  my  lord! 

Tro.  What  should  they  ^rant?  what  makes  this  pretty 
abruption?  Wliat  loo  curious  dreg  espies  my  sweet  lady 
in  the  fountain  of  ou£lovc? 

Crei.  More  dregs  tlian  water,  if  my  fears  have  ryes. 

Tro,  Fears  make  d^ils  of  cherubins;  they  never  sec 
truly  ^  • 

()fe».  Blind  fear,  that  seeing  reason  leads,  finds  safer 
footing  than  blind  resison  stumbling  without  fear:  to  fear 
the  worst  oft  cures  the  worse.  79 

Tro.  O,  let  my  lady  apprehend  no  fear:  in  all  Cupid's 
pageant  there  is  presented  no  monster. 

Vrti.  Nor  nothing  monstrous  neither? 

Tro,  Nothing,  but  our  undeilakings;  when  wc  vow  to 
weep  seas,  live  in  fire,  eat  rocks,  Uinie  tigers;  thinking  it 
harder  for  our  mistress  to  devise  imposition  enough  than 
for  us  to  undergo  any  difficulty  imposed.  This  is  tlio 
monstrosity  in  love,  hidy,  that  the  will  is  infinite  and  the 
execution  confined,  that  the  desire  is  boundless  and  the 
act  a  slave  tu  limit.  00 

Ot€».  They  s;iy  all  lovers  swear  more  performance  than 
they  are  able  an  I  yet  reserve  an  ability  that  they  never  per- 
form, vowing  more  than  the  perfection  of  ten  and  dis- 
charging less  than  the  tenth  part  of  one.  They  that  have 
the  voice  of  lions  and  the  act  of  hares,  are  they  not  mon- 
sters? 

Tro.  Are  there  such?  such  are  not  wc:  praise  us  as  wo 
are  tasted,  allow  us  as  we  prove;  our  head  shall  go  bare 
till  merit  crown  it:  no  ixsrfeciion  in  reversion  shall  liavo 
a  praise  in  present :  we  will  not  name  desert  before  his 
birth,  and.  Ijcin^  born,  his  addition  shall  Ix;  humble.  Few 
words  to  fair  faith:  Troilus  shall  be  such  to  Cressid  as  what 
envy  can  say  worst  shall  be  a  mock  for  his  truth,  and  what 
truth  can  speak  truest  not  truer  than  Troilus. 

Cren,  Will  you  walk  in,  ♦ly  lord? 

He-enter  Pan D Anus. 

Pan.  What,  blushing  still?  have  you  not  done  talking 
yet?  •  108 

Ores.  Well,  uncle,  what  folly  I  commit,  I  dedicate  to 
you. 

Pan.  I  thank  you  for  that:  if  my  lord  get  a  l)oy  of  you, 
you'll  give  him  mc.  Be  true  to  my  lord:  if  he  flinch,  chide 
me  for  it. 
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Tro.  You  know  now  your  hostages;  your  uncle's  word 
and  my  firm  faith. 

Pan.  Nay,  I'll  give  my  word  for  her  too:  our  kindred, 
though  tliey  be  long  ere  they  are  wooed,  tliey  arc  constant 
being  won:  they  are  burs,  I  can  tell  you;  they  11  stick  where 
they  are  tlirown.  120 

Gr€9,  Boldness  comes  to  me  now.  and  brings  me  heart. 
Prince  Troilus,  I  have  loved  you  night  and  day 
For  many  weary  monihs. 

Tro.  Why  was  my  Cressid  then  so  liard  to  win? 

Ores.  Hard  to  seem  won :  but  I  was  won,  my  lord. 
With  the  first  glance  that  ever— pardon  me — 
If  I  confess  much,  you  will  play  the  tyrant. 
I  love  you  now;  but  not,  till  now,  so  much 
But  I  might  master  it:  in  faith,  I  lie; 
My  thoughts  were  like  unbridled  children,  grown  180 

Too  headstrong  for  their  mother.     See,  we  fools! 
Why  have  I  blabb'd?  who  shall  l)e  true  to  us, 
When  we  are  so  unsecret  to  ourselves? 
But,  though  I  loved  you  well.  I  woo'd  3-0U  not; 
And  yet,  good  faith,  I  wish'd  myself  a  man, 
Or  that  we  women  had  men's  privih'ge 
Of  speaking  first.     Sweet,  bid  me  hold  my  tongue, 
For  in  tliis  rapture  I  shall  surely  speak 
The  thing  I  shall  repent.     See,  .see,  j'our  silence, 
Cunning  in  dumbness,  from  my  weakness  draws  140 

>Iy  very  soul  of  counsel!  slop  my  mouth. 

Tro,  And  shall,  albeit  sweet  niusic  i.^sues  thence. 

Pan.  Pretty,  i*  faith. 

CrcH,  Jfy  lord,  I  do  beseech  you,  pardon  me; 
*Twas  not  my  purpose,  thus  to' beg  a  kiss: 
I  am  ashamed.     O  heavens!  what  have  1  done? 
For  this  time  will  I  take  my  leave,  my  lord. 

Tro.  Your  leave,  sweet  Cressid! 

Pan.  Leave!  an  you  take  leave  till  to-morrow  morn- 
ing.— 150 

Ores.  Pray  you,  content  you. 

Ti'o.  What  offends  you,  lady? 

Cres.  Sir,  mine  own  company. 

Tro.  "  You  cannot  shuu 

Yourself. 

Ores.     Le  t  m  e  go*  and  t  r}' : 
I  have  a  kind  of  self  resides  with  you; 
But  an  unkind  self,  that  itself  will-leavc. 
To  be  another's  fool.     I  would  l)e  gone: 
AVhcre  is  my  wit?    I  know  not  what  I  speak. 
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Tro.  Well  know  they  what  they  speak  that  speak  so 
wisely. 

Crcn.  Perchance,  my  lord,  I  show  more  craft  than  love; 
And  fell  so  roundly  to  a  larg^  confession,  161 

To  angle  for  your  thoughts:  bnt  you  arc  wise, 
Or  else  you  love  not,  for  to  Ikj  wise  and  lovo 
Exceeds  man's  might;  that  dwells,  with  gods  above. 

Iro.  O  that  I  thought  it  could  be  in  a  woman — 
As,  if  it  can.  I  will  presume  in  3'ou — 
To  feed  for  aye  her  lamp  and  flames  of  love; 
To  keep  her  constancy  in  plight  and  youth, 
Outllvine  beauty's  outward,  with  a  mind 
That  doth  renew  swifter  than  blood  decays!  170 

Or  that  persuasion  could  but  thus  convince  me, 
That  my  integrity  and  truth  to  you 
Might  be  affronted  with  the  .match  and  weight 
Of  such  a  winnow'd  purity  in  love; 
IIow  were  I  then  uplifted!  but,  alasl 
I  am  as  true  as  truth's  simplicity 
And  simpler  than  the  infancy  of  truth. 

(7/w.  In  that  I'll  war  with  you. 

Tro.  O  virtuous  fight, 

When  right  with  right  wars  who  shall  be  most  right  I 
True  swains  in  love  shall  in  the  world  to  come  180 

Approve  their  truths  by  Troilus:  when  their  rhymes, 
Full  of  protest,  of  oath  and  big  compare, 
Want  similes,  truth  tired  with  iteration, 
As  true  as  steel,  as  plantage  to  the  moon, 
As  sun  to  day,  as  turtle  to  her  mate, 
As  iron  to  aaamant,  as  earth  to  the  centre,  ^ 

Yet,  after  all  comparisons  of  truth. 
As  truth's  authentic  author  to  be  cited, 
**  As  true  as  Troilus"  shall  crown  up  the  verse. 
And  sanctify  the  numbers. 

Grt^.  Prophet  maj'  you  be!  190 

If  I  be  false,  or  swerve  a  hair  from  truth. 
When  time  is  old  and  hath  forgot  itself, 
When  waterdrops  have  worn  tlie  stones  of  Troy, 
And  blind  oblivion  swallow'd  cities  up. 
And  mighty  states  characterless  are  grated 
To  dusty  nothing,  yet  let  memory, 
From  false  to  false,  among  false  maids  in  love. 
Upbraid  my  falsehood!  when  they've  said  *'as  false 
As  air,  as  water,  wind,  or  sandy  earth. 
As  fox  to  lamb,  as  wolf  to  heifer's  calf,  200 

Pard  to  the  hind,  or  stepdame  to  her  son," 
'*Tea,"  let  them  say,  to  stick  the  heart  of  falsehood. 
"  As  false  as  Cressid." 


I 
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Pan.  Go  to,  a  bargain  made:  seal  it,  senl  it:  I'll  be  tlic 
witness.  Here  I  hold  your  liand,  hero  my  cousin's;  If 
ever  you  prove  false  one  to  another,  since  I  liave  taken 
such  pains  to  bring  vou  togithcr,  let  nil  pitiftd  goers-be- 
tween  be  called  to  the  world'b  end  after  my  name;  call 
them  all  Pandars;  let  all  constant  men  be  Troiluscs,  all 
false  women  Crcssids>  and  all  brokcrs^betwecn  Pandars  1 
say.  amen. 

Tro.  Amen. 

Ores.  Amen. 

Pan.  Amen.     Whereupon  I  will  show  you  a  chamber 
with  a  bed;  which  bed,  because  it  shall  not  speak  of  your 
pretty  encounters,  press  it  to  death:  away! 
And  Cupid  grant  all  tongue-tied  maidens  here 
Bed,  chamber,  Pandar  to  provide  this  gear  I  [I*Jxeunt.     220 

Scene  III.     TJie  Grecian  camp.    Before  Achtlles*  tent 

Enter  AGAKEaiNOx,  Ulysses,  Diomedes,  Nestor,  Ajax, 

Menelaus,  and  Calchah. 

Cal.  Now,  princes,  for  the  service  I  have  done  you. 
The  advantage  of  the  time  prompts  me  aloud 
To  call  for  recompense.     Appear  it  to  your  mind 

J  That,  through  the  sight  I  bear  in  things  to  love, 
have  abandon'd  Troy,  left  my  possession, 
Incurred  a  traitor's  name;  exposed  myself. 
From  certain  and  possessed  conveniences, 
To  doubtful  fortunes;  sequestering  from  me  all 
ThatJime,  acquaintance,  custom  and  couditiou 
Made  tame  and  most  familiar  to  my  nature,  10 

And  here,  to  do  you  service,  am  become 
As  new  into  the  world,  strange,  unacquainted: 
I  do  beseech  you,  as  in  way  of  taste, 
To  give  me  now  a  little  benefit. 
Out  of  those  manv  registcr'd  in  promise. 
Which,  you  say,  live  To  come  in  my  behalf. 

Agatn.  Whatwouldst  thou  of  us,  Trojan?  make  demand. 

Cal.  You  have  a  Trojan  prisoner,  calTd  Antenor, 
Yesterday  took :  Troy  holds  him  very  dear. 
Oft  have  you — often  have  you  thanks  therefore —  20 

Desired  my  Cressid  in  right  great  exchange, 
Whom  Troy  hath  still  denied:  but  this  Antenor, 
I  know,  is  such  a  wrest  in  their  affairs 
That  their  negotiations  all  must  slack. 
Wanting  his  manage;  and  they  will  almost 
Give  us  a  prince  of  blood,  a  son  of  Priam, 
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In  chan^  of  him:  let  him  be  seot,  great  princes, 
And  he  shall  buj  my  daughter;  and  her  presence 
Shall  quite  strike  off  all  service  I  have  done. 
Id  most  accepted  pain. 

Agam.  Let  Diomedes  bear  him,  80 

And  bring  us  Cressid  hither:  Calchas  shall  have 
What  he  requests  of  us.     Good  Diomed, 
Furnish  you  fairly  for  this  interchange: 
Withal  bring  word  if  Hector  will  to-morrow 
Be  answer'd  in  his  challenge:  AJax  is  ready. 

Dio,  This  shall  I  undertake;  and  'tis  a  burden 
Which  I  am  proud  to  bear.  {ExeurU  DiomedeB  and  Calehas, 

Enter  Achilies  and  Patroclits^  hrfore  their  tent, 

Ulyss,  Achilles  stands  i*  the  entrance  of  his  tent: 
Please  it  our  general  to  pass  strangely  by  him, 
As  if  he  were  forgot;  and,  princes  all.  40 

Lay  negligent  and  loose  regard  upon  Jiim: 
I  will  come  last.    Tis  like  he'll  question  me 
Why  such  unplausive  eyes  arc  bent  on  him: 
If  so,  I  have  derision  medicinablc. 
To  use  between  your  strangeness  and  his  pride, 
Which  his  own  will  shall  have  desire  to  drink: 
It  may  do  good :  pride  hath  no  other  glass 
To  show  itself  but  pride,  for  supple  knees 
Feed  arrosancc  ana  arc  the  proud  man's  fees. 

Again.  We'll  execute  your  purpose,  and  put  on  80 

A  form  of  strangeness  as  wc  pass  along: 
So  do  each  lord,  and  either  greet  him  not. 
Or  else  disdainfully,  which  shall  shake  him  more 
Than  if  not  look'd  on.     I  will  le^ui  the  way. 

AchU.  What,  comes  the  general  to  speak  with  me? 
You  know  ray  mind,  I'll  ftght  no  more  'gainst  Troy. 

Agam.  Wiiat  says  Achilles?  would  he  anglit  with  us? 

Jyest,  Would  you,  my  lord,  aught  with  the  general? 

Ae/iU.  No. 

Nest  Nothing,  my.  lord.  00 

Agam.  The  letter.  {Exeunt  Agamemnon  and  Nestor. 

Achil.  Good  day,  good  aav. 

Men.  How  do  you?  how  do  j'ou?  [Exit, 

Achil,  What,  aoes  the  cuckold  scorn  me? 

Ajax.  How  now,  Patrochis! 

Achil.  Good  morrow,  AJax. 

Ajax.  Ha? 

AcMl.  Good  morrow. 

AJax.  Ay,  and  good  next  day  too.  [Exit. 
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AcliU.  What   mean    tbcsc    fellows?     Know    they    not 
Achilles?  70 

Patr.  They  pass  by  strangely:  they  were  used  to  bend, 
To  send  their  smiles  before  them  to  Achilles; 
To  come  as  humbly  as  the}^  used  to  creep 
To  holy  altars. 

AMI.  What,  am  I  poor  of  late? 

Tis  certain,  greatness,  once  fall'n  out  with  fortune. 
Must  full  out  with  men  too:  what  the  declined  is 
He  shall  as  soon  i*cad  in  the  eyes  of  others 
As  feel  in  his  own  fall;  for  men,  like  butterflies, 
8I10W  not  their  mealy  wings  but  to  the  summer, 
And  not  a  man,  for  being  simply  man,  80 

Hath  any  honour,  but  honour  for  those  honours 
That  are  without  him,  as  place,  riches,  favour, 
Prizes  of  accident  as  oft  as  merit . 
Which  when  they  fall,  as  being  slippery  t tinders, 
The  love  that  lcan*d  on  them  as  slippery  too, 
Do  one  pluck  down  another  and  together 
Die  in  the  fall..    But  'tis  not  so  wiih  me: 
Fortune  and  I  are  friends:  1  do  enjoy 
At  ample  point  all  that  I  did  possess, 
Save  these  men's  looks;  who  do.  methinks.  And  out        00 
Something  not  worth  in  me  such  rich  beholding 
As  they  have  often  given.     Here  is  Ul^'sses: 
I'll  interrupt  his  reading. 
How  now,  Ulysses! 

Ulys».  Now,  great  Thetis*  son! 

Achil.  What  are  you  reading? 

Uly^.  A  strange  fellow  here 

Writes  me:  "That  man,  how  dearly  ever  parted, 
How  much  in  having,  or  without  of  in. 
Cannot  make  boast  to  have  that  which  he  hath, 
Nor  feels  not  what  he  owes,  but  by  reflection ; 
As  when  his  virtues  shining  upon  others  100 

Heat  them  and  they  retort  that  heat  again 
To  the  first  giver." 

AchU,  This  is  not  strangii;  UlysscB. 

The  beauty  that  is  borne  here  in  the  face 
The  bearer  knows  not,  but  commends  itself 
To  others*  eyes;  nor  doth  the  eye  itself. 
That  most  pure  spirit  of  sense,  behold  itself, 
Not  going  from  itself;  but  eye  to  eye  opposed  ^ 

Salutes  each  other  with  each  other's  form;  w 

For  speculation  turns  not  to  itself. 

Till  it  hath  travell'd  and  is  mirror*d  there  116 

Where  it  may  sec  itself.     This  is  not  strange  at  all. 
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Ur/iffi»  I  do  not  strain  at  the  position, — 
It  is  familiar, — but  at  the  author's  drift; 
Wlio,  ill  liis  circunistJincc,  expressly  proves 
Tliat  no  man  is  the  lord  of  any  thing. 
Though  in  and  of  him  there  be  mueh  consisting. 
Till  he  communicate  his  parts  to  others; 
Nor  doth  he  of  himself  know  them  for  aught 
Till  he  behold  them  form'd  in  the  applause 
"Where  they're  extended ;  who,  like  an  arch,  reverberates 
The  voice  again,  or,  like  a  gate  of  steel  121 

Fronting  the  sun,  receives  and  renders  back 
His  figure  and  his  heat.     I  was  much  wrapt  in  this; 
And  apprehended  here  immediately 
The  unknown  Ajax. 

Heavens,  what  a  man  is  there!  a  very  horse, 
That  has  he  knows  not  what.    Nature,  what  things  there 

are 
Most  abject  in  regard  andjilear  in  use  I 
What  things  again  most  dear  in  the  esteem 
And  poor  in  worth!    Now  shall  we  see  to-morrow —      130 
An  act  that  ver}'  chance  doth  throw  upon  him — 
Ajax  renown'd.     O  heavens,  what  sodie  men  do, 
While  some  men  leave  to  do! 
How  some  men  creep  in  skittish  fortune's  hall, 
"Whiles  others  play  the  idiots  in  her  eves! 
How  one  man  cats  into  another's  pricie, 
AVhite  pride  is  fasting  in  his  wantonness! 
To  see  these  Grecian  lords! — why,  even  already 
They  clap  the  lubber  Ajax  on  the  shoulder. 
As  if  his  foot  were  on  brave  Hector's  breast  140 

And  great  Troy  shrieking. 

Achil.  1  do  believe  it ;  for  they  pass'd  by  rae 
As  misers  do  by  bescgars,  neitlier  gave  to  me 
Good  wonl  nor  look:  what,  are  my  deeds  forgot? 

Ulyse.  Time  hath,  mv  lord,  a  wallet  at  his  back, 
"Wherein  he  puts  alms  for  oblivion, 
A  great-sized  monster  of  ingratitudes: 
Those  scnips  arc  good  deeds  past;  which  arc  dcvour*d  • 
As  fast  as  they  are  made,  forgot  as  soon 
As  done:  perseverance,  dear  my  lofd,  150 

Keeps  honour  bright:  to  have  done  is  to  han^ 
Quite  out  of  fashion,  like  a  rusty  mail 
In  monumental  mockery.     Take  the  instant  way; 
For  honour  travels  in  a  stniit  so  narrow, 
Where  one  but  goes  abreast:  keep  then  tho  path; 
For  emulation  hath  a  thousand  aqus 
That  one  by  one  purhue :  if  you  give  way. 
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Or  hedge  aside  from  the  direct  forlhright. 

Like  to  an  entered  tide«  they  <nll  rush  by 

And  leave  you  hindmost;  160 

Or,  like  a  gallant  horse  fall'n  in  first  rank, 

Lie  there  for  pavement  to  the  abject  rear, 

O'er-ruu  and  trampled  on:  then  what  the}'  do  in  present, 

Though  less  than  yours  in  past,  must  o'ortop  yours; 

For  tfrnc  is  like  a  fashionable  host 

That  slightly  shakes  his  parting  guest  by  the  hand. 

And  with  his  arms  outstretched,  as  he  would  fly, 

Grasps  in  the  comer:  welcome  ever  smiles, 

And  farewell  goes  out  sighing.     O,  let  not  virtue  seek 

Remuneration  for  the  thing  it  was:  170 

For  beauty,  wit, 

High  birth,  vigour  of  bone,  desert  in  service. 

Love,  friendship,  charity,  are  subjects  all 

To  envious  and  calumniating  time. 

One  touch  of  nature  makes  the  whole  world  kin, 

That  all  with  one  consent  praise  new-born  gawds. 

Though  they  are  made  ana  moulded  of  things  past. 

And  give  to  dust  that  is  a  little  gilt 

More  laud  than  gilt  o'er-<lusted. 

The  present  eye  praises  the  present  object:  180 

Then  marvel  not,  thou  ^reat  and  complete  man, 

That  all  the  Greeks  begm  to  worship  Ajax; 

Since  things  in  motion  sooner  catch  the  eye 

That  what  not  stirs.     The  cr}'  went  once  on  thee,      • 

And  still  it  might,  and  yet  it  may  again, 

If  thou  wouldst  not  entomb  thyself  alive 

And  case  thy  reputation  in  thy  tent; 

Whose  glorious  deeds,  but  in  these  fields  of  late. 

Made  emulous  missions  'mon^t  the  gods  themselves 

And  drave  great  Mars  to  faction. 

Achil,  Of  this  my  privacy      190 

I  have  strong  reasons. 

Ulyss.  But  'gainst  your  privacy 

The  reasons  are  more  potent  and  heroical :  ' 
'Tis  known,  Achilles,  that  you  are  in  love 
With  one  of  Priam's  daughters. 

Ac?iU.  Ha!  known  I 

Vli/8'i.  Is  that  a  wonder? 
The  providence  that's  in  a  watchful  state 
Knows  almost  every  grain  of  Plutus'  gold, 
Finds  bottom  in  the  uncomprehensive  deeps, 
Keeps  place  with  thought  and  almost,  like  the  gods, 
Does  thoughts  unveil  in  their  dumb  cradles.  200 

There  is  a  mystery — with  whom  relation 
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Durst  never  meddle — in  the  soul  of  state; 

Which  hath  an  operation  more  divine 

Than  brenth  or  pen  can  give  cxpressure  to: 

All  the  commerce  tliat  you  have  had  with  Troy 

As  perfectly  is  ours  as  yours,  my  lord; 

And  better  would  it  lit  Achilles  much 

To  throw  down  Hector  than  Polyxena: 

But  it  must  grieve  youn^  Pyrrhus  now  at  home, 

When  fame  shall  in  our  islands  sound  her  tmmp,  210 

And  all  the  Greekish  girls  shall  tripping  sing, 

"Great  Hector's  sister  did  Achilles  win, 

But  our  great  Ajax  bravely  beat  down  him." 

Farewell,  mv  lord:  I  as  your  lover  speak; 

The  fool  slides  o*er  the  ice  that  you  should  break.      [Exit, 

Pair,  To  this  effect,  Achilles,  have  I  moved  you: 
A  woman  impudent  and  mannish  grown 
Is  not  more  loathed  than  an  effeminate  man 
In  time  of  action.     I  stand  condemn'd  for  this; 
Thcv  think  my  little  stomach  to  the  war  220 

And  your  great  love  to  me  restrains  you  thus: 
Sweet,  rouse  yourself;  and  the  weak  wanton  Cupid 
Shall  from  your  neck  unloose  his  amorous  fold, 
And,  like  a  dew-drop  from  the  lion*8  mane. 
Be  siiook  to  air. 

Aehil.  Shall  AJaz  fight  with  Hector? 

Patr.  Ay,  and  perhaps  receive  much  honour  by  hlm. 

Achil.  1  see  my  reputation  is  at  stake; 
My  fame  is  shrewdly  gored. 

Patr.  O,  then,  beware; 

Those  wounds  heal  ill  that  men  do  give  themselves: 
Omission  to  do  what  is  necessarv  290 

Seals  a  commission  to  a  blank  of  danger; 
And  danger,  liKe  an  ague,  subtlv  taints 
Even  then  when  we  sit  idly  in  the  sun. 

Achil.  Go  call  Thersites  hither,  sweet  Patroclus: 
I'll  send  the  fool  to  Ajax  and  desire  him 
To  invite  the  Trojan  lords  after  the  combat 
To  see  us  here  unarmed :  I  have  a  woman's  longing, 
An  appetite  that  I  am  sick  withal, 
To  see  great  Hector  in  his  weeds  of  peace. 
To  talk  with  him  and  to  behold  his  visage.  240 

Evttn  to  my  full  of  view. 


Ther,  A  wonderl 
AchU.  What? 


£nter  TnsiiftiTES. 
A  labour  saved  I 
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Tker.  Ajax  goes  up  and  do%vn  the  jield,  asking  for  bim> 
8e]f. 

AchU,  How  so? 

Ther.  He  must  fight  singly  to-morrow  witli  Hector,  and 
is  so  prophetically  proud  of  an  heroical  cudgelling  that 
be  raves  in  saying  nothing. 

Acka.  How  (!an  that  be?  230 

TJier.  Why,  he  stalks  up  and  down  like  a  peacock, — 
a  stride  and  a  stand:  ruminates  like  an  hostess  that  hath 
DO  arithmetic  but  her  brain  to  t^et  down  her  reckoning: 
bites  his  lip  with  a  politic  regard,  as  who  should  say 
"There  were  wit  in  this  liead,  an  'twould  out;*'  and  so 
there  is,  but  it  lies  as  coldly  in  him  as  fire  in  a  fiint, 
which  will  not  show  without  knocking.  The  nian*s 
undone  for  ever;  for  if  Hector  break  not  his  neck  i'  the 
combat,  lie'U  break't  himself  in  vain-glory.  He  knows 
not  me:  I  said  "Good  morrow,  Ajax,"  and  he  replies 
"Tlianks,  Agamemnon.*'  What  think  you  of  this  man 
that  takes  me  for  the  general?  He's  grown  a  very  land- 
fish,  languageless,  a  monster.  A  plague  of  opinion!  a  nuin 
may  wear  it  on  both  sides,  like  a  leather  jerkin. 

AcJiU.  Thou  must  be  my^  ambassador  to  him,  Thersitcs. 

Ther.  W^ho,  I?  why,  he'll  answer  nobody;  he  professes 
not  answering:  speaking  is  for  beggars;  he  wears  his 
tongue  in's  arms.  I  will  put  on  liis  presence:  let  Patro- 
clus  make  demands  to  me,  you  shall  see  the  pageant  of 
Ajax. 

AcJUL  To  him,  Patroclus:  tell  him  I  humbly  desire  the 
valiant  Ajax  to  invite  the  most  valorous  Hector  to  come 
unarmed  to  my  tent,  and  to  procure  safe-conduct  for  his 
person  of  the  magnanimous  and  most  illustrious  six-or- 
scven-times-honoured  captain -ceneral  of  tlie  Grecian  army, 
Agamemnon,  et  cetera.    Do  this.  25o 

Ptitr.  Jove  bless  great  Ajax! 

Ther.  Hum! 

iVr.  I  come  from  the  worthy  Achilles, — 

Ther.  Ha! 

Pair.  Who  most  humbly  desires  you  to  invite  Hector  to 
his  tent, — 

Titer,  Hum! 

Patr.  And  to  procure  safe-conduct  from  Agamemnon. 

Ther,  Agamemnon!  290 

Patr,  Av,  my  lord. 

TA^r.  Ha! 

Pair.  What  say  vou  to*t? 

Ther.  God  b'  wi'^you,  with  all  my  heart, 

Patr.  Your  answer,  sir. 


SCENE  1.]        TROILUS  AND  CRESSIDA.  785 

llur.  If  to-morrow  Ikj  a  fair  day,  by  eleven  o'clock  it  will 
go  one  way  or  other:  howsoever,  he  sluill  pay  for  me  ere  he 
haft  me. 

Patr.  Your  answer,  sir. 

Thei\  Fare  you  well,  with  all  my  heart.  800 

Achil.  Why,  but  he  is  not  in  lliis  luue,  is  he? 

I'/kt.  Xo,  but  he's  out  o*  tunc  thus.  \Vhdt  music  will 
be  in  him  when  Hector  has  knocked  out  his  bmius,  I  know 
not;  but,  I  am  sure,  none,  unless  the  tiddler  Apollo  get  his 
sinews  to  make  catlings  on. 

AchiL  Come,  thou  shalt  bear  a  letter  to  liim  straight. 

I'hcr,  Let  me  bear  another  to  his  horse;  for  tliat's  the 
more  capable  creature.  810 

AcJiil.  My  mind  is  troubled,  like  a  fountain  stirr'd; 
And  I  myself  see  not  tlie  bottom  of  it. 

[Exeunt  Achilles  and  Ptttroclun. 

Thcr.  Would  the  fountain  of  your  mind  were  clear  again, 
that  I  might  water  an  ass  at  it!  I  had  rather  be  a  tick  in  a 
fthcep  tliaa  such  a  valiant  ignorance.  \EjsU, 


ACT  IV. 

Scene  I.     Troy.    A  street. 

Enter,  from  one  tide,  JBnsas,  and  Servant  mth  a  torch; 
from  the  otlier,  Paris,  Deiphobu8»  Antbhor,  Diohsdea, 
and  others,  with  torches. 

Par.  See,  ho!  who  is  that  there? 

DeL  It  is  the  Lord  i£neas. 

^ne.  Is  the  prince  there  in  person? 
Had  I  80  good  o<!casiop  to  lie  long 
As  you.  Prince  Paris,  nothing  but  heavenly  business 
Should  rob  my  bed-mate  of  my  company'. 

Dio.  That's  my  mind  too.    Good  morrow,  Lord  JSneas. 

Par,  A  valiant  Greek,  ^neas, — take  his  hand, — 
Witness  the  process  of  your  speech,  wherein 
You  told  how  DiomeS,  a  whole  week  by  days, 
Did  haunt  you  in  the  field. 

JEne,  Health  to  you,  v^li^nt  sir,      10 

During  all  question  of  the  gentle  truce; 
But  when  I  meet  you  arm'd,  as  black  defiance 
As  heart  can  think  or  courage  execute. 

Dio,  The  one  and  other  Diomed  embraces. 
Our  bloods  are  now  in  calm;  and.  so  long,  healthl 
But  when  contention  and  occasion  meet, 
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By  Jove,  I'll  play  the  hunter  for  thy  life 
With  all  my  force,  pursuit  and  policy. 

^ne.  Aud  thou  sluiU  hunt  a  Hon,  that  will  fly 
With  his  face  backward.     In  humane  gentleness,  20 

Welcome  to  Troy!  now,  by  Anchiises'  life. 
Welcome,  indeed!    By  Venus*  hand  I  swear, 
No  man  alive  can  love  in  such  a  sort 
The  thinjf  be  means  to  kill  more  excellently. 

Dio.  We  sympathise:  Jove,  let  iEneas  live. 
If  to  my  sword  his  fate  be  not  the  glory, 
A  thous:ind  complete  courses  of  the  sun! 
But,  in  mine  emulous  honour,  let  him  die, 
With  every  joint  a  wound,  and  that  to-morrow  I 

^ne.  We  know  each  other  well.  30 

Dio.  We  do ;  and  long  to  know  each  other  worse. 

Par,  This  is  the  most  despiteful  gentle  greeting. 
The  noblest  hateful  love,  that  e'er  I  heard  of. 
What  business,  lord,  so  early? 

uEne,  I  was  sent  for  to  the  king;  but  why,  I  know  not. 

Par,  His  purpose  meets  you:  'twas  to  bring  this  Greek 
To  Calchas'  house,  and  there  to  render  him, 
For  the  enfreed  Anteqor,  the  fair  Crcssid: 
Let's  have  your  company,  or,  if  you  please, 
Ilfiste  there  before  us:  I  constantly  do  think —  40 

Or  rather,  call  my  thought  a  certam  knowledge— 
My  brother  Troilus  lodges  there  to-night: 
Rouse  him  and  give  him  note  of  our  approach, 
With  the  whole  quality  wherefore:  I  fear 
We  shall  be  much  unwelcome. 

./Ene,  That  1  assure  you: 

Troilus  had  rather  Troy  were  borne  to  Greece 
Than  Cressid  borne  from  Troy. 

Par.  There  is  no  help; 

The  bitter  disposition  of  the  time 
Will  have  it  so.     On,  lord;  we'll  follow  you. 

^ne.  Good  morrow,  all.  [Extt  loith  servant    50 

Par.  And  tell  me,  noble  Diomed,  faith,  tell  me  true, 
Even  in  the  soul  of  sound  good-fellowship,  / 
Who,  in  your  thoughts,  merits  fair  Helen  best, 
Myself  or  Menelaus? 

Dio.  Both  alike : 

He  merits  well  to  have  her,  that  doth  seek  her. 
Not  making  any  scruple  of  her  soilure. 
With  such  a  hell  of  pain  and  world  of  charge. 
And  you  as  well  to  keep  her,  that  deftnd  her, 
Not  palating  the  taste  of  her  dishonour. 
With  Buch  a  costlv  loss  of  wealth  and  friends:  (K) 
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He,  like  a  puling  cuckold,  would  drink  up 

The  lees  and  dregs  of  a  flat  tamed  piece; 

You,  like  a  lecher,  out  of  whorish  loins 

Arc  pleased  to  breed  out  yuur  inheritors: 

Both  merits  poised,  each  weighs  nor  less  nor  more; 

But  he  as  he,  the  heavier  for  a  whore. 

Par,  You  are  too  bitter  to  your  countrywoman. 

Dh,  She*s  bitter  to  her  country:  hear  me,  Paris: 
For  every  false  drop  in  her  baway  veins 
A  Grecian's  life  luith  sunk ;  for  every  scruple  70 

Of  her  contaminated  carrion  weight, 
A  Trojan  hath  been  slain :  since  she  could  speak. 
She  hath  not  given  so  many  good  words  breath 
As  for  her  Greeks  and  Troians  suffer'd  death. 

Par.  Fair  Diomcd,  you  do  as  chapmen  do. 
Dispraise  the  thing  tlint  you  desire  to  buy : 
But  we  in  silence  hold  this  virtue  well, 
We'll  but  commend  what  we  intend  to  sell. 
Here  lies  our  way.  [Exeunt 

Scene  II.    The  mme.     Court  of  Pandaru^  home. 
Enter  TBOiLrs  and  Cjrebsida. 

Tro,  Dear,  trouble  not  yourself:  the  mom  is  cold. 

Cree.  Then,  sweet  my  lord,  I'll  call  mine  uncle  down; 
He  shall  unbolt  the  gates. 

Tro.  Trouble  him  not; 

To  bed,  to  bed :  sleep  kill  those  pretty  eyes, 
And  give  as  soft  attachment  to  thy  senses 
As  infants*  empty  of  all  thought! 

Cree.  Good  morrow,  then. 

Tro,  I  prithee  now,  to  bed. 

Ores,  Are  you  a-weary  of  mc? 

IVo.  O  Cressida!  but  that  the  busy  day, 
"Waked  by  the  lark,  hath  roused  the  ribald  crows. 
And  dreaming  night  will  hide  our  joys  no  longer,  10 

\  would  not  from  thee. 

Cres.  Night  hath  been  too  brief. 

Tro.  Beshrew  the  witch!   with  venomous  wights  sho 
stays 
As  tediously  as  hell,  but  flics  the  grasps  of  love 
With  wings  more  momentary-swift  than  thought. 
You  will  catch  cold,  and  curse  mc. 

Cres.  Prithee,  tan*}': 

You  men  will  never  tarry. 
O  foolish  Crcssid!    I  might  have  still  held  off. 
And  liran  you  would  have  tarried.    Hark!  there's  one  up. 
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Pan,  \Wit7iin]  What,  's  all  the  doors  open  here? 
Tf'o.  It  is  your  uucle.  20 

Cres.  A  iK*stiIencc  on  him!  now  will  he  be  mocking: 
1  shall  have  such  a  life ! 

Enter  Pandahus. 

Pan,  How  now,  how  now  I  how  ^  maidenheads?  Here, 
you  maid!  where's  my  cousin  CressidY 

Ores,  Oo  hang  yourself,  you  naughty  mocking  uncle! 
You  bring  me  to  do,  and  then  you  flout  me  too.  ^ 

Pan,  1^  dowliaty  to  do  what?  let  lier  say  what:  wlmi 
have  I  brought  you  to  do? 

Ch'w.  Come,  come,  beslircw  your  heart !  you'll  ne'er  \>e 
good,  oO 

Nor  suffer  others. 

Pan.  Ha.  ha  I  Alas,  poor  wretch!  nh,  poor  cupocchia! 
hnst  not  slept  to-night?  would  he  not,  u  naughty  man,  let 
it  sleep?  a  bugbear  take  him! 

Cres.  Did  not  I  tell  you?    Would  lie  were  knocked  i'  the 
head !  [Knocking  tcithin. 

Who's  that  at  door?  good  uncle,  go  and  sec. 
My  lord,  come  you  ngtiiti  into  my  chanil)er: 
You  smile  and  mock  mc,  as  if  I  meant  naughtily.- 

7Vv.  Ha,  ha!  89 

Ores,  Come,  you  arc  deceived,  I  think  of  no  such  thing. 

[Knocking  tcithin. 
How  earnestly  they  knock!    Pray  you,  come  in: 
I  would  not  for  half  Troy  Imve  ybu  ?eon  here. 

[Exeunt  Troihm  and  Oremda. 
Pan.  Who's   there?  what's   tlve  matter?  will  you  beat 
down  the  door?    How  now!  what's  the  mutter? 

Enter  ^Eneas. 

yEuc.  Good  morrow,  lord,  good  morrow. 

Pan.  Who's  there?  my  Lora  -<EncjisI    Wy  my  troth. 
I  knew  you  not:  whiit  news  with  you  so  earl3'? 

^^ne.  Is  not  Prince  Troihis  here? 

Pan.  Here!  what  should  he  do  here?  50 

^Ene.  Come,  he  is  here,  m}-  lord;  do  not  deny  him: 
It  doth  imix)rt  him  much  to  speak  with  me. 

Pan.  la  lie  here,  say  yoti?  'tis  more  than  1  know,  Til  be 
sworn:  for  my  own  part,  I  came  in  Inte.  What  should  he 
do  here? 

jEnc.  Who! — nay,  then:  romo,  come,  j'ou'll  do  him 
wrong  ere  you're  ware:  you'll  Ik;  ho  true  lo  him,  to  be  false 
to  him:  do  not  you  know  of  him,  bi;t  yet  go  fetch  liim 
hither;  t;o. 

I2c<ntcr  TuoiLrs. 


ecE5E  II.]      TROILUS  AND  CRE88IDA.  789 

Tro,  How  n»w  I  what's  Ibc  matter?  60 

^itc.  My  lord,  I  scarce  have  leisure  to  salute  jou, 
My  matter  is  so  rash :  there  is  at  hand 
Paris  your  brotlier,  and  Dciphobus, 
The  Grecian  Diomed,  and  our  Anlcnor 
Deliver'd  to  us;  and  for  him  forthwith, 
Ere  the  first  sacrifice,  within  this  hour, 
We  must  give  up  to  Diomedes*  hand 
The  Lady  Cress! da. 

Tro,  Is  it  so  concluded? 

JEne.  By  Priam  and  the  general  state  of  Troy: 
They  are  at  hand  and  ready  to  effect  it.  70 

Tro,  How  my  achievements  mock  me! 
I  will  go  meet  them :  and,  my  Lord  ^neas,  -. 

We  met  by  chance;  you  did  not  find  me  here. 

j^nc.  Good,  good,  my  lord;  the  secrets  of  nature 
Have  not  more  gift  in  tacitAirnity. 

\Excinit  l7'oilus  and  ^'Eneat. 

Pan.  Is't  possible?  no  sooner  got  but  lost?  The  devil 
take  Antenor!  the  young  prince  will  go  mad:  u  plague 
upon  Antenor!  I  would  they  had  broke  s  neck  I 

Bc-enter  Oiiessida. 

Cres,  How  now  I  what's  the  matter?  who  was  here?     81 

Pan.  Ah,  ah! 

Crei.  Why  sigh  3'ou  so  profoundly?  whereas  my  lord? 
gimel    Tell  me,  sweet  uncle,  what's  the  matter? 

Pan.  Would  I  were  as  deep  under  the  earth  as  I  am 
above! 

CVw.  O  the  gods!  what's  the  matter? 

Pan.  Prithee,  get  thee  in:  would  thou  ]iad(;t  ne'er  been 
born!  I  knew  thou  wouldst  be  his  death.  O,  poor  gentle- 
man!   A  plague  upon  Antenor! 

Cres,  Good  uncle,  I  beseech  you,  on  my  knees  I  beseech 
you,  what's  the  matter? 

Pan.  Thou  must  be  gone,  wench,  thou  must  l)c  gone; 
thou  art  changed  for  Antenor:  thou  must  to  tlu' father,  and 
be  gone  from  Trollus:  Hwill  be  his  death;  will  be  his 
bane;  he  cannot  bear  it. 

Ores.  O  you  immortal  gods!  I  will  not  go. 

Pan.  Thou  must.  101 

Cres.  I  will  not,  uncle:  I  have  forgot  my  father; 
I  know  no  touch  of  consanguinity ; 
No  kin,  no  love,  no  blood,  no  soul  so  near  me 
As  the  sweet  Troilus.     O  you  gods  divine! 
Make  Crcssid's  name  the  very  crown  of  falsehood, 
If  «vcr  she  leave  Troilus!    Time,  force,  and  death, 
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Do  to  this  \x)6y  what  extremes  you  can : 

But  the  strong  base  and  building  of  my  love 

Is  as  the  very  centre  of  the  earth.  110 

Drawing  all  things  to  it.     I'll  go  in  and  weep, — 

Pan.   Do,  do. 

Ores.  Tear  my  bright  hair  and  scratch  my  praised  checks, 
Crack  my  clear  voice  with  sobs  and  break  mj'  heart 
With  sounding  Troilus.  I  will  not  go  from  Troy.  [ExcuiiL 

Scene  III.     Tlie  same.     Street  brfore  Pandarue*  hatue. 

JBhhter  Paris,  Thoilus,  .£neas,  Deifhobub,  Antekok, 

and  DioicEDES. 

Par,  It  is  great  morning,  and  the  hour  prefixed 
Of  her  delivery  lolhis  valiant  Greek 
Comes  fast  upon.     Good  my  brother  Troilus, 
Tell  you  the  lady  what  she  is  to  do, 
And  naste  her  to  the  purpose. 

Tro.  Walk  into  her  bouse; 

I'll  bring  her  to  the  Grccinn  presenlly: 
And  to  his  hand  when  I  deliver  her, 
Think  it  an  altar,  and  thy  brother  Troilus 
A  priest  there  offering  to  it  his  own  heart.  [Exit. 

Par.  I  know  what  tis  to  love;  10 

And  would,  as  I  shall  pity,  I  could  help! 
Please  you  walk  in,  my  lords.  [Exeunt 


Scene  IV.     The  fame,    Pandarus'  houae. 
Enter  Pandakus  and  Cresbida. 

Pan.  Be  moderate,  be  moderate. 

Ores.  Why  tell  you  me  of  moderation? 
The  grief  is  fine,  full,  perfect,  that  I  taste, 
And  violenteth  in  a  sense  as  strong 
As  that  which  causcth  it :  how  can  I  moderate  it? 
If  I  could  temporise  Avith  my  affection. 
Or  brew  it  to  a  weak  and  colder  palate, 
The  like  allay  men  t  could  I  give  my  grief: 
My  love  admits  no  qualifying  dross; 
No  more  my  grief,  in  such  a  precious  loss.  10 

Pan,  Here,  here,  here  he  comes. 

Enter  Tbqilus. 

Ah,  sweet  ducks  I 

Cren.  O  Troi]u.sI  Troilus!  [Embradnp  htfiK 
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plan.  What  a  pair  of  spectacles  is  liere!   Let  me  embrace 
too.     "  O  lieart,"  as  the  goodly  saying  is, 

** O  heart,  lieavj'  heart, 

Wliy  sigh'st  thou  without  breaking?" 
where  he  answers  again, 

"  Because  tliou  canst  not  ease  tliy  smart  20 

By  friendship  nor  by  speaking." 
There  was  never  a  truer  rliyme.   Let  us  cast  away  nothing, 
for  we  may  live  to  have  need  of  such  a  verse:  wo' sec  it,  we 
sec  it.     How  now,  lambs? 

Tro.  Cressid,  I  love  thee  in  so  strain 'd  a  purity, 
That  the  bless'd  gods,  as  angry  with  my  fancy. 
More  bright  in  zeal  than  the  devotion  which 
Cold  lips  blow  to  their  deities,  take  thee  from  me. 

Ores.  Have  the  gods  envy?  80 

Pan,  Ay,  ay,  ay,  ay;  'tis  too  plain  a  case. 

Ores,  And  is  it  true  that  I  must  go  from  Troy? 

Tro.  A  hateful  truth. 

Ores.  What,  and  from  Troilus  too? 

Tro.  From  Troy  and  Troilus. 

Cres.  Is  it  possible? 

Tro.  And  suddenly;  where  injury  of  chance 
Puts  back  leuwvtuking,  justles  roughly  by 
All  time  of  pause,  rudely  beguiles  our  lips 
Of  all  rejoindure,  forcibly  prevents 
Our  locked  embrasures,  strangles  our  dear  vows 
Even  in  the  birth  of  our  own  labouring  breath;  40 

We  two,  that  with  so  many  thousand  sighs 
Did  buy  each  other,  must  poorly  sell  ourselves 
With  the  rude  brevity  and  discharge  of  one. 
Injurious  time  now  with  a  robber's  haste 
Crams  his  rich  thieveir  up,  he  knows  not  how: 
As  many  farewells  as  be  stars  in  heaven. 
With  distinct  breath  and  consien'd  kisses  to  them. 
He  fumbles  up  into  a  loose  adieu, 
And  scants  us  with  a  single  famished  kiss. 
Distasted  with  the  salt  of  broken  tears.  50 

^/le.  [Within]  My  lord,  is  the  lady  ready? 

Tro.  Hark!  you  are  caird:  some  say  the  Genius  so 
Cries  "  come*'  to  him  that  instantly  must  die. 
Bid  them  have  patience;  she  shall  come  anon. 

Pan.  Where  are  my  tears?  rain,  to  lay  this  wind,  or  my 
heart  will  be  blown  up  by  the  root.  [Esdt 

Cres.  1  must  then  to  the  Grecians? 

Tro,  No  remedy. 

Cre8.  A  woful  Cressid  'mongst  tho  merry  Greeks! 
When  shall  we  see  again? 


793  TROILUS  AND  CRESSIDA.  [act  iv. 

.    2V<>.  Hear  me,  my  love:  be  Ihou  but  true  of  heart, —  60 

Cre9.  I  true!  how  now!  what  wicked  deem  iB  this? 

Tro.  Nuy,  we  must  use  expostulation  kindly, 
For  it  is  parting  from  us: 
I  speak  not  "  be  thou  true,"  as  feariug  thee. 
For  I  will  throw  my  glove  to  Death  himself, 
That  there's  no  maculation  in  thy  heart: 
But  "  be  thou  true,"  say  I,  to  fashion  in 
My  sequent  protestation;  be  thou  true, 
And  I  will  see  thee. 

Cres,  O,  you  shall  be  exposed,  ray  lord,  to  dangers      70 
As  infinite  a3  imminent!  but  I'll  be'true. 

Tro,  And  1*11  grow  friend  with  danger.      Wear  this 
sleeve. 

Cren.  And  you  this  glove.     When  shall  I  see  )'0u? 

Tro.  I  will  corrupt  the  Grecian  sentinels. 
To  give  thee  nightly  visitation. 
Uut  yet  be  true. 

C/YW. .  O  heavens!  **l)e  true"  again  1 

I'ro.  Hear  why  1  Fpeak  it,  love: 
The  Grecian  youths  are  full  of  qualit}-; 
They're  loving,  well  composed  with  gifts  of  nature, 
Flowing  and  swelling  o'er  with  arts  and  exercise:  80 

How  novel tv  may  move,  and  parts  with  ix;i*sou, 
Alas,  a  kind,  of  godly  jealousy — 
Which,  I  beseech  you,  call  a  virtuous  sin — 
Makes  me  afeard. 

Crci.  O  heavens!  you  love  me  not 

Tro.  Die  I  a  villain,  then! 
In  this  I  do  not  call  your  faith  in  question 
Ho  mainly  as  my  merit:  I  cannot  sing, 
Kor  heel  the  high  lavolt,  nor  sweeten  talk. 
Nor  play  at  subtle  games;  fair  virtues  all. 
To  which  the  Grecians  are  most  prompt  and  pregnant:    90 
But  I  can  tell  that  in  each  grace  of  these 
Tiiere  lurks  a  still  and  dumb-discoursive  devil 
That  tempts  most  cunningly:  but  be  not  tempted. 

CreB,  Do  you  tliink  I  will? 

Tro.  No. 
But  something  may  be  done  that  we  will  not: 
And  sometimes  we  ai*e  devils  to  burselves, 
When  we  will  tempt  the  frailty  of  our  powers, 
Presuming  on  their  changeful  potency. 

j^fie,  {Within\  Nay,  good  my  lord, — 

Tro,  Come,  kiss;  and  let  us  part.    100 

Par.  [WUhin\  Brother  TroilusI 
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Tro,  Good  brother,  come  you  hither; 

And  brmff  ^Dcas  and  the  Grecian  with  you. 

Cre^i.  My  lord,  will  you  l)c  true? 

Tro.  Who,  I?  alas,  it  is  my  vice,  my  fault: 
"Whiles  others  lish  witii  craft  for  gival  opinion, 
I  with  great  trutli  catch  mere  simplicity; 
Whilst  sooie  with  cunning  gild  their  copper  crowns, 
With  truth  and  plainness  I  do  wear  mine  bare. 
Fear  not  my  truth :  the  moral  of  my  wit 
Is  "  plain  and  true;"  there's  all  the  reach  of  it.  110 

Eater  ^neab,  Paris,  Antexor,  Deipuodus,  and  Dio- 

Welcome,  Sir  Diomed!  here  is  the  lady 
Which  for  Antcnor  we  deliver  you: 
At  the  port,  lord,  I'll  give  her  lo  thy  hand; 
And  by  the  way  possess  thee  what  she  is. 
Entreat  her  fair:  and,  by  my  soul,  fair  Greek, 
If  e'er  thou  stand  at  mercy  of  my  sword. 
Name  Cressid.  and  thy  life  shall  be  as  safe 
As  Priam  is  in  I  lion. 

D'u).  Fair  Lady  Cressid, 

So  please  you,  save  the  thanks  this  prince  expects: 
The  lustre  in  your  eye,  heaven  in  your  cheek,  120 

Pleads  your  fair  usage;  and  to  Diomed 
You  shnll  be  mistress,  and  command  him  wholly. 

Tro.  Grecian,  thoii  do'tt  not  use  me  courteously, 
To  shame  the  zeal  of  my  petition  to  thee 
In  praising  her;  I  tell  thee,  lord  of  Greece, 
She  is  as  far  high-soaring  o'er  thy  praises 
As  thou  unworthy  to  Imj  call'd  her  servant. 
I  charge  thee  use  her  well,  even  for  my  cliarge; 
For,  by  the  dreadful  Pluto,  if  thou  dost  not. 
Though  the  great  bulk  Achilles  be  thy  guard,  180 

I'll  cut  thy  throat. 

Dio.  0,  be  not  moved,  Prince  Troilua: 

Let  me  be  privileged  by  my  place  and  mes&»ge. 
To  be  a  sjKMiker  free ;  when  I  am  hence, 
I'll  answer  to  my  lust:  and  know  you,  lord, 
I'll  nothing  do  on  charge:  to  her  own  worth 
She  shall  l)e  prized;  but  that  you  say  '*  luj't  so," 
I'll  speak  it  in  my  spirit  and  lionour,  *'  no.  ' 

Tro.     Come,  to  the  port.     I'll  tell  thee,  Diomed, 
This  brave  shall  oft  make  tbcc  to  hide  thy  head. 
Lady,  give  me  your  hand,  and,  as  we  walk,  140 

To  our  own  selves  bend  we  our  needful  talk. 
\Ekcani  I'roilu^  Crc^iddy  and  DMUiedes,     Trumpet  voUlUh. 
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Par,  H&rk!  Hector's  tnimpet. 

JEJne,  How  have  we  spent  this  morning! 

The  prince  must  (hiok  me  tardy  and  remiss. 
That  swore  to  ride  before  him  to  the  field. 

Par.  Tis  Troilus'  fault-  come,  come,  to  field  with  him. 

Dei,  Let  us  make  ready  straight. 

^ne.  Y(!a,  with  a  briaegioom's  fresh  alacrity, 
Let  us  address  to  tend  on  Hector's  heels: 
The  glory  of  our  Troy  doth  this  day  lie 
On  his  fair  worth  and  single  chival^}^  [Exeunt.  150 


ScENB  V.     T/ie  Orecian  camp,    LisU  net  out. 

Enter  Ajax,  armed;  Agamemnon,  Achilles,  Patroclus, 
Menelaus,  Ulysses,  Nestok,  andothcm. 

Again.  Here  art  thou  in  appointment  fresh  and  fair, 
Anticipating  time  wilh  startiqg  courage. 
Give  with  tliy  trumpet  a  loud  note  to  Troy, 
Thou  dreadful  Ajax;  that  the  appalled  air 
Way  pierce  the  head  of  the  gr^at  combatant 
And  hale  him  hither. 

Ajax.  Thou,  trumpet,  there's  my  purse. 

Now  crack  thy  lungs,  and  split  thy  brazen  pipe: 
Blow,  villain,  till  thy  sj>hored  bias  cheek 
Outswell  the  colic  of  puff'd  Aquilon: 
Come,  stretch  thy  chest,  and  let  thy  eyes  spout  blood;    10 
Thou  blow'st  for* Hector.  Tivmpet  sounds. 

UlyM.  No  trumpet  answers. 

AcJiU.  Tis  but  early  days. 

Again.  Is  not  yond  Diomed,  with  Calchas'  daughter? 

TJlysB,  'Tis  he,  I  ken  the  manner  of  his  gtiit; 
He  rises  on  the  toe:  that  spirit  of  his 
In  aspiration  lifts  him  /rom  the  earth. 

Enter  Diomedes,  with  Chessida. 

Agam.  Is  this  the  Lady  Crcssid? 

Dio.  Even  she. 

Agam.  Most  dearly  welcome  to  the  Greeks,  sweet  lady. 

Nest.  Our  general  doth  salute  you  with  a  kiss. 

Vlyss.  Yet  is  the  kindness  but  particular;  20 

'Twere  better  she  were  kiss'd  in  jrennral. 

Nest.  And  very  courtly  counsel :  I'll  begin. 
So  much  for  Nestor. 

AcJiil.    I'll  take  that  winter  from  your  lips,  fair  lady: 
Achilles  bids  vou  welcome. 
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Men.  I  had  good  argument  for  kissing  once. 

Putr.  But  th}it*s  no  argument  for  kissing  now; 
For  thus  popp'd  Paris  in  his  hardimcnr, 
And  parted  thus  you  and  your  argument, 

UiififS.  O  deadly  gall,  and  theme  of  ail  our  scorns!        30 
For  which  we  lose  our  heads  to  gild  his  horns. 

Pair.  The  first  was  Menelaus*  kiss;  this,  mine: 
Pat  rod  us  kisses  you. 

Men.  O,  tins  is  trim! 

Patr,  Paris  and  I  kiss  evermore  for  him. 

Men,  I'll  have  my  kiss,  sir.    Lady,  by  vour  leave. 

Ores.  In  kissing,  do  you  render  or  reccfvc? 

Patr.  Both  take  and  give. 

Crcs.  I'll  make  my  match  to  liv3. 

The  kiss  you  take  is  better  than  you  give; 
Therefore  no  kiss. 

Men.  I'll  give  you  boot,  I'll  give  you  three  for  one.      40 

Cres.  You're  an  odd  man;  give  even,  or  give  none. 

Men.  An  odd  man,  lady!  every  man  is  odd. 

Cre$.  No,  Paris  is  not;  for  you  know  'tis  true. 
That  you  are  odd,  and  he  is  even  with  you. 

Men.  You  fillip  me  o'  the  head. 

Cres.  No,  1*11  be  sworn. 

Uii/ss.  It  were  no  match,  your  nail  against  his  horn. 
May  I,  sweet  hidy,  bog  a  kiss  of  you? 

(^res.  You  may. 

Ui/S'i.  I  do  desire  it. 

Cres.  Why,  beg,  then. 

Ulys^.  Why  then  for  Venus*  sake,  give  me  a  kiss, 
When  Helen  is  a  maid  again,  and  his.  50 

Cres.  I  am  your  debtor,  claim  it  when  'tis  due. 

Ulyss.  Never's  my  day.  and  then  a  kiss  of  you. 

Dio.  Lady,  a  word :  I'll  bring  you  to  your  father. 

[Erit  mill  Cretssida. 

NesU  A  woman  of  quick  sense. 

Ulyss.  Fie,  fie  upon  herl 

Thei-e's  language  in  lier  eye,  her  check,  her  lip, 
Nay,  her  foot  speaks;  her  wanton  spirits  look  out 
At  every  joint  and  motive  of  her  body. 
O,  these  cncounterers,  so  glib  of  tongue, 
That  give  accosting  welcome  ere  it  comes, 
And  wide  unclasp  the  tables  of  their  thoughts  60 

To  every  ticklish  reader!  set  them  doTvu 
For  sluttish  spoils  of  opportunity 
And  daughters  of  the  game.  [Trumpet  within. 

All.  The  Trojans'  trumpet. 

Affam.  Yonder  comes  the  troop. 
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Enter  Hector,  armed;  jEneab,  Troiltts,  arid  other  Tro- 
jans, with  Attendants. 

JEne.  Hail,  all  you  state  of  Greece!  what  shall  be  dcno 
To  him  that  victory  comraunds?  or  do  you  purpose 
A  victor  shall  l)e  known?  will  you  the  knights 
Shall  to  the  edge  of  all  extremity  * 
Pursue  each  other,  or  shall  be  divided 
B)'  any  voice  or  order  of  the  field  ?  70 

Hxictor  bade  ask. 

Agam,  Which  way  would  Hector  have  it? 

^ne.  He  cares  not ;  he'll  obey  conditions. 

Achil.  'Tis  done  like  Hector;  but  securely  done, 
A  little  proudly,  and  great  deal  misprizing 
The  knight  opposed. 

u^ne.  If  not  Achilles,  sir, 

What  is  your  name? 

AMI.  If  not  Achilles,  nothing. 

^ne.  Therefore  Achilles:  but,  whute'er,  tnow  this: 
lu  the  extremity  of  great  and  little. 
Valour  and  pride  excel  themselves  in  Hector; 
The  one  almost  as  inllnitc  us  all,  80 

The  other  blank  as  nothing.     AVeigh  him  well. 
And  that  which  looks  like  pride  is  courtesy. 
This  Ajiix  is  half  made  of  Hector's  blood: 
In  love  whereof,  half  Hector  stays  at  home; 
Half  heart,  half  hand,  half  Hector  comes  to  seek 
This  blended  knight,  half  Trojan  and  half  Greek. 

Achil,  A  maideu  battle,  then?  O,  I  perceive  you. 

Re-enter  Diomedeb. 

Agam.  Here  is  Sir  Diomed.     Go,  gentle  knight. 
Stand  by  our  Ajax :  as  3'ou  and  Lord  ^ueas 
Consent  upon  the  order  of  their  fight,  fiO 

So  be  it;  either  to  the  uttermost. 
Or  else  a  breath:  the  combatants  being  kin 
Half  stints  their  strife  before  tlieir  strokes  begin. 

[Ajax  and  Hector  enter  the  lists, 

Uli/88.  They  are  opposed  already. 

Agam.  AVhat  Trojan  is  that  same  that  looks  so  heavy? 

Uiyss,  The  youngest  son  of  Priam,  a  true  knight. 
Not  yet  mature,  yet  matchless,  firm  of  woi-d, 
Speaking  in  deeds  and  deedless  in  his  tongue; 
Not  soon  provoked  nor  being  "provoked  soon  calm*d; 
His  lieart  and  hand  both  open  and  both  free;  100 

For  what  he  has  he  gives,  what  thinks  he  shows; 
Yet  gives  he  not  till  judgement  guide  his  bounty, 
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Nor  (ligDifies  an  impure  thouj?ht  with  breatli; 

Manly  as  Hector,  but  more  dangerous; 

For  IJfctor  in  his  blaze  of  wrath  subscribes 

To  tender  objects,  but  he  iii  heat  of  action 

Is  more  vindicative  ihau  Jealous  love: 

They  call  liim  Troibis,  and  on  liim  erect 

A  second  hope,  as  fairly  built  as  Hector. 

Thus  says  ^Encas;  ouethal  l<nows  the  youth  110 

Even  to  liis  iuclies,  and  "wiili  private  soul 

Did  in  great  Ilion  thus  translate  him  to  nic. 

[Ahi ru m .     Hector  and  Ajax  fight 

Apam.  They  arc  in  action. 

^i'»t.  Now, 'Ajax,  hold  thine  own!. 

Tro.  Hector,  thou  slcep'st; 

Awake  thee! 

Agam.  His  blows  arc  well  disposed:  there.  Ajax! 

Dto.  You  must  no  xwovq.  [  Trumpets  cease. 

^ne.  Princes,  enough,  so  please  you. 

Ajax.  I  am  not  warm  yet;  let  us  fight  again. 

Dio.  As  Hector  pleases. 

Ht'ct,  Why.  then  will  I  no  more: 

Thou  art,  great  lord,  my  father's  sister's  son,  120 

A  cousingermau  to  great  Priam's  seed; 
The  obligation  of  our  blood  forbids 
A  gory  emulation  'twixt  us  twain. 
Were  thy  commixtion  Greek  and  Trojan  so 
That  thou  couldst  say  "  This  hand  is  Grecian  all, 
And  this  is  Trojan ;  the  sinews  of  this  leg 
All  Greek,  and  this  all  Troy;  my  mother's  blood 
Runs  on  the  dexter  cheek,  and  this  sinister 
Bounds  in  my  father's;  *  by  Jove  multipotent. 
Thou  shouldst  not  bear  from  me  a  Greekish  meml)er     130 
Wherein  my  sword  had  not  hnpressure  made 
Of  our  rank  feud :  but  the  just  gods  gainsay 
That  any  drop  thou  l)orrow*dst  from  thy  mother. 
My  sacred  aunt,  should  by  my  mortal  sword 
Be  dniin'd!    I^et  me  embnice  thee,  Ajax: 
By  him  that  thunders,  thou  hast  lusty  arms; 
Hector  would  have  them  full  U[)on  him  thus: 
Coii»in.  all  honour  to  thee! 

Ajiix,  I  thank  thee.  Hector: 

Thou  art  too  gentle  and  too  free  a  man : 
I  came  to  kill  thee,  cousin,  and  bear  heuco  140 

A  j^reat  addition  earned  in  tiiy  death. 

Hect.  Not  Ncoptolemus  so  mirable, 
On  whose  bright  crest  Fame  with  her  loud'st  Oyes 
Cries  **. This  is  he,"  could  promise  to  himself 
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A  thonglit  of  added  honour  torn  from  Hector. 

^/w.  There  is  expectance  here  from  both  the  sides, 
What  further  yoXi  will  do. 

Hect,  We'll  answer  it; 

The  issue  isembracement:  Ajax.  farewell. 

Jjax,  If  I  might  in  entreaties  find  success — 
As  seld  I  have  the  chance — I  would  desire  150 

My  famous  cousin  to  our  Grecian  tents. 

Dio.  'Tls  Agamemnon's  wish,  and  great  Achilles  * 
Doth  Ion?  to  see  unarm'd  the  valiant  Hector. 

Hect.  .3Sueas,  call  my  brother  Troilus  to  me, 
And  signify  this  loving  interview 
To  the  expecters  of  our  Trojan  part; 
De.«*ire  them  home.     Give  me  thy  hand,  my  cousin ; 
I  will  go  eat  with  thee  and  see  your  knights. 

Jjfur.  Great  Agamemnon  comes  to  meet  us  hero. 

JJert,  Tlic  worthiest  of  them  tell  me  name  by  name;   160 
But  for  Achilles,  mine  own  searching  eyes 
Shall  find  him  by  his  large  and  portly  size. 

Again.  Worthy  of  arms!  as  welcome  as  to  one 
That  would  be  rid  of  such  an  enemy ; 
But  that's  no  welcome:  understand' more  clear. 
What's  past  and  what's  to  come  is  strew'd  with  huska 
And  formless  ruin  of  oblivion ; 
But  in  this  extant  moment,  faith  and  truth, 
Strain'd  purely  from  all  hollow  bias-drawing. 
Bids  thee,  with  most  divine  intesritv',  170 

From  heart  of  very  heart,  great  Hector,  welcome. 

Hect,  I  thank  thee,  most  imperious  Agamemnon. 

Agam,  [To  Trci\ui\  My  well-famed  lord  of  Troj',  no  less 
to  you. 

Men.  Let  me  confirm  my  princely  brother's  greeting; 
You  brace  of  warlike  brothers,  welcome  hither. 

lied.  Who  must  we  answer? 

JEne.  Tlie  noble  Menelaus. 

Hect.  O,  you,  my  lord?  by  Mars  his  gauntlet,  thanks! 
Mock  not,  that  I  affect  the  untraded  oath; 
Your  quondam  wife  swears  still  by  Venus'  glove: 
She's  well,  but  bade  mc  not  commend  her  to  you.  180 

Men.  Name  her  not  now,  sir;  she's  a  deadly  theme. 

Hect.  O,  pardon;  I  offend. 

Neiit.  I  have,  thou  gallant  Trojan,  seen  thee  oft 
LalK>uring  for  destiny  make  cruel  way 
Through  ranks  of  Groekish  youtli,  and  I  have  seen  thee, 
As  hot  as  Perseus,  spur  thy  thrygian  steed, 
Despising  many  forfeits  and  subducments, 
When  thou  host  hung  thy  advanced  sword  i'  the  air. 
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Not  letting  it  decline  on  the  declined, 

That  I  iiave  said  to  some  my  slanders  hy  .  190 

"  Lo,  Jupiter  is  yonder,  dealing  life !" 

And  I  have  seen  tbce  pause  and  take  thy  breath, 

When  that  a  ring  of  Greeks  have  liemnrvi  thee  in. 

Like  an  Olympian  wrestling:  this  have  I  seen ; 

But  this  thy  countenance,  still  lock'd  in  steel, 

I  never  saw  till  now.     I  knew  thy  gmndsire, 

And  once  fou^:£ht  with  liim:  he  was  a  soldier  good; 

But,  by  great  Mars,  the  captain  of  us  all. 

Never  like  thee.    I^t  an  old  man  embrace  thee; 

And,  worthy  warrior,  welcome  lo  our  tents.  200 

^'ne.  Tis  the  old  Nestor. 

Ilect.  Let  me  embrace  thee,  good  old  chronicle, 
That  hast  so  long  walk'd  hana  in  hand  with  time: 
Most  reverend  Nestor,  I  am  glad  to  clasp  thee. 

Nest  I  would  my  arms  could  match  thee  in  contention. 
As  they  contend  with  thee  in  courtesy. 

Ilect,  I  would  they  could. 

^'e8L  lla! 
By  this  while  beard,  V\d  fight  with  thee  to-morrow. 
Well,  welcome,  welcome! — I  have  seen  the  time.  210 

Vfffss,  I  wonder  now  how  yonder  city  stands 
When  we  have  here  her  base  and  pillar  by  us. 

llect.  I  know  your  favour,  Lonl  Ulysses,  well 
Ah,  sir,  there's  many  a  Greek  and  Trojan  dead. 
Since  llrstl  saw  yourself  and  Diomcd 
In  Ilion,  on  your  Greokish  embassy. 

Wi/iM.  Sir,  I  foretold  vou  then  what  would  ensue: 
My  prophecy  is  but  half  his  journey  yet; 
For  yonder  walls,  that  pertly  front  your  town, 
Yond  towers,  whose  wanton  tops  do  buss  the  clouds,     220 
Must  kiss  their  own  feet. 

Ilict,  I  must  not  believe  you: 

There  they  stand  yet,  and  modestly  I  think. 
The  fall  of  every  l*lir3'giau  stone  will  cost 
A  drop  of  Grecian  blood:  tlie  end  crowns  all, 
And  that  old  common  arbitrator.  Time, 
Will  one  day  end  it. 

Ulysa,  So  to  him  we  leave  it. 

Most  gentle  and  most  valiant  Hector,  welcome: 
After  the  generul,  I  beseech  you  next 
To  feast  with  me  and  see  nic  at  my  tent, 

Aehil.  I  shall  forestall  thee,  Loixl  Ulysses,  thou!  230 

Now,  Hector.  1  have  fetl  mine  eyes  on  thee; 
I  have  with  exact  view  perused  thee.  Hector, 
And  quoted  joint  by  joint. 
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Ilect,  Is  this  Achilles? 

AclUL  I  am  Achilles. 

Ilect.  StaRcl  fair,  I  pray  Ihcc:  let  mc  look  on  thee. 

AMI.  Behold  Ihy  fill. 

Ileet.  Nay,  I  have  done  already, 

AddL  Thou  art  too  brief:  I  will  the  second  lime. 
As  I  would  buy  Ihcc,  view  thee  limb  by  limb. 

licet.  O,  like  a  book  of  sport  thou'lt  read  mc  o'er; 
But  there's  more  in  mc  than  thou  understand 'st.  240 

Why  dost  thou  so  oppress  me  with  thine  eye? 

Achil,  Tell  me,  you  heavens,  in  which  part  of  his  body 
Shall  I  destroy  him?  whether  there,  or  there,  or  tliere? 
That  I  may  give  the  local  woimd  a  name 
And  make  distinct  the  very  breach  whereout 
Hector's  great  spirit  (lew:  answer  me,  heavens! 

llec',  Ii  would  discredit  the  blest  gods,  proud  man, 
To  answer  such  a  question:  stand  again: 
Think'st  thou  to  catch  my  life  so  pleasantly 
As  to  prcnominatc  in  nice  conjecture  250 

Where  thou  wilt  hit  me  dead? 

Aehil.  I  tell  thee,  yea. 

licet.  Wert  thou  an  oracle  to  tell  mc  fo,' 
I'ld  not  believe  thee,     lleuceforlh  guard  thee  well; 
For  I'll  not  kill  thee  there,  nor  there,  nor  there; 
But,  bv  the  forge  that  stilhied  Mars  his  helm, 
1*11  kill  thee  everj'  where,  yea,  o'er  and  o'er. 
Yon  wisest  Grecians,  pardon  me  this  brag; 
His  insolence  draws  folly  from  my  lips; 
But  I'll  endeavour  deeds  to  match  these  words, 
Or  may  I  never — 

Aj(i.v.  Do  not  chafe  thee,  cousin:  260 

And  you,  Achilles,  ict  these  threats  alone. 
Till  accident  or  purpose  bring  3'ou  to'l: 
You  may  have  everv  dny  enough  of  Hector, 
If  you  have  stomacli;  the  general  state,  I  fear, 
Can  scarce  entreat  3*011  to  be  odd  with  him. 

Ilcct.  I  pray  you,  let  us  see  you  in  the  field: 
We  have  hjidpolting  wars,  since  3'ou  refused 
The  Grecian's  cause. 

AchU.  Dost  thou  entreat  me,'  Hector? 

To-morrow  do  I  meet  thee,  fell  as  death; 
To-night  all  friends. 

Jkct.  Thy  hand  upon  that  match.  270 

Again.  First,. all  you  peers  of  Greece,  go  to  my  tent; 
There  in  the  full  convive  we:  afterwards, 
As  Hector's  leisure  and  3'our  bounties  shall 
Concur  together,  severally  entreat  liiin. 
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Beat  loud  the  tabourines,  let  the  trumpets  blow. 
That  this  great  soldier  may  his  welcome  know. 

[Exeunt  all  except  Troilus  and  Ul^ssea, 

Tro.  My  Lord  Ulysses,  tell  mc,  1  beseech  you, 
In  what  place  of  the  field  doth  Calchas  keep? 

t%«.  At  Menelaus*  tent,  most  princely  Troilus: 
Thcfe  Diomcd  doth  feast  with  him  to-night;  280 

Who  neither  looks  upon  the  heaven  nor  earth. 
But  eives  all  gaze  and  bent  of  amorous  view 
On  tCe  fair  Cressid. 

Tro,  Shall  I,  sweet  lord,  be  bound  to  you  so  much. 
After  we  part  from  Agamemnon's  tent, 
To  bring  me  thither? 

Ulff88.  You  shall  command  me,  sir. 

As  gentle  tell  me,  of  what  honour  was 
This  Cressida  in  Troy?    Had  she  no  lover  there 
That  wails  her  absence? 

Tro.  O,  sir,  to  such  as  boasting  show  their  scars        290 
A  mock  is  due.     Will  you  walk  on,  my  lord? 
She  was  beloved,  she  loved ;  she  is,  and  doth : 
But  still  sweet  love  is  food  for  fortune's  tooth.       [ELes'int. 

ACT  V. 

Scene  I.     T/ie  Grecian  camp.    Before  AeluUes*  tent. 
Enter  Achilles  and  Patroclus. 

AchU.  ril  heat  his  blood  with  Greekish  wine  to-uight. 
Which  with  my  scimitar  I'll  cool  to-morrow. 
Patroclus.  let  us  feast  him  to  the  height. 

Patr.  Here  comes  Thcrsitcs. 

Enter  Thbbsites. 

AcJiU,  How  now,  thou  core  of  envy! 

Thou  crusty  batch  of  nature,  what's  the  news? 

Tlur,  Wliy,  thou  picture  of  what  thou  seemest,  and  idol 
of  idiot-worsUippers,  here's  a  letter  for  thee. 

AchU,  From  whence,  fragment? 

TJier.  Why.  thou  full  dish  of  fool,  from  Troy  10 

Patr.  Who  keeps  the  tent  now? 

Tfier.  The  surgeon's  box,  or  the  patient's  wound. 

Patr.  Well  said,  adversity!  and  what  need  these  tricks? 

Tfur.  Prithee,  l)c  silent,  Iwy;  I  profit  not  by  thy  talk: 
thou  art  thought  to  be  Achilles'  male  varlet. 

Patr,  Male  varlet,  you  rogue!  what's  that? 

Ther.  Why,  his  masculine  whore.  Now.  the  rotten  dis- 
eases of  the  south,  the  guts-griping,  ruptures,  catarrhs, 
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loads  o'gratel  i*  the  back,  lethargies,  cold,  palsies,  raw  eyes, 
dirt-rotten  livers,  ivbeeziD^  lungs,  bladders  full  of  impost- 
liumc,  sciaticas,  limekilns  i*  the  palm,  incurable  bone-ache, 
and  the  rivelled  fee-simple  of  the  tetter,  take  and  take  again 
such  preposterous  discoveries! 

Patr.  Why,  thou  damnable  box  of  envy,  thou,  what 
meanest  thou  to  curse  thus?  *  80 

Tfier.  Do  I  curse  thee? 

Patr.  Why,  no,  you  ruinous  butt,  you  whoreson  indis 
tin^uishable  cur,  no. 

Ther,  No!  why  art  thou  then  exasperate,  tliou  idle  im- 
material skein  of  sleave-silk,  thou  green  sarcenet  flap  for  a 
sore  eye,  thou  tassel  of  a  prodigal's  purse,  thou?  Ah,  how 
tiie  poor  world  is  pestered  with  such  waterliics,  diminutives 
of  nature! 

Pat7\  Out,  gall! 

Ther.  Finch-egg!  40 

AcM.  My  sweet  Patroclus,  I  am  thwarted  quite 
From  my  great  purpose  in  to-morrow's  battle. 
Here  is  a  letter  from  Queen  Hecuba, 
A  token  from  her  daughter,  my  fair  love, 
Both  taxing  me  and  gaging  me  to  keep 
An  oath  that  I  have  sworn.     I  will  not  break  it: 
Fall  Greeks;  fail  fame;  honour  or  go  or  stay; 
My  major  vow  lies  here,  this  I'll  obey. 
Come,  come,  Thersites,  help  to  trim  my  tent:  50 

This  night  in  banqueting  must  all  be  spent. 
Away,  Iratroclus!  [Exeunt  AehiUes  and  Ptttfwi^ts, 

Tiler,  With  too  much  blood  and  too  little  brain,  these 
two  may  run  mad ;  but,  if  with  too  much  brain  and  too  lit- 
tle blood  they  do,  1*11  be  a  curer  of  madmen.  Here's  Aga- 
memnon, an  honest  fellow  enough,  and  one  that  loves 
quails;  but  he  has  not  so  much  brain  as  ear-wax:  and  the 
goodly  transformation  of  Jupiter  there,  his  brother,  the 
bull, — ^tho  primitive  statue,  and  oblique  memorial  of  cuck- 
olds; a  thrifty  shoeing-horn  in  a  chain,  hanging  at  bis 
brother's  leg.— to  what  form  but  that  he  is,  should  wit 
larded  with  malice  and  malice  forced  with  wit  turn  him  to? 
To  an  ass.  were  nothing;  he  is  both  ass  and  ox:  to  an  ox, 
were  nothing;  he  is  both  ox  and  ass.  To  be  a  dog,  a  mule, 
a  cat,  a  fitchew,  a  toad,  a  lizard,  an  owl,  a  puttock,  or  a 
herring  without  a  roe,  I  would  not  care;  but  to  be  Mene- 
laus!  I  would  con.spire  against  destiny.  Ask  me  not  what 
I  would  be,  if  I  were  not  Thersites;  for  I  care  not  to  be  the 
louse  of  a  lazar,  so  I  were  not  Meuelaus.  Hoy-day  I  spirits 
and  fires! 
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Enter  Hector,  Troilus,  Ajax,  Agamemnon,  ULTsaEa, 
Nestor,  Mekelaus,  and  Diomedrs,  mth  lights, 

Agam.  We  go  wrong,  we  go  wrong. 
Ajax.  No,  yonder  *lis; 

There,  where  wo  see  the  lights. 
Jlect.  I  trouble  you. 

Ajax,  No,  not  a  whit. 
Uipits.  Here  comes  himself  to  guide  you. 

He-enter  Achillea 

AehU.  "Welcome,  brave  Hector;  welcome,  princes  all. 

Agam,  So  now,  fair  Prince  of  Troy,  I  bid  good  night. 
Ajax  commands  the  guard  to  tend  on  you. 

Jlect,  Thanks  and  good  nis^ht  to  tlie  Greeks'  general.    80 

Men,  Qood  night,  my  loroL 

Beet.  Good  night,  sweet  Lord  Mcnelaus. 

Tlur.    Sweet  draught;  "sweet"  quoth *a!   sweet  sink, 
sweet  sewer. 

AchU.  Good  night  and  welcome,  both  at  once,  to  those 
That  go  or  tarry. 

Agam,  Good  night 

[Elxeunt  Agamemnon  and  Menelaus, 

AchU.  Old  Nestor  tarries;  and  you  too,  Diomed, 
Keep  Hector  company  an  hour  or  two. 

Dio.  I  cannot,  lord;  I  have  important  business. 
The  tide  whereof  is  now.    Good  night,  gi'eat  Hector.      90 

Ileet.  Give  me  your  liand. 

Ulf/98.  [Aside  to  Troilus]  Follow  his  torch;  he  goes  to  Cal- 
chas' tent: 
I'll  keep  you  company. 

Tro.  Sweet  sir,  you  honour  me. » 

Ilect.  And  so,  good  night. 

[Exit  Diomedee;  Ulysses  and  Troilus  foGotcing, 

AeJiil.  Come,  come,  enter  my  tent. 

[Exeunt  AcJiilles,  Hector,  Ajax,  and  Nestor, 

Ther.  That  same  Diomed's  a  false-hearted  rogue,  a  most 
unjust  knave;  I  will  no  more  trust  him  when  lie  leers  thau 
I  will  a  serpent  when  he  hisses:  he  will  spend  his  mouth, 
and  promise,  like  Brabbler  the  hound;  but  when  he  per- 
forms, astronomers  foretell  it;  it  is  prodigious,  there  will 
come  some  chanjB^;  the  sun  borrows  of  the  moon,  when 
Diomed  keeps  his  word.  I  will  rather  leave  to  see  Hector, 
than  not  to  dog  him:  they  say  he  keeps  a  Trojan  drab,  and 
uses  the  traitor  Calclias*  tent:  I'll  after.  Nothing  but  lech* 
ery  I  all  incontinent  varietal  [ExiL 
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Scene  II.     The  mine.    Before  CaXcJuts*  tent. 

Enter  DioaiEDES. 

Dio,  What,  arc  you  up  here,  ho?  Bpeak. 

Cal,  \Within\  Who  calls? 

Dio.  Diomeu.    Calchas,  I  think.  Where's  your  daughter? 

CcU,  [  Wiihin\  She  comes  to  you. 

Enter  Troilus  and  Ult86B8.  at  a  distance;  after  than, 

TUKllBITES. 

Ulyn,  Stand  where  the  tcrch  may  not  discover  us. 

Enter  Cressida. 

Tro.  Cressid  comes  forth  to  him. 

IHo,  How  now,  my  charge! 

Crci.  Now,  my  sweet  guardian!     Hark,  a  word  with 
you,  [  Whitpere, 

Tro.  Yea,  so  familiar! 

flyss.  She  will  sing  any  man  at  first  sight. 

TJier.  And  any  man  may  sing  her,  if  ho  can  take  her 
cliff;  she's  noted.  11 

Dio.  Will  you  remember? 

Cres.  Remember!  yes. 

Dio.  Nay,  but  do,  then; 
And  let  your  mind  be  coupled  with  your  words. 

Tro.  What  should  she  remember? 

Utyes.  List. 

Cres.  Sweet  honey  Greek,  tempt  me  no  more  to  folly. 

Tlur.  Roguery! 

Dio,  Nay,  tlien, —  20 

Cres.  I'll  tell  you  what,— 

Dio.  Foil,  foh !  come,  tell  a  pin :  you  are  forsworn. 

Cres.  In  faiih.  I  cannot:  what  would  you  have  me  do? 

Ther.  A  juggling  trick, — to  be  secretly  open. 

Dio.  What  "did  you  swear  you  would  l)estow  on  me? 

Cres,  I  prithee,  do  not  hold  me  to  mine  oath; 
Bid  me  do  any  thing  but  that,  sweet  Greek. 

Dio.  Good  night. 

Tro,  Hold,  patience! 

Ulyss.  How  now,  Trojan!  80 

Cres.  Diomcd, — 

Dio.  No,  no,  good  night :  1*11  be  your  fool  no  more. 

Tw.  Thy  better  must. 

Cres,  Hark,  one  word  in  your  ear. 

Tro,  O  plague  and  madness! 
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Vlys8,  Yon  aro  moved,  prince ;  let  us  depart,  I  pray  you. 
Lest  your  displeasure  should  enlarge  itself 
To  wrathful  terms:  this  place  is  dangerous; 
The  time  rfght  deaidly ;  1  beseech  you,  go. 

Tro.  Behold,  I  pray  youl 

Ulyss,  Nay,  good  my  lord,  go  off:  40 

You  llow  to^ great  distraction;  come,  my  lord. 

Tro.  I  gray  thee,  stay. 

Ulyss.  You  have  not  patience;  come. 

Tro.  I  pray  you,  stay;  by  hell  and  all  hell's  torments, 
I  will  not  spealc  a  word ! 

Dio.  And  so,  good  night. 

Cre$.  Nay,  but  you  part  in  anger. 

Tro.  Doth  that  grieve  thee? 

0  withered  truth! 

Utyss.  Why,  how  now,  lord!  * 

Tro.  By  oove, 

I  will  be  patient. 

Ores,  Guardian! — ^why,  Greek! 

Dio.  Fob,  foil!  adieu;  you  palter. 

Cres.  In  faith,  I  do  not:  come  hither  once  a^in. 

1%M.  You  shake,  my  lord,  at  something:  will  you  go?  50 
You  will  break  out. 

Tro.  She  strokes  his  cheek ! 

Ulyss.  Come,  co?nc. 

Tro.  Nay,  stay;  by  Jove,  I  will  not  speak  a  word: 
There  is  between  my  will  and  all  offences 
A  guard  of  patience:  stay  a  little  while. 

Thcr.  How  the  devil  Luxury,  with  his  fat  rump  and 
potato- finger,  tickle's  these  together!    Frv,  lechery,  frj"! 

Dio.  But  will  you,  then? 

Cres.  In  faith,  I  will,  la;  never  trust  me  else. 

Dio.  Give  me  some  token  for  the  surety  of  it.  GO 

Cres.  I'll  fetch  you  one.  [Ejcit. 

Utyu.  You  have  sworn  patience. 

Tro.  Fear  me  not,  sweet  lord ; 

1  will  not  be  myself,  nor  have  cognition 
Uf  what  1  feel:  I  am  all  patience. 

Reenter  Cresstda. 

Ther.  Now  the  pledge;  now,  now,  now! 
Cres.  Hero,  Diomed,  keep  this  sleeve. 
Tro.  O  beauty!  where  is  thy  faith? 
Ulyss.  My  lord,— 

Tro.  I  will  be  patient;  outwardly  I  will. 
Cres.  You  look  upon  that  sleeve*;  behold  it  well. 
He  loved  me — O  false  wench! — GUve't  roe  again.  70 
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Dio,  Whose  wasH? 

Ores.  It  13  no  matter,  now  I  havc't  ngain. 
I  will  not  meet  with  you  to-n\orrow  night: 
I  prithee,  Diomed,  visit  me  no  more. 

Ther.  Now  she  sharpens:  well  said,  whetstone  I 

Dio.  I  shall  have  it. 

Cre».  What,  this? 

Dio,  Ay,  thaL 

(7r«.  O,  all  you  gods!    O  pretty,' pretty  pledge! 
Thy  master  now  lies  thinking  in  liis  bed 
Of  thee  and  me,  and  si^hs,  and  takes  my  glove, 
And  gives  memorial  dainty  kisses  to  it,  80 

As  I  kiss  thee.     Nav,  do  not  snatch  it  from  me; 
He  that  takes  that  doth  take  my  heart  withal. 

Dh,  I  had  your  heart  before,  this  follows  it. 

Tro.  I  Aid  swear  patience. 

Cres.  You  shall  not  have  it,  Diomed;  faith,  you  shall  not; 
I'll  give  you  something  else. 

Dio.  1  will  have  this:  whose  was  it? 

Ores.  It  is  no  matter. 

Dio.  Come,  tell  me  whose  it  was. 

Ores.  *Twas  one's  that  loved  me  better  than  you  will. 
But.  now  you  have  it,  take  it. 

Dio.  Whose  was  it?  90 

Cr&i.  By  all  Diana's  waiting-women  yond. 
And  by  herself,  I  will  not  tell  you  whose. 

Dio.  To-morrow  will  I  wear  it  on  my  helm. 
And  grieve  his  spirit  that  dares  not  challenge  it. 

Tro,  Wert  thou  the  devil,  and  worest  it  on  thy  horn. 
It  should  be  challenged. 

Cfes.  Well,  well,   tis  done,  'tis  past;  and  yet  it  is  not; 
I  will  not  keep  my  word. 

Dio.  Why,  then,  farewell; 

Thou  never  shalt  mock  Diomed  again. 

Cres,  You  shall  not  go:  one  cannot  speak  a  word,      100 
Butit  straight  starts  you. 

Dio,  I  do  not  like  this  fooling. 

Ther,  Nor  I,  by  Pluto :  but  that  that  likes  not  you  pleases 
me  best. 

Dio.  What,  shall  I  come?  the  hour? 

Crei.  Ay,  come : — O  Jove ! — do  come : — I  shall  be  plagued. 

Dio.  Farewell  till  then. 

Ores.  Good  night :  I  prithee,  come.  [ExU  Difmiedet, 

Troilus,  farewell !  one  eye  yet  looks  on  thee ; 
But  with  my  heart  the  other  eye  doth  see. 
Ah,  poor  our  sex!  this  fault  in  us  I  find. 
The  error  of  our  eye  directs  our  mind:  110 
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What  error  leads  must  err;  O,  then  conclude 

Minds  sway'd  by  eyes  are  full  of  turpitude.  [Exit. 

Ther.  A  proof  of  strength  she  could  not  publish  more, 
Unless  she  said  "  My  mind  is  now  turn'd  whore." 

Ul^M.  All's  done,  my  lord. 

Tro,  It  is. 

Ulyss.  Why  stay  we,  then? 

Tro.  To  make  a  recordation  to  my  soul 
Of  every  syllabic  that  here  was  spoke. 
But  if  I  tell  how  these  two  did  co-act, 
Shall  I  not  lie  in  publishing  a  truth? 
Sith  yet  there  is  a  credence  in  my  heart,  120 

An  esperance  .so  obstinately  strong, 
That  aoth  invert  the  attest  of  eyes  and  ears. 
As  if  those  organs  had  deceptions  functions, 
Created  only  to  calumniate. 
Was  Cressid  here? 

U(yjis.  I  cannot  conjure,  Trojan. 

Tr<K  She  was  not,  sure. 

Ulyss.  Most  sure  she  was. 

Tro.  Why,  my  negation  hath  no  taste  of  madness. 

ITiyss.  Nor  mme,  my  lord:  Cressid  was  here  but  now. 

Tro.  Let  it  not  be  believed  for  womanhood! 
Think,  we  had  mothers;  do  not  give  advantage  130 

To  stubborn  critics,  apt,  without  a  theme. 
For  depi'avation,  to  square  the  general  sex 
By  Cressid*s  rule:  rather  think  this  not  Cressid. 

Ulyss.  What  hath  she  done,  prince,  that  can  soil  our 
mothers? 

Tro.  Nothing  at  all,  unless  that  this  were  she. 

2  fur.  Will  he  swagger  himself  out  on's  own  eyes? 

Tro.  This  she?  no,  this  is  Diomed's  Cressida: 
If  beauty  have  a  soul,  this  is  not  she; 
If  souls  guide  vows,  if  vows  be  sanctimonies, 
If  sanctimony  be  the  gods*  delight,  140 

If  there  be  rule  in  unity  itself, 
This  is  not  she.     O  madness  of  discourse, 
That  cause  sets  up  with  and  against  itself! 
Bi-fold  authority!  where  reason  can  revolt 
Without  perdition,  and  loss  assume  all  reason 
AVithout  revolt:  this  is,  and  is  not,  Cressid. 
Within  my  soul  there  doth  conduce  a  fight 
Of  this  strange  nature  that  a  thing  inseparpte 
Divides  more  wider  than  the  sky  and  earth. 
And  yet  the  spacious  breadth  of  this  division  ItK) 

Admits  no  oiifex  for  a  point  as  subtle 
As  Ariachne's  broken  woof  to  enter. 
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Instance,  O  instance!  strong  as  Pluto's  gates; 

Cressid  is  mine,  tied  with  the  bonds  of  heaven' 

Instance,  O  instance!  strong  as  heaven  itself; 

The  bonds  of  heaven  are  slipp'd,  dissolved,  and  loosed; 

And  with  another  knot,  five-linger-tied. 

The  fractions  of  her  faith,  orts  of  lier  love, 

The  fragments,  scraps,  the  bits  and  greasy  relics 

Of  her  o'cr-eaten  faith,  arc  bound  io  Dionied.  160 

UlyM.  May  worthy  Troilus  be  half  nltacl^d 
Witli  that  which  here  his  passion  doth  express? 

2'to.  Ay,  Greek;  and  that  shall  be  divulged  woll 
In  characters  as  red  as  Mars  his  heart 
Inflamed  with  Venus:  never  did  young  man  fancy 
With  so  eternal  and  so  fix'd  a  soul. 
Hark.  Greek  t  as  much  as  I  do  Cressid  love, 
So  much  by  weight  hate  I  her  Diomed:  ' 
That  sleeve  is  mine  that  he'll  bear  on  his  helm; 
"Were  it  a  casque  composed  by  Vulcan's  skill,  170 

Mv  sword  would  bite  it:  not  the  dreadful  spout 
Which  shii>men  do  the  hurricane  call, 
Constringed  in  mass  by  the  almighty  sun, 
Shall  dizzy  with  more  clamour  I\cptune*s  car 
In  his  descent  tlian  shall  my  prompted  sword 
Falling  on  Diomed. 

Ther.  He'll  tickle  it  for  his  concupy. 

Tro,  O  Cressid!  O  false  Cressid!  false,  false,  false! 
Let  all  untruths  stand  by  thy  stained  name, 
And  they'll  strcm  glorious. 

Uly^ts.  O,  contain  yourself;  180 

Your  passion  draws  ears  hither. 

Enter  ^Sneas. 

jEnc.  I  have  been  seeking  you  this  hour,  my  lord: 
Hector;  by  this,  is  arming  him  in  Troy; 
Ajax,  your  guard,  stays  to  conduct  you  home. 

Tro.  Have  with  you,  prince.    My  coijrteous  lord,  adieu. 
Farewell,  revolted  fair!   and,  Diomed, 
Stand  fast,  and  wear  a  castle  on  thy  head! 

UlyBH.  I'll  bring  you  to  the  gates. 

Tro.  Accept  disti^cted  thanks. 

[Exeunt  TroUus,  ^neaSy  and  UlysfeK 

Ther.  Would  I  could  meet  that  n)gue  Diomed!  I  would 
croak  like  a  raven:  I  would  bode,  I  would  bode.  Patrochis 
will  give  me  any  thing  for  the  intelligence  of  this  whore: 
the  parrot  will  not  do  more  for  an  almond  than  he  for  a 
commodious   drab.      Lechery,    lechery;   still,   wars   and 
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lechery;  nothing  else  holds  fashion :  a  burning  devil  take 
tliemi  [Exit 

ScKira  III.     Troy.     Before  PriavrCs  palace. 
Enter  Hector  and  AKDROMAcnE. 

And.  When  was  my  lord  so  much  ungcntly  tcmjxsr'd, 
To  stop  his  cars  agahist  adnionishmrnt? 
Unarm,  unarm,  and  do  not  fight  to-day. 

Hect.  You  train  me  to  offend  you;  get  you  in: 
By  all  the  everlasting  ^ods,  1*11  go! 

And.  My  dreams  will,  sure,  prove  ominoos  to  the  day. 

Heet.  No  more,  I  say. 

Enter  Cabsakbra. 

Cos.  Where  is  my  brother  ITcctor? 

And.  Here,  sister;  arm'd,  and  bloody  in  intent. 
Consort  with  me  in  loud  and  dear  petition, 
Pureue  we  him  on  knees;  for  1  have  dream'd  10 

Of  bloody  turbulence,  aud  this  whole  night 
Hath  uolliing  been  but  shapes  and  forms  of  slauglitcr 

CiM.  O,  'lis  true. 

Heet.  Hoi  bid  my  trumpet  soundl 

Cm.  No  notes  of  sally,  for  the  heavens,  sweet  brother. 

Uect.  Be  gone,  I  say :  the  gods  have  heard  me  swear. 

Cos.  The  gods  are  deaf  to  liot  and  peevish  vows: 
They  are  polluted  offerings,  more  abhorr'd 
Than  spotted  livers  in  the  sacrifice. 

And.  O,  be  persuaded  I  do  not  count  it  holy 
To  hurt  by  beiu^  just:  it  is  as  lawful,  20 

For  we  would  give  much,  to  use  violent  thefts, 
And  rob  in  the  behalf  of  charity. 

Cku.  It  is  the  purpose  that  makes  strong  the  vow; 
But  vows  to  every  purpose  must  not  hold: 
Unarm,  sweet  Hector. 

Heet.  Hold  you  still,  I  say; 

Mine  honour  keeps  the  weather  of  my  fate: 
Life  every  man  holds  dear;  but  the  brave  man 
Holds  honour  far  more  precious-dear  than  life. 

Enter  Tboilus. 

How  now,  young  man!  meanest  thou  to  fight  to-day? 

A'nd,  Cassandra,  call  my  father  to  persuade.  80 

[Exit  Catsandra. 

Heet,  No,  faith,  young  Troilns;  doff  thy  harness,  youth; 
I  am  to-day  i'  the  vein  of  chivalry: 
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Let  grow  thy  sinews  till  their  knots  be  strong, 
And  tempt  not  yet  tlie  brushes  of  the  wnr. ' 
Unarm  thee,  go,  and  doubt  tliou  not,  brave  boy, 
1*11  stand  to-day  for  ihee  and  me  and  Troy. 

Tro.  Brother,  you  have  a  vice  of  mercy  in  you. 
Which  better  tits  a  lion  than  a  man. 

Hect,  What  vice  is  that,  good  Troilus?  chide  me  for  it. 

Tro,  When  many  times  the  captive  Grecian  falls,         40 
Even  in  the  fan  and  wind  of  your  fair  sword, 
You  bid  them  rise,  and  live. 

Jlect.  O,  'tis  fair  play. 

Tro.  Fool's  play,  by  heaven,  Hector. 

Hect,  How  now  I  how  now  I 

7>'<?.  For  the  love  of  all  the  gods, 

Let's  leave  the  hermit  pity  with  our  molhcis. 
And  when  we  have  our  armours  buckled  on. 
The  venom'd  vengeance  ride  upon  our  swords, 
Spur  them  to  ruthful  work,  rein  them  from  ruth. 

IlecL  Fie,  savage,  fie! 

Tro,  Hector,  then  'tis  wars. 

neet.  Troilus,  I  would  not  have  you  fight  to-day.         50 

Ti'o.  Who  should  withhold  me? 
Not  fate,  obedience,  nor  the  hand  of  Mars 
Beckoning  with  fiery  truncheon  ftiy  retire; 
Not  Priam  us  and  Hecuba  on  knees. 
Their  eyes  o'ergalled  with  recourse  of  tears; 
Nor  you,  my  brother,  with  your  true  sword  drawn. 
Opposed  to  hinder  me,  should  stop  my  way. 
But  by  my  ruin. 

Ee-enter  Cassaitdra,  fciih  Priam. 

Cm.  Lay  hold  upon  him,  Priam,  hold  him  fast: 
He  is  thy  crutch;  now  if  thou  lose  thy  stay,  BO 

Thou  on  him  leaning,  and  all  Troy  on  thee. 
Fall  altogether. 

Pri.  Come,  Hector,  come,  go  back: 

Thy  wife  hath  dream'd;  thy  mother  hath  had  visions; 
Cassandra  doth  foresee;  and  I  myself 
Am  like  a  prophet  suddenly  enrapt 
To  tell  thee  that  this  day  is  ominous: 
Therefore,  come  back. 

Hect.  ^neas  is  a-field ; 

And  I  do  stand  engaged  to  many  Greeks, 
Even  in  the  faith  of  valour,  to  appear 
This  morning  to  them. 

Pri.  Ay,  but  thou  shalt  not  go.  10 

Heet  I  must  not  break  my  faith. 
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You  know  me  dutiful ;  therefore,  dear  sir, 
Let  me  not  shame  respect;  but^ivo  me  leave 
To  take  that  course  by  your  consent  and  voice, 
"Which  you  do  here  forbid  me,  royal  Priam. 

Cos.  Q.  Priam,  yield  not  to  him! 

And.  Do  not,  dear  father. 

Ifeet  Andromache,  I  am  offended  witli  you: 
Upon  the  love  you  bear  me,  get  you  in.  \Kxit  AndromacJie, 

Tro.  This  foolish,  dreaming,  superstitious  girl 
Makes  all  these  bodements. 

Cos.  O,  farewell,  dear  Hector!       80 

.  Look,  how  thou  diest!  look,  how  thy  eye  turns  pale! 
Look,  how  thy  wounds  do  bleed  at  many  vents! 
Hark,  how  Troy  roars!  how  Hecuba  cries  out! 
How  poor  Andromache  shrills  her  dolours  forth^ 
Behold,  distraction,  frenzy  and  amazement, 
Like  witless  antics,  one  another  meet. 
And  all  cry,  Hector!  Hector's  dead!  O  Hector! 

Tro,  Away!  away! 

C(u,  Farewell:  yet,  soft!  Hector,  I  take  my  leave: 
Thou  dost  thyself  and  all  our  Troy  deceive.        [iM,    90 

Ileet.  You  arc  amazed,  my  liege,  at  her  exclaim: 
Go  in  and  cheer  the  town :  we'll  forth  and  fight, 
Do  deeds  worth  praise  and  tell  you  them  at  night. 

Pri,  Farewell:  the  gods  with  safety  stand  about  thee! 

[Exeunt  teveraUy  Priam  and  Hector,    Alarums, 

Tro,  They  are  at  it,  hark!    Proud  Diomed,  believe, 
I  come  to  lose  my  arm,  or  win  my  sleeve. 

Enter  Paxdarus. 

Pan,  Do  you  hear,  my  lord?  do  you  hear? 
Tro.  What  now? 

Pttn.  Here's  a  letter  come  from  yond  poor  glrL 

Tro.  Let  me  read.  100 

Pan.  A  whoreson  tisick,  a  whoreson  rascally  tisick  so 

troubles  me,  and  the  foolish  fortune  of  this  girl;  and  what 

one  thing,  what  another,  that  I  shall  leave  you  one  o'  these 

.''days-  and  I  have  a  rheum  in  mine  eyes  too,  and  such  an 

,  ache  in  my  bones  that,  unless  a  man  were  cursed,  I  cannot 

tell  what  to  think  on*t.    What  says  she  there? 

Tro.  Words,  words,  mere  words,  no  matter  from  the 
heart; 
The  effect  doth  operate  another  way.  109 

[Tcnrinr;  the  letter. 
Qo,  wind,  to  wind,  there  turn  and  change  together. 
My  love  with  words  bnd  errors  still  she  feeds: 
But  edifies  another  with  her  deeds.  [Ereunt  dcveraUif, 
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ScEinc  IV.    Plains  betuMn  Troy  and  ths  Chrecian  eamjh 
Alarums:  exeursians.    Enter  Tusrsites. 

Ther,  Now  llic}'  nre  clapper-clawing  one  another;  I'll 

go  look  on.  That  (IbscmbliDg  abominable  vnrlet,  Diomed, 
OS  got  that  same  scurvy  doting  foofi'sh  youug  knave's 
sleeve  of  Troy  tliorc  in  his  helm:  I  would  fain  see  them 
meet;  that  that  same  young  Trojao  a^,  that  loves  the 
whore  there,  might  send  tli/it  Grcekisli  whorcmasterly 
villain,  with  the  sleeve,  back  to  the  dissembling  luxurious 
drab,  of  a  slee^reless  errand.  C  the  t'other  si<lo,  the  policy 
of  tliosc  crafty  swearing  rascals,  that  stale  old  mouse-eaten, 
dry  cheese,  Nestor,  and  that  same  dog-fox,  L'lj'sses,  is  not 
proved  worth  a  blackberry:  they  set  me  up,  in  policy,  that 
mongrel  cur,  Ajax,  against  that  dog  of  as  bad  h  kind, 
Achilles:  and  now  is  the  cur  Ajax  prouder  than  the  cur 
Achilles,  and  will  not  arm  to-day;  whereupon  the  Grecians 
bc^in  to  proclaim  barbarism,  and  policy  grows  into  an  ill 
opmion.     Soft!  here  comes  sleeve,  and  t'other. 

Enter  Diomexmss,  Tnoiix^  following, 

Tro.  Fly  not;  for  shouldst  thou  take  the  river  Styx,  £0 
I  would  swim  after. 

Dio,  Thou  do«t  miscall  retire: 

I  do  not  fly,  but  advantageous  cai-c 
Withdrew  me  from  the  odds  of  multitude: 
Have  at  thee! 

Tlier,  Hold  thy  whore,  Grecian ! — ^now  for  thy  whore, 
Trojan! — now  the  sleeve,  now  the  sleeve! 

[Ejceunt  lYoilus  and  Diomedes,  fghtintj. 

Enter  Hector. 

Heet,  What   art   thou,   Greek?  art    thou   for  Hector's 
match? 
^t  thou  of  blood  and  honour? 

Ther.  No,  no,  I  am  a  rascal;  a  scurvy  railing  knave;  n 
very  filthy  rogue.  <|1 

fleet,  I  do  believe  thee;  live.  \E^t. 

Ther.  God-a-mercy,  that  thou  wilt  believe  me;  but  a 
plague  break  thy  necK  for  fighting  me!  What's  become  of 
the  wenching  rogues?  I  think  thy  have  swallowed  one 
another:  I  would  laugh  at  that  miracle:  yet,  in  a  sort, 
lechery  cats  itself.    I'll  seek  them.  [EjoJL 
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Scenic  V .    - 1  nodur  pari  of  the  plains. 
Enter  Diomedes  aiida  Servant. 

Die.  Go,  go,  my  servant,  take  thou  Troilus*  horse; 
Present  the  fair  steed  to  my  lady  Cressid: 
Fellow,  commend  my  service  to  her  beauty ; 
'J  ell  her  I  have  chastised  the  amorous  Trojan, 
And  am  her  knight  by  proof. 

Serv,  I  go,  my  lord.  [Exit, 

Enter  Aoamrknox. 

Agam.  Renew,  renew !    The  fierce  PolydamaH 
Hath  lieat  down  Menon:  bastard  Murgarelon 
Hath  Doreus  prisoner, 
And  stands  colossus- wise,  waving  his  beam. 
Upon  tiie  paslied  corses  of  the  kings  10 

Epistrophus  and  Cedius;  Polyxcucs  is  slain, 
Amphiniachus  and  Tlioas  deadly  hurt, 
Patroclus  taV'a  or  slain,  and  Palamedes 
Sore  hurt  and  bruised:  the  dreadful  Sagittary 
Appals  our  numbers*  haste  we,  Diomed, 
To  reinforcement,  or  we  perish  all. 

Enter  Nestob. 

Nest.  Go.  bear  Patroclus*  body  to  Achilles; 
And  bid  the  snail-paced  AJax  arm  for  shame. 
There  is  a  thousand  Hectors  in  the* field: 
Now  here  he  fights  on  Galathe  his  horse,  20 

And  there  lacks  work ;  aaoo  he*8  there  afoot,     , 
And  there  they  fly  or  die,  hkc  scaled  sculls 
Before  the  belching  whale;  then  is  be  yonder. 
And  there  the  strawy  Greeks,  ripe  for  his  edce. 
Fall  down  before  him,  like  the  mower's  swath : 
Here,  there,  and  every  where,  he  Icavca  and  takes. 
Dexterity  so  obeying  appetite 
That  what  he  wi^l  he  does,  and  does  so  mucu 
That  proof  is  call'd  impossibility. 

Enter  Ulyqses. 

XJlyss.  O,  courage,  courage,  princes!  great  Achilles      SO 
Is  arming,  weeping,  cursing,  vowing  vengeance : 
Patroclus'  wounds  have  roused  his  drowsy  blood, 
Together  with  his  mangled  Myrmidons. 
That  noseless,  handless.  hackVl  and  chipp'd,  come  to  him, 
Oryinc  on  Hector.    AJax  hath  lost  a  fnend 
And  foams  at  mouth,  and  he  is  arm*d  and  at  it. 
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Roaring  for  Troilus,  who  hath  done  to-day 

Mad  and  fantastic  execution, 

Engaging  and  redeeming  of  himself 

With  such  a  careless  force  and  forceless  care  40 

As  if  that  luck,  in  very  spite  of  cunning. 

Bade  him  win  all. 

JSnter  Ajax. 

AJax.  Troilus  I  thou  coward  Troilus  I  [Erit, 

Dio,  Ay,  there,  there. 

Nest.  So,  so,  we  draw  together. 

Enter  Achilles. 

AcJUl,  Where  is  this  Hector? 

Come,  come,  thou  lx)y-quellcr,  show  thy  face ; 
Know  what  it  is  to  meet  Achilles  angry: 
Hector  I  Where's  Hector?  I  will  none  but  Hector.  [Exeunt 


Scene  VI.    Another  part  of  the  plaing, 

Enter  Ajax. 

AJax,  Troilus,  thou  coward  Troilus,  show  thy  head! 

Enter  Diomedes. 

Dio.  Troilus,  I  say!  where's  Troilus? 
Aj<tx.  What  wouldst  thou? 

JJio.  I  would  correct  him. 

Ajax.  Were  I  the  general,  thou  shouldst  have  my  ofllco 
£rc  that  correction.     Troilus,  I  say!  what,  Troilus! 

Enter  Troilus. 

TYo.  O  traitor  Diomed !  turn  thy  false  face,  thou  traitor. 
And  pay  thy  life  thou  owest  me  lor  my  horse  I 
Dio.  Ha,  art  thou  there? 

Ajcue.  I'll  fight  with  him  alone :  stand,  Diomed. 
Dio.  He  is  my  prize;  I  will  not  look  upon.  10 

Tro.  Come,  both  you  cogging  Greeks;  have  at  you  both ! 

[Exeunt,  fighting. 
Enter  Hector. 

Ileci.  Yea,    Troilus?     O,  well    fought,    my  youngest 
brother! 

Enter  Achilles. 

Ackil.  Now  do  I  see  thee,  ha!  have  at  thee,  Hector! 
Jleet.  Pause,  if  thou  wilt. 
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Achil.  I  do  disdain  thy  courtesy,  proud  Trojan: 
Be  happy  that  my  arms  arc  out  of  use: 
My  rest  and  negligence  befriends  thee  now, 
But  thou  anon  shalt  hear  of  me  again; 
Till  wlien,  go  seek  thy  fortune.  [EjbU, 

Utct  Fare  thee  well: 

I  would  have  been  much  more  a  fresher  man,  20 

Had  I  expected  thee.     Uow  now,  my  brother  I 

He-enter  Troilus. 

Tro.  Ajax  hath  ta'en  i£ncas:  shall  it  be? 
No,  by  the  flame  of  jronder  glorious  heaven, 
He  shall  not  carry  him:  I'll  be  ta'en  too. 
Or  bring  him  off:  fate,  bear  me  wliat  I  say! 
I  reck  not  though  I  end  my  life  to-day.  \Mat. 

Enter  one  in  sumptuous  armour. 

Red.  Stand,  stand,  thou  Greek;  thou  art  a  goodly  mark: 
No?  wilt  thou  not?    I  like  thy  armour  well; 
I'll  frush  it  and  unlock  the  rivets  all. 
But  ril  be  master  of  it:  wilt  thou  not.  beast,  abide? 
Why,  then  fly  on,  I'll  hunt  thee  for  thy  hide.     [Exeunt.  81 


Scene  VII.     A  nother  part  of  tTie  plains. 
Enter  Achilles,  with  Myrmidons. 

Aehil.  Come  here  about  me,  you  my  Mvrmldons; 
Mark  what  I  say.     Attend  me  where  I  wheel: 
Strike  not  a  stroke,  but  keep  yourself  in  breath: 
And  when  I  have  the  bloody  Hector  found, 
Empale  him  with  your  weapons  round  about; 
In  fellest  manner  execute  your  aims. 
Follow  me,  sirs,  and  ray  proceedings  eye: 
It  is  decreed  Hector  the  great  must  die.  [Exeunt 

Enter  Menelaub  and  Paris,  figltUng:  then  Thbrsites. 

Ther.  The  cuckold  and  the  cuckold-maker  are  at  it.y 
Now,  bull!  now,  dog!    'Loo,  Paris,  'loo!  now  my  double-' 
henned  sparrow!  'loo,  Paris,  'loo!  The  bull  has  the  game: 
ware  horns,  ho!  [Exeunt  Paris  and  Menelaus. 

Enter  Maroarelon. 

Mar.  Turn,  slave,  and  fight. 

Ther.  What  art  thou? 

Mar.  A  bastard  son  of  Priam's. 

Ther.  I  am  a  bastard  too;  I  lore  bastards:  I  am  a  has- 
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tard  bc^ot,  bastard  instructed,  bastard  in  mind,  bastard  in 
valour,  m  every  thing  illegiliniHte.  One  bear  will  not  bite 
another,  and  wherefore  should  one  bastard?  Take  liced, 
the  quarrel's  most  ominous  to  us:  if  the  son  of  a  whore 
fight  for  a  whore,  be  tempts  judgement:  farewell,  bastard. 

[Erie, 
Mar,  The  devil  take  thee,  coward !  iKni, 

Scene  VIII.    Another  jar'  of  the  piains. 

Enter  Hector. 

Hect  Most  putrified  core,  so  fair  without, 
Thy  goodly  armour  thus  hath  cost  thy  life. 
Now  is  my  day's  work  done:  I'll  take  sood  breath: 
llest,  sword;  thou  hast  thy  fill  of  blood  and  death. 

[Puts  off  hi*  hdmet  and  hnngst  hitt  Hhield  behind  him. 

Enter  Achilles  and  Myrmidons. 

Ac?iil.  Look,  Hector,  how  the  sun  begins  to  stt; 
How  ugly  night  comes  brcRtliing  at  his  heels: 
Even  with  the  vail  and  darking  of  the  sun, 
To  close  the  day  up.  Hector's  life  is  done. 

Ileet.  I  am  unarm  *d;  forego  I  his  vantage,  Greek. 

Achil.  Strike,  fellows,  strike;  Uiis  is  the  man  I  seek. 

[HtctorfalU,     10 
So,  Ilion,  fall  thou  next!  now,  Troy,  sink  down! 
Here  lies  thv  lieart,  thy  sinews,  and  thy  bone. 
On,  Myrmidons,  and  cry  you  all  amain, 
**  Achilles  hath  the  mighty  Hector  slain," 

[A  retreat  sottnded. 
Hark!  a  retire  upon  our  Grecian  part. 

Myr.  The  Trojan  trumpets  sound  the  like,  my  lord. 

AeJiH.  The  dragon  wing  of  night  o'erspreads  the  eacth. 
And,  stickler-like,  the  armies  separates. 
My  half-supp'd  sword,  that  frankly  would  have  fed, 
Pleased  with  this  dainty  bait,  tl'ius  goes  to  bed.  20 

[Sheathes  his  tword. 
Come,  tic  his  body  to  my  horse's  tail; 
Along  the  field  I  will  the  Ti-ojan  trail.  [Exeunt 

Scene  IX.     AnotJier  part  of  the  piain$. 

Enter  Agamemnon,    Ajax,    Menelaus,   Nestob,  Dig- 
MEDEs,  and  others,  marefUng,    Shouts  within, 

Agam.  Hark!  hark!  what  shout  is  that? 
Jyest,  Peace,  drums! 
[Within]  Achilles!  Achillcsl  Hector's  slain!  Achilles] 
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Dio,  The  bruit  Is,  Hecfor's  slnin,  and  by  Achilles. 

Ajtix.  If  it  1x5  so,  yet  brngless  let  it  be; 
Grcnt  Hector  was  a  man  as  good  ns  he. 

Afjam.  March  patiently  along:  let  one  be  sent 
To  pray  Achilles  see  us  at  our  tent. 
If  in  his  death  the  gods  have  us  befriendcfd, 
Great  Troy  is  ours,  and  our  sharp  wars  arc  ended.  10 

[Exeunt,  marching. 

Scene  X.    Anoiher  pari  of  tlie  plains. 

Enter  JSneas  arid  Trojans. 

uEne.  StBnd,  hoi  yet  are  we  masters  of  the  field: 
Never  go  home;  here  starve  we  out  the  night. 

Enter  Troilxjs. 

Tro.  Ilector  is  slain. 

AU.  Hector!  the  gods  forbid! 

Tro,  He's  dead ;  and  at  the  murderer's  horse's  tail, 
In  l)eastly  sort,  dragg'd  through  the  shameful  field. 
Frown  oa,  you  heavens,  effect  your  rage  with  speed! 
Sit,  gods,  upon  your  thrones,  and  smile  at  Troy ! 
I  say,  at  once  let  your  brief  plagues  be  mercy, 
And  linger  not  our  sure  destructions  on ! 

^ne.  My  lord,  you  do  discomfort  all  the  host.  10 

Tro.  You  understand  me  not  that  tell  me  so: 
I  do  not  speak  of  flight,  of  fear,  of  death. 
But  dare  all  imminence  that  gods  and  men 
Address  their  dangers  in.     Hector  is  gone: 
Who  shall  tell  Priam  so,  or  Hecuba? 
Let  him  that  will  a  screech-owl  aye  be  call'd, 
Go  in  to  Troy,  and  say  there.  Hector's  dead: 
There  is  a  word  will  Priam  turn  to  stone; 
Make  wells  and  Niobes  of  the  maids  and  wives, 
Cold  statues  of  the  youth,  and,  in  a  word,  20 

Scare  Troy  out  of  itself.    But,  march  away: 
Hector  is  dead;  there  is  no  more  to  say.     . 
Stay  yet.     You  vile  abominable  tents. 
Thus  proudly  pight  upon  our  Phr^'gian  plains, 
Let  Titiin  rise  as  early  as  he  dare. 

I'll  through  and  through  you !  and,  thou  great-sized  coward, 
No  space  of  earth  shall  sunder  our  two  hates: 
I'll  haunt  thee  like  a  wicked  conscience  still. 
That  mouldcth  goblins  swift  as  frenzy's  thoughts. 
Strike  a  free  march  to  Troy!  with  comfort  go:  80 

Hope  of  revenge  shall  hide  our  inward  woe. 

[Exe^int  ASneas  and  Trqjans, 
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As  Tboilub  is  going  &ut,  enter,  from  the  other  tids,  Pak- 

DABUS. 

Finn.  But  hear  you,  hear  you ! 

Ttv.  Hence,  broker-lackey!  ignomy  and  8bame 
Pursue  thy  life,  and  live  aye  with  ihy  name!  [Rrit 

Pan,  A  goodly  mediciue  for  my  aching  bones !  O  world  I 
world!  world!  thus  is  the  poor  agent  despised!  O  traitors 
and  bawds,  how  earnestly  are  you  set  a- work,  and  how  ill 
requited !  why  should  our  endeavour  be  so  loved  and  <ho 
performance  so  loathed?  what  verse  for  it?  what  instance 
lorit?    Let  me  see:  4i 

Full  merrily  the  humble-bee  doth  sin^. 
Till  he  hath  lost  his  honey  and  his  stmg; 
And  being  once  subdued  in  armed  tail. 
Sweet  honey  and  sweet  notes  together  fall. 

Good  traders  in  the  flesh,  set  this  in  your  painted  cloths. 

As  many  as  bo  here  of  pander's  hall, 

Your  eyes,  half  out,  weep  out  at  Paudar*s  fall; 

Or  if  you  cannot  weep,  yet  give  some  groans,  5G 

Though  not  for  me,  yet  for  your  aching  bones. 

Brethren  and  sisters  of  the  hold -door  trade,. 

Some  two  months  hence  my  will  shall  here  be  made: 

It  should  be  now,  but  that  my  fear  is  this. 

Some  galled  goose  of  Winchester  would  hiss: 

Till  then  I'll  sweat  and  seek  about  for  cases. 

And  at  that  time  bequeathe  you  my  difieasea,  [Eiri: 


CORIOLANTIS. 


DRAMATIS  PERSONiE. 

Cahts  Maboius,  aftenrardB  Caius    ConitpIratorB  with  Aufldiua 

MARCiVtf  CoRiOLANiTS.  A  Citizeii  of  Antium. 

TiTTs  LART1V8,  \  gwierftls  against    Two  Volacian  Quards. 

Si^^lIS    AJ,J?®fruS!f°t>  VoLFMKiA,  mother  of  OorlolantBL 

^^fSSI^^..^"""^    ^^^    ^  ViRoiiiA,  wife  to  Coriolanua. 

f!,SS;JJi  vIi?V««.  \  t.^^^—  «f  Valwua,  friend  to  VifgllU. 

S8"BR^?Sr^}*^^o^  Oentlewoij^.  attending  on  Vir. 

Young  Marcius,  aon  to  OorioJa-  &"»• 

nun.  Boman  and  VolBcfan  Senators 

A  Roman  HerakL  Patricians,  .^dilea,  Uctors,  8ol- 

TcLUTis  AuviDiUB,  gousrsl  of  the  diera,  Cltiaens,  MeaMngern  iSer- 

Volscians.  rants  to  Auildiu%  and  other 

Lieutenant  to  Aufldius.  Attendants. 

ScBiis:  Bffmt  and  the  neighbourhood;  C&rioU  and  the  neigh- 

hourhood;  AnHum. 

ACT  I. 

6cEKE  I.    Same,    A  street. 

Enter  a  company  of  muUnoui  CitizenB,  with  eta^ies,  dube,  and 

otJ^  weapons. 

First  CU,  Before  wc  proceed  any  further,  hear  me  speak. 

AU.  Speak,  speak. 

First  CU.  You  are  all  resolved  rather  to  die  than  to 
lamish? 

AU,  Resolved,  resolved. 

First  Cit,  First,  you  know  Caius  Marcius  is  chief  enemy 
to  the  pe#ple. 

AU.  We  know't,  wc  know't. 

First  Cit.  Let  us  kill  him,  and  ^e'll  have  com  at  our  own 
price.    Is*t  a  verdict?  11 

AU.  No  more  talking  on't;  let  it  be  done:  away,  away! 

8ec.  Git.  One  word,  good  citizens. 

Fint  Cit,  We  arc  accounted  poor  citizens,  the  patricia&s 
good.    What  authority  surfeits  on  would  relieve  us:  if 
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Ihcy  would  yield  us  but  the  supcrfluity.^while  it  were 
wiiolcsomc,  we  might  guess  they  relieved  us  humanely; 
but  they  think  we  are  too  dear:  the  leanness  that  afflicts 
us,  the  object  of  our  misery,  is  as  an  inventory  to  particu- 
larize their  abundance;  our  sufferance  is  a  guiu  to  them. 
I.iet  us  revenge  this  with  our  pikes,  ere  we  become  rakes: 
for  the  gods  know  I  speak  this'iu  hunger  for  bread,  not  iu 
thirst  for  revenge. 

See.  Cit.   Would  you  proc^ied  especially  against  Cains* 
Marcius?  i 

All.  Against  him  first:  he's  a  very  dog  to  the  common- 
uliy.  i9 

hee,  at.  Consider  you  what  services  he  has  done  for  his 
country? 

Fird  Cit.  Very  well;  and  could  be  content  to  give  him 
good  report  for  t,  but  that  lie  pays  himself  with  being 
proud. 

See,  Cit.  Nay,  but  speak  not  maliciously. 

FirsA  Cit  I  say^lo  you,  what  he  hath  done  famously, 
ho  did  it  to  that  end :  thougli  soft-con scienccd  men  can  be 
content  to  say  It  was  for  his  country,  he  did  it  to  please 
his  mother,  and  to  Ix;  ))artly  proud;  which  lie  is,  even  to 
the  altitude  of  his  virtue.  41 

See.  Cit.  What  he  cannot  help  in  his  nature,  you  account 
a  vice  in  him.     You  must  in  no  way  say  he  is  ^.-ovctous. 

First  Cit.  If  I  must  not,  I  need  not  Ih*  barren  of  accusa- 
tions; he  hath  faults,  with  surplus,  to  tire  in  repetition. 
[&iout9  mthin.^^  What  shouts  arc  these?  The  other  side 
o'  the  city  is  risen:  why  stay  we  pniting  here?  to  the 
Capitol! 

AU.  Come,  come.  50 

FU^i  Cit.  Soft!  who  comes  lierc? 

Enter  MfiNKNirs  'Agripp.\. 

See.  Cit.  Worthy  Mencnius  Agrippa;  one  that  hath  al- 
ways loved  the  people. 

First  Cit.  lie's  one  honest  enough :  would  »]l  the  rctl 
were  so! 

Men.  Wlmt  work's,  my  countrymen,  in  hand?  where  g  * 
you  % 

With  bats  and  clubs?    The  matter?  s)x^ak,  I  pray  you. 

First  Cit.  Our  business  is  not  unknown  to  the  senate; 
they  have  had  inkling  this  fortnight  what  we  intend  to  do, 
which  now  we'll  show  Vm  in  deeds.  They  say  poor  suitors 
have  strong  breaths:  they  shall  know  we  have  strong  arms 
too. 


> 


« 
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Men.  Why,   masters,  my  good  friends,  mine   honest 
neighbours, 
Will  you  undo  yourselves? 

First  CU.  We  caiinot,  sir,  we  arc  uudotie  already. 
'    Men,  I  tell  you,  friends,  most  cbaritable  care 
Have  the  patricians  of  vou.    For  your  wants. 
Your  suffering  in  this  deartli,  you  may  as  well 
Strike  at  the  heaven  with  your  staves  as  lift  tlicm  70 

Against  the  Roman  state,  whose  course  will  on 
The  way  it  takes,  cracking  ten  thousand  curbs 
Of  more  strong  link  asunocr  tlian  can  ever 
Appear  in  your  impediment.     For  the  dearth, 
The  godd,  not  the  patricians,  make  it,  and 
Your  knees  to  them,  not  arms,  must  help.     Alack, 
You  arc  transported  by  calamity 
Thither  where  more  attends  you.  and  you  slander 
The  helms  o'  the  state,  who  care  for  you  like  fathers, 
When  you  curse  them  aa  enemies.  80 

Fi)*d  Cit.  Care  for  us!  True,  indeed!  They  ne'er  cared 
for  us  yet:  suffer  us  to  famish,  and  their  store-houses 
crammed  with  grain;  make  edicts  for  usury,  to  6up]X)rt 
usurers;  repeal  daily  any  wholesome  act  established  against 
the  rich,  and  provide  more  piercing  statutes  daily,  to  chain 
up  and  restrain  the  poor.  If  the  wars  eat  us  not  up,  they 
will;  and  there's  all  the  love  they  bear  us. 

Men.  Kither  you  must  00 

Confess  yourselves  wondrous  malicious. 
Or  be  accused  of  folly.     I  shall  tell  3'ou 
A  pretty  tale:  it  may  be  you  have  heard  it; 
But,  since  it  serves  my  purpose,  I  will  venture 
To  stale't  a  little  more. 

First  Git.  Well,  I'll  hear  it,  sir:  yet  you  must  not  think 
to  fob  off  our  disgrace  with  a  tale :  but,  au't  please  you, 
deliver. 

Men.  There  was  a  time  when  all  tiie  body's  members 
Kebeird  agtiinst  the  belly,  thus  accused  it:  100 

That  only  like  a  gulf  it  did  remain 
I'  the  midst  o*  the  body,  idle  and  unactive, 
Still  cupboard! ng  the  viand,  never  l)earing 
Like  labour  with  the  rest,  where  the  other  instruments 
Did  see  and  hear,  devise,  instruct,  walk,  feel. 
And,  mutually  participate,  did  minister 
Unto  the  appetite  and  affection  common 
Of  the  whole  Ixxiy.     The  belly  answer'ti— 

FirM.  at.  Well,  sir.  wliat  answer  made  the  belly?      110 

Men,  Sh*,  I  shall  tell  you.     With  a  kind  of  smile. 
Which  ne'er  came  from  the  lungs,  but  even  tbusr:- 
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Tor,  look  you,  I  may  make  the  belly  smile 

As  well  as  speak — it  tauntingly  replied 

To  the  discontented  members,  the  mutinous  parts 

That  envied  his  receipt;  even  so  most  fitly 

As  you  malign  our  senators  for  that 

They  are  not  such  as  you. 

First  Cit.  Your  belly's  answer?    What! 

The  kingly-crowned  head,  the  vigilant  eye, 
The  counsellor  heart,  the  arm  our  soldier,  120 

Our  steed  the  le^,  the  tongue  our  trumpeter, 
With  other  muniments  and  petty  helps 
In  this  our  fabric,  if  that  they — 

Men.  What  then? 

'Fore  me,  this  fellow  speaks!    What  then?  what  then? 

Fint  CK,  Should  by  the  cormorant  belly  be  restrain'd, 
Who  is  the  sink  o' the  body, — 

Men.  Well,  what  then? 

Fir»t  Cit.  The  former  agents,  if  they  did  complain, 
What  could  the  belly  answer? 

Men.  I  will  tell  you ; 

If  you'll  bestow  a  small — of  what  you  have  little — 
Patience  awliile,  you'll  hear  the  belly's  answer.  130 

First  Cit.  Ye're  long  about  it. 

Men.  Note  me  this,  good  friend; 

Your  most  grave  belh'  was  delilwralc, 
Not  rash  like  his  accusers,  and  thus  answcr'd: 
•*True  is  it,  my  incorporate  friends,"  quoth  he, 
"That  I  receive  the  general  food  at  first. 
Which  you  do  live  upon;  and  fit  it  is. 
Because  I  am  the  store-house  and  the  shop 
Of  the  whole  body :  but,  if  you  do  remember, 
I  send  it  through  the  rivers  of  your  blood. 
Even  to  the  court,  the  heart,  to  the  seat  o'  the  brain;     \4Q 
And,  through  the  cmnks  and  offices  of  man. 
The  strongest  nerves  and  small  inferior  veins 
From  me  receive  that  natural  competency 
Whereby  they  live:  and  though  that  all  at  once, 
■  You.  my  good  friends," — this  says  the  belly,  mark  me, — 

Fii^st  Cit.  Ay,  sir;  well,  well. 

Men.  "  Though  all  at  once  cannot 

See  what  I  do  deliver  out  to  each. 
Yet  I  can  make  my  audit  up,  that  all 
From  me  do  back  receive  the  flour  of  all. 
And  leave  me  but  the  bran."    What  say  you  to't?  150 

First  Cit.  It  was  an  answer:  liow  apply  you  this? 

Men.  The  senators  of  Rome  are  this  good  belly, 
And  you  the  mutinous  members;  for  examine •      •' 
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Their  counsels  and  their  cares,  digest  things  rightly 

Touching  the  weal  o*  the  common,  you  shall  find 

No  public  benefit  which  you  receive 

But  it  proceeds  or  comes  from  them  to  you 

And  no  way  from  yourselves.     What  do  you  think, 

You,  the  great  toe  of  this  assembly? 
First  at.  I  the  great  toe!  why  the  great  toe?  160 

Men.  For  that,  being  one  o'  the  lowest,  basest,  poorest. 

Of  this  most  wise  rebellion,  thou  go'st  foremost: 

Thou  rascal,  that  art  worst  in  blood  to  run, 

Lead'st  first  to  win  some  vantage. 

But  make  you  ready  your  stiff  bats  and  clubs: 

Rome  and  her  rats  are  at  the  point  of  battle* 

The  one  side  must  have  bale. 

Enter  Caids  Marcius. 

Hail,  noble  Marcius! 

Mar.    Thanks.      What's  the   matter,  you   dissentious 
rogues. 
That,  rubbing  the  poor  itch  of  your  opinion, 
Hake  yourselves  scabs? 

First  at.  We  have  ever  your  good  word.  170 

Mar.  He  that  will  give  good  words  to  thee  will  flatter 
Beneath  abhorring.     What  would  you  have,  you  curs, 
That  like  nor  peace  nor  war?  the  one  affrights  you, 
The  other  makes  you  proud.    He  that  trusts  to  you, 
Where  he  should  find  3'ou  lions,  finds  you  hares; 
Where  foxes,  geese:  you  are  no  surer,  no, 
Than  is  the  coal  of  fire  upon  the  ice, 
Or  hailstone  in  the  sun.    Your  virtue  is 
To  make  him  worthy  whose  offence  subdues  him 
And  curse  that  justice  did  it.    Who  deserves  greatness 
Deserves  your  hate ;  and  your  affections  are  181 

A  sick  man's  appetite,  who  desires  most  that 
Which  would  increase  his  evil.     He  that  depends 
Upon  your  favours  swims  with  fins  of  lead 
And  hews  down  oaks  with  rushes.     Hang  ye!    Trust  ye? 
With  every  minute  you  do  change  a  mind, 
And  Qall  liim  noble  that  was  now  your  hate, 
Him  vile  that  was  your  garland.     What's  the  matter, 
That  in  these  several  places  of  the  city 
You  cry  against  the  noble  senate,  who,  190 

Under  the  eods,  keep  you  in  awe,  which  else 
Would  feed  on  one  another?    What's  their  seeking? 

Men.  For  corn  at  their  own  rates;  whereof,  they  say. 
The  city  is  well  stored.  .    ^ 

Mar-.  Hang 'em!    They  say  I 
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Theyll  sit  hy  the  fire,  and  presomc  to  know 
What's  done  i*  the  Capitol:  who's  like  to  rise, 
Who  thrives  and  who  declines;  fei<le  factions  and  give  ont' 
Conjectund  marriages;  niakin<i:  parties  strong 
And  feebling  such  vl»  stand  not  in  their  liking 
Below   I  heir    cobbled    shoes.      They    say    there's    grain 
enough I  200 

Would  the  nobility  lay  aside  their  ruth, 
And  let  me  use  my  sword.  I'ld  fnake  a  quarry 
With  thousands  of  these  quarter'd  slaves,  ashigh 
As  I  could  pick  my  lance. 

Men.  Nay,  these  are  almost  thoroughly  perraaded; 
For  though  almndantly  they  lack  dlscrt'tion, 
Yet  are  they  passing  cowardly.    But,  I  beseech  you. 
What  sjiys  tlie  other  troop? 

Mar,  They  arc  dissolved:  hang  'em! 

They  .'<aid  lljcy  were  an -hungry;  sigh'd  forth  proverbs. 
That  hunger  llroke  stone  wails,  that  dogs  must  eat,       210 
Tliat  meat  was  made  for  mouths,  that  the  gods  sent  not 
Corn  for  the  ricli  men  only:  with  these  shreds 
Thcv  vented  their  complamings;  whicli  i)eing  answer'd, 
And  a  petition  granted  tliem,  a  strange  one — 
To  l)renk  the  heart  of  generosity, 

And  make  lx>ld  power  look  pale — they  threw  tlieir  capa 
As  they  would  hang  them  on  the  horns  o'  the  moon, 
Shouting  their  emulation. 

Men,  What  is  cranted  them? 

Mar.  Five  tribunes  to  defend  their  vulgar  wisdoms. 
Of  their  own  choice:  one's  Junius  Brntiis,  220 

Sicinius  Velutus,  and  I  know  not — 'Sdeath! 
Tlie  rabble  should  liave  first  unroof'd  the  city, 
Ere  so  prevail'd  with  me:  it  will  in  time 
Win  upon  ]X)wer  and  throw  forth  greater  themes 
For  insurrection's  arguing. 

Men.  This  is  strange. 

Mar.  Go,  get  you  home,  you  fi-agmcatsl 

Enter  a  Messenger,  haxUiy, 

Mei8.  W^hcrc's  Cains  l^Iarcius? 

Mar.  Here:  what's  the  matter? 

Mess,  The  news  is,  sir,  the  Volsces  are  in  arms. 
Mar.  I  am  glad  on't:  then  we  shall  ha'  means  to  vent 
Our  musty  sui^ertluity.     See,  our  best  elders.  230 

Enter  CoHiNros.  Trrus  LARTttrs^  and  other  Senators;  Ju- 
nius BuuTUs  and  SiciKiut  VkLtrirs. 
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Fint  Sen,  Mftrcius,  His  true  that  you  have  lately  told 

lis; 
The  YoUccs  arc  in  arms. 

Mar,  They  h«ivc  a  leader, 

Tiillus  Aufldius,  that  will  put  you  to't. 
I  sin  in  envying  his  nobility. 
And  were  I  any  thing  but  what  I  am, 
I  would  wish  mc  only  he. 

Com,  You  have  fought  to.i^ether. 

Mar,  Were  half  to  half  the  world  by  the  ear4  and  ho 
Upon  ray  party,  Tld  revolt,  to  make 
Only  my  wars  with  him:  he  is  a  lion 
That  I  am  proud  to  huqt. 

First  Sen.  Then,  worthy  Harcius,  240 

Attend  upon  Oominius  to  tlicse  wars. 

Cam,  It  is  your  former  promise. 

Mar.  Sir,  it  is; 

And  I  am  constant.    Titus  Lartius,  thou 
Slinit  sec  mo  once  more  slrike  at  Tullus*  face. 
What,  art  thou  stiff?  stand'bt  out? 

Tit.  No.  Ciuus  Marcius; 

V\\  lean  upon  one  crutch  and  fight  with  t*other» 
Ere  stay  behind  this  business. 

Men.  O,  true-bred  1 

First  Sen,  Your  company  to  tlic  Capitol ;  where,  I  know, 
Our  greatest  friends  attenu  us. 

Tit.  [To  Com.]  Leail  you  on. 

[To  Mar,]  Follow  Cominius;  we  must  follow  you;        250 
Right  worthy  you  priority. 

Com  Noble  Mnrcius!  • 

First  Sen  [To  the  Citizens]  Hence  to  your  homes;  bo 
gone! 

Mar.  Nay,  let  them  follow : 
The  Yolsces  have  much  corn;  take  these  rats  thither 
To  gnaw  their  garners.     Worshipful  mutiuers, 
Your  valour  puts  well  forth:  prav,  follow. 

[Citizens  steal  away.     Exeunt  all  but  Sieimus  and  Brutus, 

8ie.  Was  ever  man  so  proud  as  is  this  Mai'cius? 

Bru.  He  has  no  equal. 

Sie.  Wlien  we  were  chosen  tribunes  for  the  people, — 

Bru.  MarkM  you  his  lip  and  eyes? 

Sic.  Nay,  but  his  taunts. 

Bni,  Bemg  moved,  he  will  not  spare  to  gird  the  gods. 

Sie.  Bemock  the  modest  moon.  261 

Bru.  The  present  wars  devour  him:  he  is  grown 
Too  proud  to  be  so  valiant. 

Sic.  Such  a  nature. 
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Tickled  with  good  success,  disdains  the  shadow 
Which  he  Ireads  on  at  noon :  but  I  do  wonder 
His  insolence  can  brook  to  be  commanded 
Under  Cominius. 

Bnt;  Fame,  at  the  which  he  aims. 

In  whom  already  he's  well  graced,  can  not 
Better  be  held  nor  more  attain'd  than  by 
A  place  below  the  first:  for  what  miscarries  270 

Shall  be  the  general's  fault,  though  he  perform 
To  the  utmost  of  a  man,  and  giddy  censure 
"Will  tlien  cr}*^  out  of  Marcius  *'0,'if  he 
Had  borne  the  business!" 

Sic.  Besides,  if  things  go  well, 

Opinion  that  so  sticks  on  Marcius  shall 
Of  his  demerits  rob  Cominius. 

Bni.  Come: 

Half  all  Cominius'  honours  are  to  Marcius, 
Though  Marcius  earned  them  not,  and  all  his  faults 
.To  Marcius  shall  be  honours,  though  indeed 
In  aught  he  merit  not. 

Sic.  Let's  hence,  and  hear  280 

How  the  dispatch  is  made,  and  in  what  fashion, 
More  than  his  singularity,  he  goes 
Upon  this  present  action. 

Bru,  Let's  along.  [Exeunt, 

Scene  II.     CorioU.     Tlie  Senate-htnae, 

Enter  Tullus  Aufidius  and  certain  Senators. 

•    Firgt  Sen.  So  3'our  opinion  is,  Aufidius, 
That  they  of  Rome  are  enter'd  in  our  councils 
And  know  how  we  proceed. 

Auf.  Is  it  not  vours? 

What  ever  have  been  thought  on  in  this  state, 
That  could  be  brought  to  £>dily  act  ere  Rome 
Had  circumvention?    'Tis  not  four  days  gone 
Since  I  heard  thence;  these  are  the  words:  I  think 
I  have  the  letter  here ;  yes,  here  it  is. 
ri20a<i»]  *'Thcy  have  press'd  a  power,  but  it  is  not  known 
Whether  for  east  or  west:  the  dearth  is  great;  10 

The  people  mutinous;  and  it  is  rumour'd, 
Commius.  Marcius  your  old  enemy. 
Who  is  of  Rome  worse  hated  than  of  you. 
And  Titus  Lartius,  a  most  valiant  Roman, 
These  three  lead  on  this  preparation 
Whither  'tis  bent:  most  likely  'tis  for  you: 
Consider  of  it." 
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Fimi  Sen.  Our  army's  in  the  field: 
Wo  never  yet  made  doubt  but  Rome  was  ready 
To  answer  us. 

Aiif.  Nor  did  you  think  it  folly 

To  keep  your  great  pretences  veil'd  till  when  20 

Tliey  needs  must  show  themselves;  which  in  tho  hatching, 
It  seem'd,  appeared  to  Rome.     By  the  discovery 
We  shall  be  shorteu'd  in  our  aim,  which  was 
To  take  in  many  towns  ere  almost  Rome 
Should  know  we  were  afoot. 

See.  Sen.  Noble  Aufldius, 

Take  your  commission ;  hie  you  to  your  bands: 
Let  us  alone  to  guard  Corioli: 
If  they  set  down  before  's,  for  the  remove 
Bring  up  your  army;  but,  I  think,  you'll  find 
They've  not  prepared  for  us. 

Auf.  O,  doubt  not  that;  30 

I  speak  from  certainties.     Kay.  more, 
8ome  parcels  of  their  power  are  forth  already, 
And  only  hither  ward.    1  leave  your  honours.  • 

If  we  and  Caius  Marcius chance  to  meet, 
*Tis  sworn  between  us  we  shall  ever  strike 
Till  one  can  do  no  more. 

All.  The  gods  assist  you  I 

Auf.  And  keep  your  honours  safe! 

First  Sen.  Farewell. 

Sec.  Sen.  •  Farewell. 

All.  Farewell.  [Exeunt^ 

ScENB  III.     I^me,    A  room  in  Mareiits*  house. 

Enter  Volumxia  ami  Viugilia:  tliey  set  them  dawn  on  two 

low  stools,  and  sew. 

Vol.  I  pray  you,  daughter,  sing;  or  express  yourself  in 
a  more  comfortable  sort;  if  my  sou  were  ihy  husband,  1 
should  frceiier  rejoice  in  that  absence  wherein  he  won 
honour  than  in  the  embracements  of  his  bed  where  he 
would  show  most  love.  When  yet  he  was  but  tender- 
bodied  and  the  only  son  of  my  womb,  when  youth  with 
comeliness  plucked  all  gaze  his  way,  when  for  a  day  of 
kings'  entreaties  a  mother  should  not  sell  him  an  hour  from 
her  bc^holding,  I,  considering  how  honour  would  become 
such  a  person,  that  it  was  no  better"  than  picture-like  to 
hang  by  the  wall,  if  renown  made  it  not  stir,  was  pleased  to 
let  him  seek  danger  where  he  was  like  to  find  fame.  To  a 
cruel  war  Iscul  him;  from  whence  he  returned,  his  brows 
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bound  with  oak.  I  tell  thee,  daughter,  I  spran;j  not  more 
hi  joy  at  tlrst  hearing  lie  was  a  man-child  than  now  in  first 
seeing  he  liad  proved  himself  a  man.  19 

Vir.  But  had  he  died  in  the  business,  madam;  huw 
then? 

Vol.  Then  his  good  report  should  have  been  my  son ;  I 
therein  would  have  found  issue.  Hear  me  profess  si  nccrcly ; 
hud  I  a  dozen  sons,  each  in  my  love  alike  and  none  less  dflir 
than  thine  and  my  good  Marcius,  I  had  rather  had  eleven 
die  nobly  for  Ihcir  country  than  one  voluptuously  surfeit 
out  of  action. 

Enfer  a  Gentlewoman. 

Oent,  Madam,  the  Lady  Valeria  is  come  to  visit  you. 

Vir.  Beseech  you,  give  me  leave  to  retire  myself.         80 

Vol.  Indeed,  you  shall  not. 
Methinks  I  hear  hither  your  husband's  drum, 
8ee  him  pluck  Aufidius  down  by  the  iniir. 
As  children  from  a  bear,  the  Volsces  shunning  him: 
Rethinks  I  see  him  stamp  thus,  and  call  thus: 
•*  Come  on,  ye  cowards!  you  were  cot  in  fear, 
Though  you  were  born  in  Home:**  his  blood}'  brow 
Wilh liismail'd  hand  then  wiping,  forth  hegocp. 
Like  to  a  harvest-man  that's  task*d  to  mo\v 
Or  all  or  lose  his  hiix>.  40 

Vir.  Ilis  bloody  brow!  O  Jupiter,  no  blood  1 

Vol.  Away,  you  fool  I  it  more  becomes  a  man 
Than  gilt  his  trophy:  the  breasts  of  Hecuba, 
When  she  did  suckle  Hector,  look'd  not  lovelier 
Than  Hector's  forehead  when  it  spit  forth  lilooil 
At  Grecian  swonl,  contemning.     Tell  Valeria, 
We  are  fit  to  bid  her  welcome.  [/2r/<  Goit, 

Vir,  Heavens  bless  my  lord  from  fell  Aufldius! 

Vol.  He'll  l)eat  Aufldius'  head  below  liis  knee 
And  tread  uix>n  his  neck.  CO 

Enter  Valeria,  with  an  Usher  atid  Gentlewoman. 

Val.  My  ladies  both,  good  day  to  you. 

Vol.  Sweet  madam. 

Vir.  I  am  glad  to  see  your  ladyship. 

Val.  How  do  you  both?  you  are  manifest  house-keepers. 
Whut  are  your  sewing  here?  A  flno  f  spot,  in  good  faith. 
How  does  your  little  son? 

Vir.  I  thank  your  ladyship;  well,  good  madam. 

Vol.  He  had  rather  see  the  swords,  and  hear  a  drum, 
than  look  upon  his  schoolmaster.  61 

VcU,  O'  my  word,  the  father's  son:  I'll  swear,  'tis  a  very 
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pretty  boy.  O'  my  trotb,  I  looked  upon  him  o'  Wednes- 
ilny  half  nn  hour  together:  hns  such  a  confirmed  coun- 
tenance. 1  saw  him  run  after  a  gilded  bultertly ;  and  when 
ho  caught  it.  he  let  it  go  aijain;  and  after  it  again;  and 
over  and  over  he  comes,  and  up  again;  catched  it  ag:iin; 
or  whether  his  fall  enraged  him,  or  how  'twas,  he  did  so 
set  his  teeth  and  tear  it ;  Q,  I  warrant,  how  he  mam- 
mocked it!  71 

Vol.  One  on*s  father's  moods. 

Val  Indeed,  );i,  'lis  a  noble  child. 

Vir.  A  crack,  nufdam. 

Val.  Come,  lay  aside  your  •titchcry;  I  must  have  you 
play  tlie  idle  huswife  with  me  this  afternoon. 

Vir.  No,  good  madam;  I  will  nut  out  of  doors. 

Vol.  Not  out  of  doors! 

Vol,  She  shall,  she  shall.  .  03 

Vtr.  Indeed,  no.  by  your  patience;  1*11  not  over  tlitt 
threshold  till  my  lord  return  from  the  wars. 

ViU.  Fie,  you  confine  yourself  most  unreasonably;  come, 
you  must  tro  visit  the  good  lady  that  lies  in. 

Vir.  1  will  wish  her  speedy  strength,  and  Tisit  her  with 
my  pmvers;  but  I  cannot  go  thither. 

Vol.  ^Vhy.  I  pray  you? 

Vir.  'Tis  not  to  sjivc  labour,  nor  thai  I  want  love.        01 

V(tl,  You  would  be  another  Penelope:  yet,  they  say.  all 
the  yam  sho  spun  in  Ulysses'  absence  did  but  nil  Ithata 
full  of  mothn.  Come ;  I  would  your  cambric  were  sensible 
as  your  finger,  that  you  might  leave  pricking  it  for  pity. 
Come,  you  sliall  go  with  us. 

Vir,  No^good  madam,  pardon  me;  indeed,  I  will  not 
forth. 

Vol.  In  truth,  la,  go  with  me;  and  I'll  tell  you  excellent 
news  of  your  huslmnd.  101 

Vir.  O,  good  tnadani,  there  can  be  none  vet. 

Vtl.  Verily,  I  do  not  jest  with  you;  there  came  news 
fn>m  him  hv<t  night. 

Vir.  Indeed,  madam? 

Val.  In  earnest,  it's  true;  I  heard  a  senator  speak  it. 
Thus  it  is:  the  Volsc(*s  have  an  army  forth;  against  whom 
Comiuius  the  general  is  gone,  with  one  part  of  our  Roman 
power:  your  lord  and  Titus  Lartius  are  set  down  beforo 
their  city  Corioli;  they  nothing  doubt  piipvailing  and  to 
make  it  brief  wars.  Tliisis  true,  on  mine  honour;  and  i;o, 
I  pray,  go  with  us. 

Vir.  Give  me  excuse,  good  mailam;  I  will  obey  you  in 
every  thing  hereafter. 
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Vol.  Let  her  alone,  lady:  as  she  is  now,  she  will  but 
disease  our  better  niirtli. 

Val.  In  trotli,  I  think  she  would.  Fare  you  well,  then. 
Come,  good  sweet  lady.  Prithee,  Virgilia,  turn  thysolem- 
ness  out  o'  door,  and  go  along  with  us.  121 

Vir.  No,  at  a  word,  madam ;  indeed,  I  must  not.  I  wish 
you  much  mii*th. 

Val.  Well,  then,  fai-ewell.  [Mreunt. 

ScENS  IV.    Before  CorioU. 

Enter  with  drum  and  colour*,  Marcius,  Titus  Lartfus, 
Captains  and  Soldiers.     To  them  a  Messenger. 

Mar.  Yonder  comes  news.    A  wager  they  have  met. 

Lart,  My  horse  to  yours,  no. 

Mar,  *Tis  done. 

Lart.  Agreed. 

Mar.  Saj',  has  our  general  met  the  enemy? 

Me49.  They  lie  in  view;  but  have  not  spoke  as  yet. 

lAirt.  So,  the  good  horse  is  mine. 

Mar.  ril  buy  liim  of  yon. 

Lart.  No,  Til  nor  sell  nor  give  him:  lend  you  him  I  will 
For  half  a  hundredjrears.    Summon  the  town. 

Mar.  How  far  off  lie  these  armies? 

Me%9.  Within  this  mile  and  half. 

Mar.  Then  sliall  we  liear  their  'larum,  and  they  ours. 
Now,  Mars,  I  prithee,  make  us  quick  in  work,  10 

That  we  with  smoking  swords  may  march  from  hence, 
To  help  our  fielded  friends!    Come,  blow  thy  blast. 

They  sound  a  parley.    Enter  two  Senators  mih  other*  on  the 

tcalls. 

Tullus  Aufidius,  is  he  within  your  walls?  . 

Firet  Sen.  No,  nor  a  man  that  fears  you  less  than  he. 
That's  lesser  than  a  little.     [Drums  c{far  off.]    Hark!  our 

drums 
Arc  bringing  forth  our  youth.     We*ll  break  our  walls, 
liather  than  they  shall  pound  us  up:  our  gates. 
Which  yet  seem  shut,  we  have  but  pinn'd  with  rushes; 
They'll  ♦pen  of  themselves.    [Alarum  afar  off.]  Hark  you, 

far  off  I 
There  is  Auddius;  list,  what  work  he  makes  20 

Amongst  your  cloven  army. 

Mar.  O,  they  are  at  it! 

Lari,  Their  noise  be  our  instruction.    Ladders,  ho! 

Enter  the  army  of  the  Volsccs. 
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Mar,  They  fear  us  not,  but  issue  forth  their  citv. 
Now  put  your  shields  before  3'our  hearts,  and  fight 
With  hearts  more   proof  than  shields.     Adyance,  brare 

Titus: 
They  do  disdain  us  much  beyond  our  thoughts, 
Which  makes  me  sweat.     Come  on,  my  fellows: 
He  that  retires,  Til  take  him  for  a  Volsce, 
And  he  shall  feel  mine  edge. 

AlarUm,     The  Romans  are  beat  ha^k  to  their  trenches,    be^ 

entiv  Marcius,  cursing. 

Mar.  All  the  contagion  of  the  south  light  on  vou,        80 
You  shames  of  l^me!  you  herd  of— Boils  and  plagues 
Plaster  you  o'er,  that  you  mav  be  abhorr'd 
Further  than  seen  and  one  infect  another 
Against  the  wind  a  mile!  You  souls  of  geese, 
That  bear  the  shapes  of  men,  how  have  you  run 
From  slaves  that  apes  would  beat!    Pluto  and  hell! 
All  hurt  behind;  backs  red,  and  faces  pale 
With  flight  and  a^cd  fear!    3Iend  and  charge  home, 
Or,  by  the  flres  of  heaven,  I'll  leave  the  foe 
And  make  my  wars  on  you:  look  to't:  come  on;  40 

If  you'll  stand  fiist,  we  11  beat  them  to  their  wives, 
As  they  us  to  our  trenches  followed. 

Another  alarum.      The  Volsces  jlp,  and  MARcnrs  foUoios 

them  to  the  gate$„ 

80,  now  the  gates  are  ope:  now  prove  good  seconds: 
*Tis  for  the  followers  fortune  widens  them. 
Not  for  the  fliers:  mark  me,  and  do  the  like. 

[Enters  the  gates. 
First  Sol.  Fool-hardiness;  not  I. 
8:i€.  Sol,  Nor  I. 

[Mareius  is  sJiut  in. 
First  Sol.  Sec,  they  have  shut  him  in. 
AU.  To  the  pot,  I  warrant  him. 

[Alarum  continues. 

Be-enter  Titus  Labtius. 

Lart,  What  is  become  of  MarciusT  ^ 

A^.  Slain,  sir,  doubtless. 

First  Sol.  Following  the  fliers  at  the  very  heels, 
With  them  he  enters;  who,  upon  the  sudden,  50 

Clapp'd  to  their  gates:  he  is  himself  alone, 
To  answer  all  the  city. 

Lart.  O  noble  fellow! 

Who  sensibly  outdares  his  senseless  sword. 
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And,  wb«n  it  bows,  stands  up.    TIiou  art  left,  Marcius: 

A  carbuncle  entire,  as  big  as  thou  art, 

Were  not  so  rich  a  jewel.    Thou  wast  a  soldier 

Even  to  Calo's  wish,  not  fierce  and  terrible 

Only  in  strokes;  but,  with  thy  grim  looks  and 

The  thunder-like  percussion  of  thy  sounds, 

Thou  madest  thine  enemies  shake,  as  if  the  world  60 

Were  feverous  and  did  tremble. 

*    JSe-erUer  Marcius,  bleeding,  anauUed  by  the  enemy. 

First  Sol.  Look,  sir. 
LarL  O,  'tis  Marcius! 

Let's  fetch  him  off,  or  make  remain  alike. 

[Ihcyjight,  and  aU  enter  tliedty. 


ScBNB  V.     CorioHL    A  street. 

Enter  certain  Romans,  toUh  epoQs. 

First  Bom.  This  will  I  carry  to  Rome. 

Sec.  Bom.  And  I  this. 

Third  Bom.  A  murrain  on't !    I  took  this  for  silver. 

[Alarum  continues  still  qfar  off. 

Enter  Marcius  and  Titus  Lartius  with  a  trumpet 

Mar.  See  here  these  movers  that  do  prize  their  hours 
At  a  crack'd  drachm !    Cusliions,  leaden  spoons. 
Irons  of  a  doit,  doublets  that  hangmen  would 
Bury  with  those  that  wore  them,  these  base  slaves. 
Ere  yet  the  fight  be  done,  pack  up:  down  with  them  I 
And  hark,  what  noise  the  general  makes!    To  him!         10 
There  is  the  man  of  my  soul's  hate,  Aufidfus. 
Piercing  our  Romans:  then,  valiant  Titus,  take 
Convenient  numbers  to  make  good  the  city; 
Whilst  I,  with  those  that  have  the  spirit,  will  haste 
To  help  Cominius. 

Lart.  Worthy  sir,  thou  blced'st; 

Thy  exercise  hath  been  too  violent  for 
A  secon4||ourse  of  fight. 

Mar.  Sir.  praise  me  not; 

My  work  hath  3'et  not  warm'd  me:  fare  you  well: 
The  blood  I  dn>p  is  rather  physical 

Than  dangerous  to  mo:  to  Aufidius  thus  dO 

I  will  appear  and  fight. 

Lnrt.  Now  the  fair  goddess.  Fortune, 

Fall  deep  in  love  with  thee;  and  her  great  charms 
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Misguide  thy  opposera*  swords!    Bold  gentleman. 
Prosperity  be  thy  page! 

Mar,  Thy  friend  no  less 

Than  those  she  placeth  highest  I    So,  farewell. 

Ijart.  Thou  worthiest  Marqius!  [EoeU  Mardus, 

Go,  sound  thy  trumpet  In  tlie  marlcet-place; 
Call  thither  all  the  officers  o*  the  town, 
Where  they  shall  know  our  mind:  away!  [ExeunU 


Scene  VI.    Near  the  camp  of  Chminius. 

Enter  Cominius,  cm  it  were  in  retire^  vith  soldiers. 

Com.  Breathe  you,  my  friends:  well  fought;  we  are  come 
oflf 
Like  Romans,  neither  foolish  in  our  stands, 
Nor  cowardly  in  retire:  believe  me,  sirs, 
We  shall  be  charged  again.     Whiles  we  have  struck, 
By  interims  and  conveying  gusts  we  have  heard 
The  charges  of  our  friends.     Yc  Roman  gods! 
Lead  their  successes  as  we  wish  our  owu, 
That  both  our  powers,  with  smiling  fronts  encountering, 
May  give  you  thankful  sacrifice. 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

Thy  news? 

MeM.  The  citizens  of  Corioli  have  issued,  10 

And  given  to  Lartius  and  to  Marcius  battle: 
I  saw  our  party  to  their  trenches  driven. 
And  then  I  came  away. 

Com.  Though  thou  speak'st  truth, 

Methinks  thou  speak'st  not  well.    IIow  long  is*t  since? 

Mess.  Above  an  hour,  my  lord. 

Com.  Tis  not  a  mile ;  briefly  we  heard  their  drums: 
IIow  couldst  thou  in  a  mile  confound  an  hour. 
And  bring  thy  news  so  late? 

Mess.  Spies  of  the  Volsces 

Held  me  in  chase,  that  I  was  forced  to  wheel 
Three  or  four  miles  about,  else  had  I,  sir,  ^  20 

Half  an  hour  since  brought  my  report. 

Com.  Wlio's  yonder, 

That  does  appear  as  he  were  flay*d?    O  gods! 
He  has  the  stamp  of  Marcius;  and  I  have 
Before-time  seen  him  thus. 

Mar.  [  Within]     Come  I  too  late  ? 

Com,  The  shepherd  knows  not  thunder  from  a  tabor 

Shax.  II.--27 
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More  than  I  know  the  sound  of  Marcios'  tongue 
From  every  meaner  man. 

Enter  Makcius. 

Ma7\  Come  I  too  late? 

Com.  Ay,  if  you  come  not  in  die  blood  of  others, 
But  mantled  in  your  own. 

Mar.  O,  let  me  clip  ye 

In  arms  as  sound  as  when  I  woo'd,  in  heart  80 

As  merry  as  when  our  nuptial  day  was  done. 
And  tapers  hurn'd  to  bedward ! 

Cam,  Flower  of  warriors. 

How  i8*t  with  Titus  Lartius? 

Mar.  As  with  a  man  busied  about  decrees: 
Condemning  some  to  death,  and  some  to  exile; 
Ransoming  him,  or  pitying,  threatening  the  otiier; 
Holding  Corioli  in  the  name  of  Rome, 
Even  like  a  fawning  greyhound  in  the  leash,  . 
To  let  him  slip  at  will. 

Cam.  Where  is  that  slave 

Which  told  me  they  had  beat  you  so  your  trenches?       40 
Where  is  he?  call  him  hither. 

Mar.  Let  him  alone; 

He  did  inform  the  truth:  but  for  our  gentlemen. 
The  common  file— a  plague!  tribunes  for  them! — 
The  mouse  ne'er  shunn'd  the  cat  as  they  did  budge 
From  rascals  worse  than  they. 

Cam,  But  how  prevailed  yon? 

Mar.  Will  the  time  serve  to  tell?    I  do  not  think. 
Where  is  the  enemy?  are  you  lords  o*  the  field? 
If  not,  why  cease  you  till  you  are  so? 

Cam.  Marcius, 

We  have  at  disadvantage  fought  and  did 
Retire  to  win  our  purpose.  50 

Mar.  How  lies  their  battle?  know  you  on  which  side 
They  have  placed  their  men  of  trust? 

Gam.  As  I  guess,  Marcius, 

Their  bands  i'  the  vaward  are  the  Antiates, 
Of  their  b^t  trust ;  o'er  them  Aufidius, 
Their  verjrheart  of  hope. 

Mar.  I  do  beseech  you. 

By  all  the  battles  wherin  we  have  fought, 
By  the  blood  we  have  slied  together,  by  the  vows 
We  have  made  to  endure  friends,  that  you  directly 
Set  me  against  Aufidius  and  his  Antiates; 
And  that  you  not  delay  the  present,  but,  60 
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Filling  the  air  with  swords  advanced  and  darts, 
Wc  prove  this  very  hour. 

Com.  Though  I  could  wish 

You  were  conducted  to  a  gentle  bath 
And  balms  applied  to  you,  yet  dare  I  never 
Deny  your  asking:  take  your  choice  of  those 
That  best  can  aia  your  action. 

Mar.  Those  are  they 

That  most  arc  willing.     If  any  such  be  here — 
As  it  were  sin  to  doubt — that  love  this  painting 
Wherein  you  see  me  smeared ;  if  any  fear 
Lesser  his  person  than  an  ill  report;  70 

If  any  think  brave  death  outweighs  bad  life 
And  that  his  country's  dearer  tlinn  himself; 
Let  him  alonc«  or  so  many  so  minded. 
Wave  thus,  to  express  his  disposition. 
And  follow  Marcius, 

[They  oM  slumt  atid  teave  (heir  twords,  take  Mm  up  in 

their  anna,  and  east  up  their  caps, 
O,  me  alone  1  make  you  a  sword  of  me? 
If  these  shows  be  not  outward,  which  of  you 
But  is  four  Volsces?  none  of  you  but  is 
Able  to  bear  against  the  great  Aufidius 
A  shield  as  hard  as  his.     A  certain  number,  80 

Though  thanks  to  all,  must  I  select  from  all:  the  rest 
Shall  bear  the  business  in  some  other  fight. 
As  cause  will  be  obey*d.     Please  you  to  march; 
f  And  four  shall  quickly  draw  out  my  command^ 
Which  men  are  best  inclin'd. 

Com.  March  on,  my  fellows: 

Make  good  this  ostentation,  and  you  shall 
J)ivide  in  all  with  us.  [Exeunt. 


Scene  VII.     The  gates  qf  Cdrioll 

Titus  Laiitius,  hating  set  a  guard  upon  Corioli^  going  with 
drum  and  trumpet  toward  CoMiNius  and  Caiub  Marcius, 
enters  with  a  Lieutenant,  oiJur  Soldiers,  and  a  Scout. 

Lart.  So,  let  the  ports  be  guarded :  keep  your  duties. 
As  I  have  set  them  down.     If  I  do  send,  dispatch 
Those  centuries  to  our  aid:  the  rest  will  serve 
For  a  short  holding:  if  we  lose  the  field. 
We  cannot  keep  the  town. 

Lieu.  Fear  not  our  care,  sir. 

Lart.  Hence,  and  shut  your  gates  upon's. 
Our  gulder,  come;  to  the  Roman  camp  conduct  us. 

[Exeunt. 
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Scene  VUI.    A  fidd  oj  battle. 

Alarum  as  in  battle.    Enter,  from  opposite  ndea,  Mabcius 

and  AuFiDius. 

Jfar,  I'll  fight  with  none  but  thee;  for  I  do  hate  thee 
( Worse  than  u  promise-breaker. 

Auf.  We  hate  alike: 

Not  Afric  owns  a  serpent  I  abhor 
More  than  tliv  fame  and  envy.    Fix  thy  foot 

Mar.  Let  the  first  budgcr  die  the  other's  slave. 
And  tlie  gods  doom  him  after! 

Aitf,  If  I  fly,  Marcius, 

Halloa  me  like  a  hare. 

Mar,  Within  these  three  hoi\rs,  Tullus, 

Alone  I  fought  in  your  Corloli  walls, 
And  made  what  work  I  pleased;  'tis  not  my  blood 
Wherein  thou  seest  me  niask'd ;  for  thy  revenge  10 

Wrench  up  thy  power  to  the  highest. 

Avf,  Wert  thou  the  Hector 

That  was  the  whip  of  your  brngg'd  progeny, 
Thou  shouldst  not  scape  toe  here. 

[They  fight,  and  certain   Volsees  come  to  the  aid  of 
Aujtdim.     Marcius  fights  till  they  be  driven  in 
breatlUess. 
Officious,  and  not  valiant,  you  have  shamed  me 
In  your  condemned  seconds.  [Esreunt, 

SCEKB  IX.     The  Bonian  camp, 

Iflourish,  Alarum.  A  retreat  is  sminded.  FJovrish.  Enter 
frojn  one  side,  Cominiub  xciththe  Romans;  from  the  other 
side,  3IARC1U8,  xcith  his  arm  in  a  seaif. 

Com.  If  I  should  tell  theo  o*er  this  thy  day's  worh 
Thou'ldst  not  believe  thy  deeds:  but  ril  report  it 
Where  senators  shall  mingle  tears  with  smiles, 
Where  great  patricians  shall  attend  and  shrug, 
r  the  end  admire,  where  ladies  shall  be  frighted, 
And,  gladly  quaked,  hear  more;  where  the  dull  tribunes. 
That,  with  the  fusty  plebeians,  hate  thine  honours. 
Shall  say  against  their  hearts  *'  We  thank  tiic  gods 
Our  Rome  hath  such  a  soldier." 

Yet  earnest  thou  to  a  morsel  of  this  feast,  10 

Having  fully  dined  before. 


Enter  Trrus  Lartius,  with  his  power,  from  the  pursuit. 
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Lari.  O  general, 

Here  is  the  steed,  we  the  caparison: 
Ilndst  tlio\i  beheld — 

Mar,  Pray  now,  no  more:  my  mother, 

Who  has  n  charter  to  extol  her  blood, 
When  slic  docs  praise  me  grieves  me.    I  hnYC  done 
As  you  have  done;  tluit's  what  I  can;  induced 
As  you  have  been:  that's  for  my  country: 
He  that  ha<«  but  effected  his  good  will 
Ilath  ovcrta'irn  mine  act. 

Com,  You  shall  not  bo 

The  grave  of  vour  deserving;  Home  must  know  90 

The  value  of  her  own:  'twere  a  concealment 
Worse  than  a  theft,  no  less  than  a  traducement. 
To  hide  your  doings;  and  to  silence  thai. 
Which,  to  the  spire  and  top  of  praises  vouch'd, 
Would  seem  Imt'modest:  therefore,  I  beseecli  you^- 
In  sign  of  wliat  you  are,  not  to  reward 
What  you  have  done— before  our  army  hear  me. 

Mar.  I  have  some  wounds  udou  me,  aad  they  smart 
To  hear  themselves  remember 'u. 

Cjm.  Should  they  not, 

Well  might  they  fester  'gainst  ingratitude,  80 

And  tent  themselves  with  death.     Of  all  tlie  horses. 
Whereof  we  have  ta'en  eood  and  good  store,  of  all 
The  treasure  in  this  field  achieved  and  city. 
We  render  you  the  tenth,  to  be  ta'en  forth. 
Before  the  common  distribution,  at 
Your  only  choice. 

Mar,  I  thank  you,  general; 

But  cannot  make  my  heart  consent  to  take 
A  bribe  to  pay  my  sword:  I  do  refuse  it; 
And  stand  i>pon  my  common  part  with  those 
That  liave  beheld  the  doing.  40 

[A  long  flourish,  Tliey  aU  cry  "Marciusl  Marcius!" 
east  up  their  caps  and  ianees:  Cominius  and  Ldrtius 
stand  bare. 

Mar.  May  these  same  instruments,  which  yon  profane, 
Never  souud  more!  when  drums  and  trumpets  shall 
r  the  field  prove  flatterers,  let  courts  and  cities  be 
Made  all  of  false- faced  soothing! 
When  steel  grows  soft  as  the  parasite's  silk. 
Let  him  be  made  a  coverture  for  the  wars! 
No  more,  I  sav!    For  that  I  have  not  wash'd 
Ny  nose  that  bled,  or  foiVd  some  debile  wretch, — 
Which,  witliout  note,  here's  many  else  have  done, — 
You  shout  me  forth  60 
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In  acclamattons  liyperboUcnl ; 

As  if  I  loved  my  little  si)ould  be  dieted 

lu  praises  sauced  with  lies. 

Uoin.  Too  modest  are  you; 

More  cruel  to  your  good  report  tlian  grateful 
To  us  that  give  you  truly:  by  your  patience. 
If  'gainst  yourself  you  be  incensed,  ^we'U  put  yon, 
Like  one  that  means  his  proper  harm,  in  manacles. 
Then  reason  safely  with  you.     Therefore,  be  it  Jcnown, 
As  to  us,  to  all  the  world,  that  Caius  Marcius 
Wears  this  war's  gai'land:  in  token  of  the  which,  60 

My  noble  steed,  known  to  the  camp,  I  give  him, 
With  all  his  trim  belonging;  and  from  this  time, 
For  what  he  did  before  Corioli,  call  him, 
With  all  the  applause  and  clamour  of  the  host, 
Caiub  Marcius  Coriolakts!    Bear 
The  addition  nobly  ererl 

[Flourish.     TrufnptU  9ound,  and  druiM. 

All,  CaiuB  Marcius  Coriolanus! 

tor.  I  will  go  wash ; 
And  when  my  face  is  fair,  you  shall  peroeiye 
Whether  I  blush  or  no:  howbeit,  I  thank  you.  70 

I  mean  to  stride  your  steed,  and  at  all  times 
To  undcrcrest  your  good  addition 
To  the  fairness  of  my  power. 

Cam.  8o,  to  our  tent; 

Where,  ere  we  do  repose  us,  we  will  write 
To  Rome  of  our  success.     You.  Titus  Lartius, 
Must  to  Corioli  back:  send  us  to  Rome 
The  best,  with  whom  we  may  articulate, 
For  their  own  good  and  ours. 

Lart.  I  shall,  my  lord. 

Cor.  The  gods  begin  to  mock  me.    I,  that  now 
Refused  most  princely  gifts,  am  bound  to  bog  80 

Of  my  lord  general. 

Com.  Take't;  'tis  vours.    What  is't? 

Cor.  I  sometime  lay  here  in  Corioli 
At  a  poor  man's  house;  he  used  me  kindly: 
He  cried  to  me:  I  saw  him  prisoner; 
But  then  Aufidius  was  within  my  view, 
And  wrath  o'erwhelm'd  mv  pity:  I  request  you 
To  give  my  poor  host  freedom. 

Com.  O,  well  begg'd! 

Were  he  the  butcher  of  my  son,  he  should 
Be  free  as  is  the  wind.    Deliver  him,  Titus. 

Lart.  Marcius,  his  name? 

Cor.  By  Jupiter  I  forgot  00 
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I  am  weary;  yea,  my  memory  is  tired. 
Have  we  no  wine  here? 

Cdm.  Go  we  to  owr  tent: 

The  blood  upon  your  visage  dries;  *tis  time 
It  should  be  look'd  to:  come.  [Exeunt 

ScEKE  X.     The  eampofOie  VoUces, 

A  flourish.    Corneti.    Enter  TuLLrs  Aufidius,  bloody,  wWi 

tico  or  three  Soldiers. 

Avf.  The  town  is  ta'en! 

First  Sot.  Twill  be  delivered  back  on  good  condition. 

Auf.  Condition! 
I  would  I  were  a  Roman ;  for  I  cannot, 
Being  a  Yolsce,  be  that  I  am.    Condition  1 
What  good  condition  can  a  treaty  find 
I'  the  part  that  is  at  mercy?    Five  times,  Marcius. 
I  have  fought  with  titee;  so  often  hast  thou  beat  me, 
And  wouldst  do  so,  I  think,  should  we  encounter 
As  often  as  we  eat.     By  the  elements,  10 

If  e'er  again  I  nteet  him  beard  to  lieard, 
He*s  mine,  or  I  am  his:  mine  emulation 
Hath  not  that  honour  in't  it  had;  for  where 
I  thought  to  crush  him  in  an  equal  force. 
True  sword  to  sword.  I'll  potch  at  him  some  way 
Or  wrath  or  craft  may  get  him. 

First  S(d,  He's  the  devil. 

Aitf.  Bolder,  though  xiot  so  subtle.    My  valour's  poison'd 
With  only  suffering  £tain  by  him;  for  him 
Shall  fly  out  of  itself:  nor  sleep  nor  sanctuary, 
Being  naked,  sick^  nor  fane  nor  Capitol,  20 

The  prayers  of  priests  nor  times. of  sucriflcc, 
Embarquements  all  of  fury,  shall  lift  up 
Their  rotten  privilege  and  custom  'gainst 
My  hate  to  Marcius:  where  I  find  iiim,  were  it 
At  home,  upon  my  brother's  guard,  even  there, 
Against  the  hospitable  canon,  would  I 
Wash  my  fierce  hand  in's  heart.    Go  you  to  the  city; 
Learn  how  'tis  held;  and  what  they  are  that  must 
Be  hostages  for  Rome. 

First  M.  Will  not  you  go? 

Auf.  1  am  attended  at  the  cypress  grove:  I  pray  you — 
Tis  south  the  city  mills — bring  mc  word  thither  81 

How  the  world  goes,  that  to  the  pace  of  it 
I  may  spur  on  my  journey. 

First  SuL  I  shall,  sir.  [Exeunt. 
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ACT  II. 

ScBKiB  I.    Borne,     A  public  place. 

Enter  Menenius  with  the  tuk?  Tribunes  of  the  people,  Sicinius 

and  Brutus. 

Men.  The  augurer  tells  me  we  shall  have  news  to-night 

Bru,  Good  or  bad  ? 

Men.  Not  according  to  the  prayer  of  the  people,  for  they 
love  not  Marcius. 

Bic.  Nature  teaches  beasts  to  know  their  friends. 

Men.  Pray  3*00,  who  does  the  wolf  love? 

Sic.  The  lamb. 

Men.  Ay,  to  devour  him;  as  the  hungry  plebeians  would 
the  noble  Marcius.  11 

Bru.  He's  a  lamb  indeed,  that  baes  like  a  bear. 

Men,  He's  a  bear  indeed,  that  lives  like  a  lamb.  You 
two  are  old  men :  tell  me  one  thing  that  I  shall  ask  you. 

Both.  Well.  sir.  • 

Men.  In  what  enormity  is  Marcius  poor  in,  that  you  two 
have  not  in  abundance? 

Bru.  He*s  poor  in  no  one  fault,  but  stored  with  all.      21 

&c.  Especially  in  pride. 

Bru.  And  topping  all  others  in  boasting. 

Men.  Tliis  is  8ti*ange  now:  do  you  two  know  how  3-ou 
are  censured  here  in  the  city,  I  mean  of  us  o*  the  right-hand 
file?  do  vou? 

Both.  Whj',  how  are  we  censured? 

Men.  Because  you  talk  of  pride  now, — will  yovL  not  be 
angry? 

Both.  Well,  well,  sir,  well.  80 

Men.  Why,  'tis  no  great  matter;  for  a  very  little  thief  of 
occasion  will  rob  you  of  a  great  deal  of  patience:  give  your 
dispositions  the  reins,  and  be  angiy  at  your  pleasures;  at 
the  least,  if  you  take  it  as  a  pleasure  to*  j- ou  m  b(»ing  so. 
You  blame  Marcius  for  bein^  proud? 

Bru.  We  do  it  not  alone,  sir. 

Men.  I  know  you  can  do  very  little  alone;  for  your 
helps  arc  many,  or  else  your  actions  would  grow  wondrous 
single:  your  abilities  are  too  infant-like  for  doing  much 
alone.  You  talk  of  pride:  O  that  you  could  tuni  your 
eyes  toward  the  napes  of  your  necks,  and  make  Imt  an 
interior  survey  of  your  good  selves!    O  that  you  could ! 

Bru.  What  then,  sir? 

Men.  Why,  then  you  should  discover  a  brace  of  unmerit- 
ing,  proud.  Violent,  testy  magistrates,  alias  fools,  as  any  in 
Rome. 
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8ie,  McncDius,  yoi}  arc  known  well  enough  too.  50 

Men,  I  am  known  to  be  a  humorous  patrician,  and  one 
that  loves  a  cup  of  hot  wine  with  not  a  drop  of  alhijing 
Tiber  in't;  Kiid  to  l)c  something  imperfect  in  favoring  the 
flrst  complaint;  hasty  and  tindcr-likc  upon  too  trivial 
motion;  one  that  converses  more  with  the  buttock  of  tho 
night  than  with  the  forehead  of  the  morning:  what  I  think 
I  utter,  and  spend  my  malice  in  my  breath.  Meeting  two 
such  wealsmen  as  you  are — I  cannot  call  you  Lycurguscs — 
if  the  drink  you  give  me  touch  my  palate  adversely,  I 
make  a  crooked  face  ^t  it.  I  can*t  say  your  worships  have 
delivered  the  matter  well,  when  I  find  the  ass  in  compound 
with  the  major  part  of  your  syllables:  and  thougli  I  must 
bo  content  to  bear  with  those  that  say  you  are  reverend 
grave  men,  yet  they  lie  deadly  that  tell  you  you  have  good 
faces.  If  you  see  this,  in  the  map  of  my  microcosm, 
follows  it  that  I  am  known  well  enough  too?  what  harm 
can  your  bisson  conspectuities  glean  out  of  this  character, 
if  I  be  known  well  enough  too? 

Bru.  Come,  sir,  come,  we  know  you  well  enough. 

Men,  You  know  neither  me,  yourselves,  nor  any  thing. 
You  are  ambitious  for  poor  knaves'  caps  and  legs:  you 
wear  out  a  good  wholesome  forenoon  in  hearing  a  cause 
between  an  orange-wife  and  a  fosse t  seller;  and  tlicu  reioarn 
the  controversy  of  three  pence  to  a  second  day  of  audience. 
Wlien  you  are  hearing  a  matter  between  parly  antl  party, 
if  you  chance  to  be  pinched  with  the  colic,  you  make  faces 
like  mummers;  set  up  the  bloody  flag  against  all  patience; 
and,  in  roaring  for  a  chamber-pot,  dismiss  the  controversy 
bleeding,  the  more  entangled  by  your  heariug:  all  the  peace 
you  make  in  their  cause  is,  calling  botli  tho  parties  knaves. 
You  are  a  pair  of  strange  ones.  80 

Brii.  Come,  come,  you  are  Well  understood  to  be  a  per- 
fecter  giber  for  the  table  than  a  necessary  benches  in  tho 
Capitol. 

Men,  Our  very  priests 'must  become  mockers,  if  they 
shall  encounter  such  ridiculous  subjects  as  you  are.  When 
you  speak  best  unto  the  purpose,  it  is  not  worth  the  wag- 
ging of  your  beards;  and  your  beards  deserve  not  so 
liononrable  a  grave  as  to  stuff  a  botclicr*s  cushion,  or  to  bo 
entombed  in  an  ass's  pack-saddle.  Yet  you  must  be  say- 
ing, Marcius  is  proud;  who,  in  a  cheap  estimation,  is  worth 
all  your  predecessors  since  Deucalion,  though  peradvcnture 
some  of  the  best  of  'em  were  hereditary  hangmen.  God -den 
to  your  worships:  more  of  3*our  conversation  would  infect 
m^  brain,  being  the  herdsmen  of  the  beastly  plebeians:  I 
will  be  bold  to  take  my  leave  of  you. 

[Brutus  ajudSicimus  go  atide. 
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JEnter  Yolumkia,  Virginia,  and  Valebia. 

How  BOW,  my  as  fair  as  noble  Indies, — and  the  moon,  were 
she  earthly,  no  nobler, — whither  do  you  follow  your  eves 
BO  fast?  109 

Vol,  Honourable  Menenius,  myboyMarcius  approaches; 
for  the  love  of  Juno,  lei's  go. 

Men.  Ha!  Harcius  coming  home! 

Vol.  Ay,  worthy  Menenius;  and  with  most  .prosperous 
approbation. 

Men.  Take  my  cap,  Jupiter,  and,  I  thauk  thee.  Hoo! 
Marcius  coming  home ! 

.  Vol  Vir,  Nay,  'tis  true. 

Vol.  Look,  here's  a  letter  from  him:  the  state  hath 
another,  his  wife  another;  and  I  think,  there's  one  at  home 
for  you.  .  120 

Men.  I  will  make  my  very  house  reel  to-night:  a  letter 
for  me! 

Vir.  Yes,  certain,  there's  a  letter  for  you;  I  saw't. 

Men,  A  letter  for  me !  it  rives  me  an  4'State  of  seven 
years'  health;  in  which  time  Iwill  make  a  lip  at  the  physi- 
cian: the  most  sovereign  prescription  in  Galen  is  but 
empiricutic,  and,  to  this  preservative,  of  no  better  report 
tliaii  a  horse-drench.  Is  he  not  wounded?  he  was  wont  to 
come  home  wounded.  181 

.  Vir.  O,  no,  no,  no. 

Vol.  O,  he  is  wounded;  I  thank  the  gods  for't. 

Men.  So  do  I  too,  if  it  be  not  too  much:  brings  a  victoiy 
in  his  pocket?  the  wounds  become  him. 

Vol.  On*8  brows:  Menenius,  he  comes  the  third  time 
home  with  the  oaken  j^arland. 

Men.  Has  he  disciplined  Aufldius  soundly? 

Vol.  Titus  Lartius  writes,  they  fought  together,  but 
Aufidius  got  off.  141 

Men.  And  'twas  time  for  him  loo,  I'll  warrant  him  that: 
an  he  had  stayed  by  him.  I  would  not  have  been  so  fidiused 
for  all  the  chests  in  Corioli,  and  the  gold  that's  in  ihem. 
Is  the  senate  possessed  of  this? 

Vol.  Good  ladies,  let's  go.  Yes,  yes,  yes;  the  senate  has 
letter3  from  the  general,  wherein  he  gives  my  son  the  whole 
name  of  the  war:  he  hath  in  this  action  outdone  his  for- 
mer deeds  doubly.        -  •  151 

Val,  In  troth,  there's  wondrous  things  spoke  of  him. 

Men.  Wondrous  I  ay,  I  warrant  you,  and  not  without 
his  true  purchasing. 

Vir.  The  gods  grant  them  true  I 

Vol,  True  I  pow,  wow* 
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Men.  True!  I'll  be  sworn  they  arc  true.  Where  is  he 
wounded?  [To  the  Tribunes]  God  save  your  good  wor- 
ships! Marcius  is  coming  home:  he  has  more  cause  to  be 
prond.    Wiicre  is  he  wounded? 

Vol.  V  the  shoulder  and  i'  the  ]cft  nnn:  tlicre  will  be 
hirgc  cicatrices  to  show  the  people,  when  he  shall  stand  for 
his  place.  He  received  in  the  repulse  of  Tarquin  seven 
hurts  i'  the  body. 

Men.  One  i'  the  neck,  and  two  i'  the  thigh,— there's  nine 
that  I  know. 

Vol,  He  had,  before  this  last  expedition,  twenty-five 
wounds  upon  him.  170 

Men.  Now  it's  twenty-seven :  every  gash  was  an  enemy's 
grave.     [A  s/iout and flourisli.]    Hark!  the  trumpets. 

Vol.  These  are  the  ushers  of  Marcius;  before  him  ho 
carries  noise,  and  behind  him  he  leaves  tears: 
Death,  that  dark  spirit,  in's  nervy  arm  doth  lie; 
Which,  being  advanced,  declines,  and  then  men  die. 

A  sennet.  Trumpets  souTid.  EtUer  CoMmitra  (he  general, 
and  Titus  Lartius;  betioeen  them,  Cokiolanus,  erotcned 
with  an  oaken  garland;  ioW^  Captains  atid  Soldiers,  and  a 
Herald. 

Her.  Know,  Home,  that  all  alone  Marcius  did  fight 
Within  Corioli  gates:  where  he  hath  ivon,  180 

With  fame,  a  name  to  Caius  Marcius;  these 
III  honour  follows  Coriolanus. 
Welcome  to  Rome,  renowned  Coriolanus  1  [FUmrith, 

AU.  Welcome  to  Rome,  renowned  Coriolanus! 

'Jor.  No  more  of  this;  it  does  offend  my  heart: 
Prav  now,  no  more. 

Com.  Look,  sir,  your  mother! 

Cor.  O, 

You  have,  I  know,  petition 'd  all  the  gods 
For  my  prosperity!  [Kneels. 

Vol.  Nay,  my  eood  soldier,  up; 

My  gentle  Marcius,  worthy  Caius,  and 
By  deed  achieving  honour  ncAvly  named,^  -  ^  190 

What  is  it? — Coriolanus  must  I  call  thee?—'-  ' 
But,  O,  thy  wife! 

Cor.  My  gracious  silencfv-ihail! 

Wouldst  thou  have  Jaugh'd  had  I  touM  cotUn'd  home, 
Tliat  weep'st  to  see  me  triumph?    Ah,  my  dear» 
Such  eyes  tlie  widows  in  Corioli  wear. 
And  mothers  that  lack  sons.  .  /-*     *-. 

Men.  ^ow,  the  go<)s  crown  thee! 
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Cor.  And  live  you  yet?    [To  Valeria]  O  my  sweet  lady, 
pardon. 

Vol.  I  know  not  where  to  turn:  O,  welcome  borne: 
And  welcome,  general :  and  ye'rc  welcome  all. 

Men,  A  hundred  thousand  welcomes.    I  could  weep  200 
And  I  could  laugh,  I  am  light  and  heavy.    Welcome. 
A  curse  begin  at  very  root  on's  heart, 
That  is  not  glad  to  see  thee!    You  are  three 
That  Rome  sbould  dote  on:  yet,  by  the  faith  of  men, 
We  have  some  old  crab- trees  here  at  home  that  will  not 
B3  grafted  to  your  relish.    Tet  welcome,  warriors: 
We  call  a  nettle  but  a  nettle  and 
The  faults  of  fools  but  folly. 

Com.  Ever  right. 

Cor.  Menenius  ever,  ever. 

Herald.  Give  way  there,  and  go  on! 

Cor.  [ToVolumniaandVirgilia'\'^o\XT 

hand,  and  3'ours:  210 

Ere  in  our  own  bouse  I  do  shade  my  head, 
The  good  patricians  must  be  visited ; 
From  whom  I  have  received  not  only  greetings, 
But  with  them  change  of  honours. 

VoL  I  have  lived 

To  see  Inherited  my  very  wishes 
And  the  buildings  of  my  fancy:  only 
There's  one  thing  wanting,  which  I  doubt  not  but 
Our  Rome  will  cast  upon  thee. 

Cor.  Know,  good  mother, 

I  bad  rather  be  their  servant  in  my  way, 
Than  sway  with  them  in  theirs. 

Com.  On,  to  the  Capitol!        220 

[Flourifh.     Comets.     Exert tvt  in  tUttc,  as  before. 

BnitviB  and  Sieiruus  come  forttard. 

Bru.  All  tongues  speak  of  him,  and  the  bleared  sights 
Are  spectacled  to  see  him:  your  prattling  nurse 
Into  a  rapture  lets  her  baby  ciy 
While  she  chats  him:  the  kitchen  malkin  pins 
Her  richest  lockram  'bout  her  reccliy  neck. 
Clambering  the  walls  to  eye  him :  stalls,  bulks,  windows, 
Are  smother'd  up,  leads  fiird,  and  ridges  horsed 
With  variable  complexions,  all  agreeing 
In  earnestness  to  see  him :  seld-sbown  fiamens 
Do  press  among  the  popular  thrones  and  puff  280 

To  win  a  vulgar  station:  our  vcira  dames 
Commit  the  war  of  white  and  damask  in 
Their  nicely-gawded  cheeks  to  the  wanton  spoil 
Of  Ph<Bbus'  burning  kisses:  such  a  pother 
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As  if  that  whatsoever  ^od  who  lends  him 
Were  slily  crept  into  his  humau  powers 
And  gave  him  graceful  i^osturc. 

Sic,  On  the  sudden, 

I  warrant  him  consul. 

Bra.  Then  our  office  may, 

During  his  power,  go  sleep. 

Sic.  Me  cannot  temperately  transport  his  honours       240 
From  where  he  should  begin  and  end,  but  will 
Lose  those  he  hath  won. 

Bni.  In  that  there's  comfort. 

Sic.  Doubt  not 

The  commoners,  for  whom  we  stand,  but  they 
Upon  their  ancient  malice  will  forget 
With  the  least  cause  fhcse  his  new  honours,  which 
Tiint  he  will  give  them  make  I  as  little  question 
As  he  is  proud  to  do*t. 

Bni,  I  heard  him  swear. 

Were  he  to  stand  for  consul,  never  would  ho 
Api)oar  V  the  market-place  nor  on  him  put 
The  napless  vesture  of  humility;  250 

Nor,  showing,  as  the  manner  is,  his  wounds 
To  the  people,  beg  their  stinking  breaths. 

Sic.  Tis  right 

Bra.  It  was  his  word:  O,  he  would  miss  it  rather 
Than  carry  it  but  by  the  suit  of  the  gentry  to  him 
And  the  desire  of  the  nobles. 

Sic.  I  wish  no  better  . 

Than  have  him  hold  that  purpose  and  to  put  it 
In  execution. 

Bru.  'Tis  most  like  he  will. 

Sic.  It  shall  be  to  him  then  as  our  good  wills, 
A  sure  destruction. 

Bra.  So  it  must  fall  out 

To  him  or  our  authorities.    For  an  end,  200 

We  must  suggest  the  people  in  what  hatred 
He  still  hath  held  them;  that  to*s  power  he  would 
Have  made  them  mules,  silenced  their  pleaders  and 
Dispropcrtied  their  freedoms,  holding  them, 
In  human  action  and  capacity. 
Of  no  more  soul  nor  fitness  for  the  world 
Then  camels  in  the  war,  who  have  their  provond 
Only  for  (tearing  burdens,  and  sore  blows 
For  sinking  under  them. 

Sic,  This,  as  you  say,  suggested 

At  some  time  when  his  soaring  insolence  270 

Shall  touch  the  people — which  time  shall  not  want, 


846  CORIOLANUS.  [act  ir. 

If  he  be  put  upon't;  and  that's  as  easy 
As  to  set  dogs  on  sheep — will  be  his  tiro 
To  kindle  their  dry  stubble;  and  their  biazc 
Shsdl  darken  him  for  ever. 

Enter  a  Mcssctiger. 

Bru.  What's  the  matter? 

Me88.  You  are  sent  for  to  the  Capitol.     'Tis  tliought 
That  Marcius  shall  be  consul: 
I  have  seen  the  dumb  men  throng  to  sec  him  and 
The  blind  to  hear  him  speak:  matrons  flung  gloves, 
Ladies  and  maids  their  scarfs  and  handkerchcrs,  280 

Upon  him  as  he  pass'd:  the  nobles  bended, 
As  to  Jove's  statue,  and  the  commons  made 
A  shower  and  thunder  with  their  caps  and  shouts: 
I  never  saw  the  like. 

Bru.  Let's  to  the  Capitol; 

And  carr}''  with  us  ears  and  eyes  for  the  time. 
But  hearts  for  the  event. 

Sic,  Ilavc  with  you.  [Exeunt. 


SCBKR IL     TJie  mine.     2  lie  Capitol, 
Enter  two  OfTicers,  to  lay  cushions. 

First  Off.  Come,  come,  they  arc  almost  here.  How  many 
stand  for  consulships? 

Src.  Off.  Three,  they  say :  but  'tis  thought  of  every  one 
Coriolauus  will  carry  it. 

Firtft  Off.  That's  a  brave  fellow;  but  he's  vengeance 
proud,  and  loves  not  the  common  people. 

Sec.  Off.  Faith,  there  have  been  many  great  men  that 
have  flattered  the  people,  who  ne'er  loved  them;  and  there 
be  many  that  they  have  loved,  they  know  not  where/ore: 
so  that,  if  they  love  they  know  not  why,  they  hate  upon  no 
better  a  ground :  therefore,  for  Coriolanus  neither  to  care 
whether  thev  love  or  hate  him  manifests  the  true  knowl- 
edge he  has  m  their  disposition;  and  out  of  his  noble  care- 
lessness lets  them  plainly  see't. 

First  Off.  If  he  did  not  care  whether  he  had  their  love 
or  no,  he  waved  indifferently  'twixt  doing  them  neither 
good  nor  harm :  but  he  seeks  their  hate  with  greater  devo- 
tion than  they  can  render  it  him;  and  leaves  nothing 
undone  that  may  fully  discover  him  their  opposite.  Now, 
to  seem  to  affect  the  malice  and  displeasure  of  the  people 
is  as  bad  as  that  which  he  dislikes,  to  flatter  them  for  their 
love. 
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See.  Off.  He  hath  deserved  worthily  of  his  country:  and 
his  ascent  is  not  by  such  easy  degrees  as  those  who,  having 
been  supple  and  courteous  to  the  people,  bonneted,  without 
any  further  deed  to  have  them  at  all  into  their  estimation 
and  report:  but  he  hnth  so  planted  his  honours  in  their 
eyes,  iind  his  actions  in  their  hearts,  that  for  their  tongues 
to  be  silent,  and  not  confess  so  much,  wcyq  a  kiua  of 
ingrateful  injury:  to  report  otherwise,  were  a  malice,  that, 
giving  itself  the  lie,  would  pluck  reproof  and  rebuke  from 
every  ear  that  heard  it. 

First  Off.  No  more  of  him;  he's  a  worthy  man:  make 
way,  they  are  coming.  40 

A  sennet.  Enter,  vM  Lictors  before  themy  CoMnmjs  (he 
consul,  Menknius,  Coriolanus.  Senators,  8iciniub,  and 
Brutus.  Ths  Senators  take  their  places;  the  Tribunes 
take  their  places  by  themselves,     Coriolai^ub  stands*, 

Men,  Having  determined  of  the  Yolsccs  and 
To  send  for  Titus  Lartius,  it  remains, 
As  the  main  point  of  this  our  after-meeting, 
To  gratify  his  noble  service  that 
Hath  thus  stood  for  his  country:  therefore,  please  you, 
Most  reverend  and  grave  elders,  to  desire 
The  present  consul,  and  last  general 
In  our  well-found  successes,  to  report 
A  little  of  that  worthy  work  performed 
By  Caius  Marcius  Coriolanus,  whom  50 

We  met  here  both  to  thank  a*d  to  remember 
With  honours  like  himself. 

First  Sen,  6peak,  good  Cominlus: 

Leave  nothing  out  for  length,  and  make  us  think 
Rather  our  state's  defective  for  requital 
Than  we  to  stretch  it  out.     [To  the  Tribunes]     Masters  o* 

the  people, 
We  do  request  your  kindest  ears,  and  after. 
Your  loving  motion  toward  the  common  body, 
To  yield  wiiat  passes  here. 

Sic.  We  are  convented 

Upon  a  pleasing  treaty,  and  have  hearts 
Inclinable  to  honour  and  advance  00 

The  theme  of  our  assembly. 

Bru,  Which  the  rather 

We  shall  be  blest  to  do,  if  he  remember 
A  kinder  value  of  the  people  than 
He-hath  hereto  prized  them  at. 

Men.  That's  off,  that's  off; 

I  would  you  rather  had  been  silent.    Please  you 
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To  hear  Cominius  speak? 

Bru.  Most  willingly; 

But  yet  my  caution  was  more  pertinent 
Than  the  rebuke  you  gave  it. 

Men,  lie  loves  your  people ; 

But  tie  him  not  to  be  their  bedfellow. 
Worthy  Cominius,  speak.       [CoHohiuxis  offer$  to  go  aira.y.] 
Nay,  keep  your  place.  70 

Firift  Sen.  Sit,  Coriohuius;  never  sliametohear 
What  you  have  nobly  done. 

Cor,  Your  honours'  pardon: 

I  had  rather  have  my  wounds  to  heal  again 
Than  hear  say  how  I  got  them. 

Bru,  Sir,  I  hope 

My  words  disbench'd  you  not. 

Cor.  Ko,  sir:  yet  oft, 

When  blows  have  made  me  stay,  I  fled  from  words. 
You  soothed  not,  therefore  hurt  not:  but  your  people, 
I  love  them  as  they  weigh. 

Men,  Pniy  now,  sit  down. 

Cor.  I  had  rather  have  one  scratch  my  head  i*  the  sun 
When  the  alarum  were  struck  than  idly  sit  80 

To  hear  my  nothings  mouster*d.  [EJtzt, 

Men.  Masters  of  the  people, 

Your  multiplying  spawn  how  can  he  flatter — 
That's  thousand  to  one  good  one — when  you  now  see 
He  had  rather  venture  all  his  limbs  for  honour 
Than  one  ou's  ears  to  hear  iH   Proceed.  Cominius. 

Com.  I  shall  hick  voice :  the  deeds  of  Coriolanua 
Should  not  be  uttered  feebly.     It  is  held 
That  valour  is  the  chiefest  virtue,  and 
Most  dignifies  tlio  haver :  if  it  be, 

The  man  I  speak  of  cannot  in  the  world  00 

Be  singly  counterpoised.     At  sixteen  years. 
When  Tarquin  made  a  head  for  Rome,  he  fought 
Beyond  the  mark  of  others:  our  then  dictator. 
Whom  with  all  praise  I  point  at,  saw  him  fight, 
When  with  his  Amazonian  chin  he  drove 
The  bristled  lips  before  him:  he  bestrid 
An  o'er-prcss'd  Roman  and  i'  the  consul's  view 
Slew  three  opposers:  Tarquin's  self  he  met. 
And  struck  him  on  his  knee:  in  that  day's  feats. 
When  he  might  act  the  woman  in  the  scene,  100 

lie  proved  best  man  i'  the  field,  and  for  his  meed 
Was  brow-bound  with  the  oak.     His  pupil  age 
Man-enter'd  thus,  ho  waxed  like  a  sea, 
And  in  the  brunt  of  seventeen  battles  sinoQ 
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He  lurcird  all  swords  of  the  garland.     For  this  last, 

Before*  and  in  CorioH,  k't  me  say, 

I  cannot  spcuk  him  home:  he  stopped  the  fliers; 

And  by  his  rare  example  made  the  coward 

Turn  terror  into  sport:  ns  weeds  before 

A  vessel  under  siiil,  so  men  obey'd  110 

And  fell  Iwlow  Ids  stem    his  sword,  death's  stamp, 

Where  it  did  mark,  it  look;  from  face  to  foot 

He  was  a  thing  of  l>lood,  whose  every  motion 

Was  timed  with  dying  cries:  alone  he  enter'd 

The  mortal  gate  of  the  city,  which  he  painted 

With  shunless  destiny :  aidless  cume  on. 

And  with  a  sudden  reinforcement  struck 

Corioli  like  a  planet:  now  all's  his: 

When,  by  and  by,  the  din  of  war  gnn  pierce 

His  ready  sense;  then  straight  his  doubled  spirit  120 

Hc-Quicken'd  what  in  flesh  was  fatigate, 

And  to  tlic  battle  came  ho ;  where  he>  did 

Run  reeking  o'er  tlie  lives  of  men,  as  if 

Twere  a  perpetual  spoil:  and  till  we  call'd 

Both  field  and  city  ours,  he  never  stood 

To  e:ise  his  breast  with  panting. 

Men.  Worthy  man! 

Ftrst  &n.  He  cannot  but  with  measure  fit  the  honours 
Which  we  devise  him. 

Gjm.  Our  spoils  he  kick'd  at, 

And  look'd  upon  things  precious  as  they  were 
The  common  muck  of  the  world:  he  covets  less  130 

Than  misery  itself  would  give;  rewards 
His  deeds  with  doing  them,  and  is  content 
To  spend  tlie  time  to  end  it. 

Men.  He's  right  noble: 

Let  him  be  call'd  for. 

Firgt  Sen.  Call  Coriolanus. 

Off.  He  doth  appear. 

Reenter  Cokiolanus. 

Men.  The  senate,  Coriolanus,  arc  w^cll  pleased 
To  make  thee  consul. 

Cor.  I  do  owe  them  still 

My  life  and  services. 

Men.  It  then  remains 

Tliat  you  do  speak  to  the  people. 

Cor.  I  do  beseech  you. 

Let  me  o'erleap  that  custom,  for  I  cannot  140 

Put  on  the  gown,  stand  naked  and  entreat  them, 
For  mj  wounds'  soke,  to  give  their  stiilrage :  please  you 
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That  I  may  ]>clss  this  doiog. 

Sic.  Sir,  the  people 

Must  have  their  voices;  ueithcr  will  ihey  bate 
One  jot  of  ceremony. 

Men.  Put  them  not  to't: 

Pray  you.  go  fit  you  to  the  custom  and 
Take  to  you,  as  your  predecessors  have, 
Your  honour  with  your  form. 

Car,  It  is  a  part 

That  I  shall  blush  in  acting,  and  might  well 
Be  takieu  from  the  people. 

Bru.  Mark  you  that?  150 

Car,  To  brag  unto  them,  thus  I  did,  and  thus; 
Show  them  the  unaching  scars  which  I  should  hide, 
As  if  I  had  received  them  for  the  hire 
Of  their  breath  only ! 

Men.  Do  not  stand  upon't. 

We  recommend  to  you,  tribunes  of  the  people. 
Our  purpose  to  them:  and  to  our  noble  consul 
Wish  we  all  joy  and  honour. 

Senators,  To  Coriolanus  come  all  joy  and  honour! 
[FlounVi  of  cornets.    Exeunt  all  but  Sicinius  and  Brutus, 

Bru.  You  see  how  he  intends  to  use  the  people. 

Sie.  May  they  perceive 's  intent!  He  will  require  them. 
As  if  he  did  contemn  what  he  requested  IGI 

Should  be  in  them  to  give. 

Bru.  Come,  we'll  inform  them 

Of  our  proceedings  here:  on  the  market-pjace, 
I  know,  they  do  attend  us.  [Ejceunt. 

ScEKE  III.     The  same.     The  Forum. 

Enter  seten  or  eight  Citizens. 

First  at.  Once,  if  he  do  require  our  voices,  we  ought 
not  to  deny  him. 

Sec  CU.  We  may,  sir,  if  we  will. 

Third  Cit.  We  have  power  in  ourselves  to  do  it,  but  it  is 
a  power  that  we  have  no  power  to  do;  for  if  he  show  us 
his  wounds  and  tell  us  his  needs,  we  are  to  put  our  tongues 
into  those  wounds  and  speak  for  them;  so,  if  he  tell  us  his 
noble  deeds,  we  must  also  tell  him  our  noble  acceptance  of 
them.  Ingratitude  is  monstrous,  and  for  the  multitude  to 
be  ingrateful,  were  to  make  a  monster  of  the  multitude;  of 
the  which  we  behig  members,  should  bring  ourselves  to  be 
monstrous  members. 

First  Cit.  And  to  make  us  no  better  thought  of,  a  little 
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I 

help  will  serve;  for  once  we  stood  up  about  the  corn,  ho 
himself  stuck  not  to  call  us  the  maDy-hcadcd  multitude. 

Thij-d  Git  We  have  been  called  so  of  many;  not  that  our 
heads  are  some  brown,  some  black,  some  auburn,  some 
bald,  but  that  our  wits  are  so  diversely  coloured :  and  truly 
I  think  if  all  our  wits  were  to  issue  out  of  one  skull,  they 
would  fly  east,  west,  north,  south,  and  their  consent  of  one 
direct  way  should  be  at  once  to  all  the  points  o'  the  com- 
pass. 

Sec.  at.  Think  you  so?  Wliich  way  do  you  judge  my 
wit  would  fly? 

Third  Git.  Nay,  your  wit  will  not  so  soon  out  as  another 
man*s  will;  His  strongly  wedged  up  in  a  block-head,  but  if 
it  wei-e  at  liberty,  'twould,  sure,  southward. 

Sec.  Git.  Why  that  way? 

Third  Git.  To  lose  itself  in  a  fog,  where  being  three  parts 
melted  away  with  rotten  dews,  the  fourth  would  return  for 
conscience  sake,  to  help  to  get  thee  a  wife. 

Sec.  Git.  You  are  never  without  your  tricks:  you  may, 
you  may.  §9 

Third  Git,  Are  you  all  resolved  to  give  your  voices? .  But 
that's  no  matter,  the  greater  part  carries  it.  I  say,  if  he 
would  incline  to  the  people,  there  was  never  a  worthier 
man. 

Enter  Coriolaktts  in  a  gown  of  humility,  with  Mbnentu9. 

Here  he  comes,  and  in  the  gown  of  humility:  niark  liis 
behaviour.  We  are  not  to  stay  all  together,  but  to  come  by 
hi  mi  where  he  stands,  by  ones,  by  twos,  and  by  threes. 
.He's  to  make  his  requests  by  particulars;  wherein  every 
one  of  us  has  a  single  honour,  in  giving  him  our  own  voices 
with  our  own  tongues:  therefore  follow  me,  and  I'll 
direct  you  how  you  shall  go  by  him. 

All.  Content,  content.  [Exeunt  eitusewf. 

Men,  O  sir,  you  are  not  right :  have  you  not  known 
The  worthiest  men  have  done*t? 

Gor.  Wliat  must  I  say? 

"  I  pray,  sir," — Plague  upon'tl  I  cannot  bring 
My  tongue  to  such  a  pace: — **  Look,  sir,  my  wounds! 
I  got  them  in  my  country's  service,  when 
Some  certain  of  your  brethren  roar'd  and  ran 
From  the  noise  of  our  own  drums." 

Men.  O  me,  the  gods!         60 

You  must  not  speak  of  that:  you  must  desire  them 
To  think  upon  you. 

Gor.  Think  upon  me!  hang 'em! 

I  would  they  would  forget  me,  like  the  virtues 
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Wliich  our  divines  l<»e  by  'em. 

Men.  You*ll  mar  all; 

ril  leave  you:  pray  you.  speak  to  *em,  I  pray  you. 
In  wholesome  manner.  [EaL 

Cor,  Bid  them  wash  their  faces 

And  Iceep  their  teeth  clean,    [ife^nfer  ttoo  of  the  (Xtken9.'\ 

So,  liere  comes  a  brace.     [Re-enter  a  third  Oifizai.] 
You  know  the  cause,  sir,  of  my  standinc  liere. 

Third  Cit  We  do,  sir;  tell  us  what  hath  brought  \*ou  , 
to*t.  70  i 

Cor.  Mine  own  desert. 

Sec.  Cif.  Your  own  desert! 

Ofr.  Ay.  but  not  mine  own  desire. 

Third  Cit.  How  not  your  own  desire? 

Cor.  No,  sir,  'twas  never  roy  desire  3*et  to  trouble  the 
poor  with  ijejging. 

Third  CU.  You  must  think,  if  we  give  you  anything,  we 
hope  to  gain  by  you. 

Cor.  Well  tlicn.  I  pray,  vour  price  o'  the  consulship?  80 

Fimt  Cit.  Tlie  price  is  to  ask  it  kindly. 

Cor.  Kindly!  Sir,  I  pray,  let  me  ha't:  I  have  wounds  to 
show*  you,  which  sliall  be  yours  in  private.  Your  good 
voice,  sir;  what  say  you? 

See.  Cit.  You  shall  ha'  it,  worthy  sir. 

Cor.  A  match,  sir.  Thcfre's  in  all  two  worthy  voices 
begged.     I  have  your  alms:  adieu. 

Thii^  Cit.  But  this  is  something  odd. 

See,  Cit  An  'twere  to  give  again. — Imt  *tis  no  matter.   90 

[ExeufU  the  three  Citiient. 

^-enter  tioo  otfier  Citizens. 

Cor.  Pray  you  now,  if  it  may  stand  with  the  tune  of 
your  voices  tliat  I  may  be  consul,  I  liave  here  the  customar}* 
gown. 

Fourth  Cit.  Tou  have  dcsewed  nobly  of  your  countn*. 
and  you  have  not  deserved  ifobly. 

Cor.  Your  enigma? 

Fourt/i  Cit.  You  have  been,  a  Fcourgo  to  her  enemies, 
you  have  been  a  rod  to  her  friends;  you  have  not  indeed 
joved  the  common  i^eople.  99 

Cor.  You  should  account  me  the  more  virtuous  that  L 
have  not  been  common  in  my  love.  I  will,  sir,  flatter  my 
sworn  l>rother,  tlie  people,  to  earn  a  dearer  estimation  of 
them;  'tis  a  condition  they  account  gentle :  and  since  tlio 
wisdom  of  their  choice  is  rather  to  have  my  hat  than  my 
licnrt,  I  will  practise  the  insinuating  nod  and  be  off  to  them 
most  countcrfcitly;  that  is,  sir,  I  will  counterfeit  the  be- 
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'witclimcnt  of  some  popular  man  and  elicit  bountiful  to 
the  desirers.    Tlierefore,  beseech  you,  Iraay  be  consul. 

Fifth  Cit,  We  hope  to  find  you  our  friend;  and  therefore 
•  give  you  our  voices  heartily. 

Fourth  CU,  You  liave  received  many  wounds  for  your 
country. 

Cor,  I  will  not  seal  your  knowledge  with  showing  them. 
I  will  make  much  of  your  voices,  and  so  trouble  you  no 
further. 

B}th  CU,  The  gods  give  you  Joy,  sir,  heartily !    [EjBeunt, 

Cor.  Most  sweet  voices! 
Better  it  is  to  die.  better  to  starve,  120 

Than  crave  the  hire  which  first  we  do  deserve. 
W^hv  in  this  woolvish  toge  should  I  stand  here. 
To  beg  of  Hob  and  Dick,  that  do  appear. 
Their  needless  vouches?    Custom  calls  me  to't: 
What  custom  wills,  in  all  things  should  we  do*t, 
The  dust  on  antique  time  would  lie  unswept, 
A.nd  mountainous  error  be  too  highly  henpt 
For  truth  to  o'er-pecr.    Rather  than  fool  it  so, 
Let  the  high  office  and  the  honour  go 
To  one  that  would  do  thus.    I  am  half  througlK  190 

The  one  part  suffer'd,  the  other  will  I  do. 

Be-enter  three  Citizens  more. 

Here  come  more  voices. 

Your  voices:  for  your  voices  I  have  fought; 

Watch'd  for  your  voices;  for  your  voices  bear 

Of  wounds  two  dozen  old ;  battles  thrice  six  ^ 

I  have  seen  and  heard  of;  for  your  voices  have 

Done  many  things,  -some  less,  some  more:  your  voices: 

Indeed,  I  would  l>c  consul. 

Slrth  CU.  He  has  done  nobly,  and  cannot  go  without  any 
honest  man's  voice.  140 

Seventh  CU,  Therefore  let  him  be  Consul:  the  gods  give 
him  loy,  and  make  him  good  friend  to  the  people! 

Au  Ou,  Amen,  amen.    God  save  thee,  noble  consul  I 

[Exeunt, 

Oar,  Worthy  voices  1 

Be^enUr  Mestekiub,  wUh  Brutub  and  SiciKius. 

Men.  You  have  stood  your  limitation ;  and  the  tribunes 
Endue  you  with  the  people's  roice :  remains 
That,  in  the  official  marks  invested,  y^ou 
Anon  do  meet  the  senate. 

Cor,  Is  this  done? 

8ie.  The  custom  of  request  you  have  discharged :       150 
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The  people  do  ^mit  you,  and  are  summoned 
To  meet  anon,  upon  your  approbation. 

Cor,  Where?  at  the  senate-house? 

Sic.  There,  Coriolanus. 

Cor,  Alay  I  change  these  garments? 

Sic.  You  may,  sir. 

Cor,  That  Til  straight  do;  and,  knowing  myself  again. 
Repair  to  the  senate-housc; 

Men,  I'll  keep  you  company.     "Will  you  along? 

Bru,  We  stay  here  for  the  people. 

&c  Fare  you  well. 

[Exeunt  Coriolanus  and  Menenius, 
He  has  it  now,  and  by  his  looks  methinks 
Tis  warm  al's  heart.  IGO 

Bru,  With  a  proud  heart  he  wore  his  humble  weeds. 
Will  you  dismiss  the  people? 

R^-enter  Citizens. 

Sk,  How  now,  my  masters!  have  you  chose  this  man? 

First  Cit.  He  has  our  voices,  sir. 

Bru,  We  pray  tlie  gods  he  may  deserve  your  loves. 

8ec,  at,  4>nien,  sir:  to  my  poor  unworthy  notice, 
He  mock'd  us  wlien  he  l>egg'a  our  voices. 

Third  OU,  Certainly 

Ho  flouted  U8  downright. 

First  at,  No,  'tis  his  kind  of  speech:  he  did  not  mock 
us. 

Sec,  at.  Not  one  amongst  us,  save  yourself,  but  says  170 
He  used  us  scornfully:  lie  should  have  show VI  us 
His  marks  of  merit,  wounds  received  f or*8  country. 

8'x,  Why,  so  he  did,  I  am  sure. 

Citizens,  No,  no;  no  man  saw  'cm. 

Third  Cit,  He  said  he  had  wounds,  which  he  could  show 
in  private; 
And  with  his  hat^  thus  waving  it  in  scorn, 
"  I  would  be  consul,"  says  he:  "aged  custom, 
But  by  your  voices,  will  not  so  permit  mc; 
Your  voices  therefore."    When  we  granted  that. 
Here  was  **  I  thank  you  for  your  voices:  thank  you :      179 
Your  most  sweet  voices :  now  you  have  left  your  voices, 
I  have  no  further  with  you."    Was  not  this  mockery? 

8ic.  Why  either  were  you  ignorant  to  see't. 
Or,  seeing  iC,  of  such  childish  friendliness 
To  yield  your  voices? 

Bru,  Could  you  not  have  told  him 

As  you  were  lesson'd,  when  he  had  no  power. 
But  was  a  petty  servant  to  the  state. 
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He  was  yowr  enem)',  ever  spake  against 

Your  liberlies  and  the  charters  tlial  you  bear 

r  the  body  of  the  weal;  and  now,  arriving 

^  place  of  potency  and  sway  o*  the  state,  190 

If  he  should  still  malignantly  remain 

Past  foe  to  the  plebeii,  your' voices  might 

Be  curses  to  yourselves?    You  should  have  said 

That  as  his  worthy  deeds  did  claim  no  less 

Than  what  he  stood  for»  so  his  gracious  nature 

Would  think  upon  you  for  vour  voices  and 

Translate  his  malice  towards  you  into  love, 

Standing  your  friendly  lord. 

Sic.  Thus  to  have  said, 

As  you  were  fore-advised,  had  touch'd  his  spirit 
And  tried  his  inclination ;  from  him  pluck'd  200 

Either  his  gracious  promise,  which  you  might. 
As  cause  had  call'd  you  up,  have  held  him  to; 
Or  else  it  would  have  gjiU'd  his  surlj'  nature, 
Which  easily  endures  not  article 
T^'ing  him  to  aught;  so  putting  him  to  ra^e. 
You  should  have  t^*en  the  advantage  of  his  choler 
And  pass*d  him  unelccted. 

Bru.  Did  you  perceive 

He  did  solicit  you  in  free  contempt 
When  he  did  need  your  loves,  and  do  you  think 
That  his  contempt  shall  not  be  bruising  to  you,  210 

When  he  liath  power  to  crush?    Wh)',  had  your  bodies 
No  heart  among  you?  or  had  you  tongues  to  cry 
Against  the  rectorship  of  judgement? 

S>.  Have  you 

Ere  now  denied  the  asker?  and  now  again 
Of  him  that  did  not  ask,  but  mock,  bestow 
Your  sued- for  tongues? 

Third  CU,  He's  not  confirmed ;  we  may  deny  him  yet, 

i&'A  CU.  And  will  deny  him: 
ril  have  five  hundred  voices  of  that  sound. 

First  at.  I  twice  five  hundred  and  their  friends  to  piece 
'em,  220 

Bru.  Get  you  hence  instantly,  and  tell  those  friends, 
They  have  chose  a  consul  that  will  from  them  take 
Their  liberties;  make  them  of  no  more  voice 
Than  dogs  that  are  as  often  beat  for  barking 
As  therefore  kept  to  do  so. 

Sic.  Let  them  assemble, 

And  on  a  safer  Judgement  all  revoke 
Y'our  ignorant  election;  enforce  his  pride. 
And  his  old  hate  unto  you;  besides,  forget  not 
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With  what  contempt  he  wore  the  liumblc  weed. 

How  in  his  suit  he  scorn'd  you;  but  your  loves,  230 

Thinking  upon  his  services,  took  from  you 

The  apprcliension  of  his  present  portauce, 

Which  most  gibiugly,  ungravely,  he  did  fashion 

After  the  iuveteralc  hate  lie  bears  you. 

Bru.  Lay 

A  fault  on  us  your  tribunes;  that  wc  laboured. 
No  impediment  between,  but  that  you  must 
Cast  your  election  on  him. 

8ie.  Say,  you  cliosc  him 

More  after  our  commandment  than  os  guided 
By  your  own  true  uiteetions,  and  that  your  minds, 
Pre-occupied  with  what  3'ou  rather  must  do  240 

Than  what  you  should,  made  you  against  the  grain 
To  voice  him  consul :  lay  the  fault  on  us. 

Btn.  Ay,  spare  us  not.     Say  we  read  lectures  to  you. 
How  youngly  he  be^an  to  serve  his  country, 
How  long  continued,  and  what  stock  he  springs  of 
The  noble  house  0'  the  Karcians,  from  whence  came 
That  Ancus  Marcius,  Kuma's  daughter's  son, 
Who,  after  great  Hostilius,  here  was  king; 
Of  the  same  house  Publius  and  Quintus  were. 
That  our  best  water  brought  by  conduits  hither;  850 

And  [Ccnsorinus,]  nobly  named  so. 
Twice  being  [by  the  people  chosen]  censor, 
Was  his  great  ancestor. 

Sic.  One  thus  descended. 

That  hath  beside  well  in  hi?  person  wrought 
To  be  set  high  in  place,  we  did  commend 
To  your  remembrances:  but  ^^'ou  have  found, 
Scaling  his  present  bearing  with  his  past. 
That  he's  vour  fixed  enemy,  and  revoke 
Your  sudden  approbation. 

Bru.  Say,  you  ne'er  had  done't — 

Harp  on  that  still— but  by  our  putting  on;  260 

And  presently,  when  you  have  drawn  your  number, 
He  pair  to  the  Capitol. 

AU,  We  will  so:  almost  ail 

Repent  in  tlieir  election.  [ExettrU  Citizens, 

Bru.  Let  them  go  on ; 

This  mutiny  were  better  put  in  hazard, 
Than  stay,  past  doubt,  for  greater: 
If,  OS  his  nature  is,  he  fall  in  rage 
With  their  refusal,  both  observe  and  answer 
The  vantage  of  his  auger.  « 

£iie.  To  the  Capitpl,  come: 
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"Wc  will  bo  there  before  the  stream  o*  the  people; 

And  this  shall  seem,  as  partly  'tis,  their  own,  270 

AVhich  wc  have  goaded  onward.  [Exeunt, 


ACT  III. 

Scene  I.    liojua.    A  street 

Cornetit.    Enter  Cokiolanus,  Mexenius,  all  the  Gcnliy, 
Ck)3ffnynTs,  Tnrs  Lartius,  and  otJicr  Senators 

Cor,  Tullus  Aufldius  then  had  made  new  head? 

Lart.  He  had,  my  lord ;  and  that  it  was  which  caused 
Our  swifter  composition. 

Cor.  So  then  the  Volsccs  stand  but  as  at  first, 
Kcad3%  when  time  shall  prompt  them,  to  make  road 
Upou's  again. 

Com,  They  are  worn,  lord  consul,  so, 

Thnt  we  shall  hardly  in  our  ages  see 
Their  banners  wave  again. 

Cor,  Saw  you  Aufidtus? 

Lart.  On  safe-guard  he  came  to  me;  and  did  curse 
Against  the  Volsces,  for  thej  liad  so  vilely  10 

Yielded  the  town :  he  is  retired  to  Antium. 

Cor,  Spoke  ho  of  me? 

Lart.  He  did,  my  lord. 

Cor.  How?  what? 

Lart.  How  often  he  had  met  you,  sword  to  swonl; 
That  of  all  things  upon  the  earth  he  hated 
Your  person  most,  that  he  would  pawn  his  fortunes 
To  hopeless  restitution,  so  he  might 
Be  cali'd  your  vanquisher. 

Cor.  At  Antium  lives  he? 

Lart,  At  Antium. 

Cor,  I  wish  I  had  a  cause  to  seek  him  there, 
To  oppose  his  hatred  fully.    Welcome  home.  20 

Enter  Sicinius  and  Brutus. 

Behold,  these  are  the  tribunes  of  the  ix^oplc. 

The  tongues  o'  the  common  mouth :  I  do  despise  them ; 

For  they  do  prank  them  in  authority. 

Against  all  noble  sufferance. 

Sie,  Pass  no  further. 

Cor.  Ha!  what  is  that? 

Bru.  It  will  l>e  dangerous  to  go  on:  no  further. 

Cor.  What  makes  this  change? 

Men.  The  matter? 
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Com,  Hath  he  not  pa88*d  the  noble  and  the  common? 

Bru,  Cominius,  no. 

Cor.  '  Have  I  h«d  childrcn*s  roiccs?  80 

First  Sen,  Tribunes,  give  way;  he  shall  to  the  market- 
place. 

Bru,  The  people  are  incensed  ag!unst  him. 

Sic.  Stop, 

Or  all  will  fall  in  broil. 

Cor,  Are  these  your  herd? 

Must  these  have  voices,  that  can  yield  them  now 
And  straight  disclaim  their  tongues?  What  are  your  ofBccs? 
You  being  their  mouths,  why  rule  you  not  their  tcclh? 
Have  you  not  set  them  on? 

Men,  Be  calm,  be  calm. 

Cor,  It  is  a  purposed  thing,  and  grows  by  plot, 
To  curb  the  will  of  the  nobility: 

Suffer't,  and  live  with  such  as  cannot  rule  40 

Nor  ever  will  be  ruled. 

Bru,  Cairt  not  a  plot: 

The  people  cry  you  mock'd  them,  and  of  late, 
"When  corn  was  given  them  gratis,  you  repined; 
ScandaVd  the  suppliants  for  the  people,  cali'd  them 
Time-pleasers,  flatterers,  foes  to  nobleness. 

(/or.Why,  this  was  known  before. 

Bnt,,  Not  to  them  all. 

Cor,  Have  you  inform'd  them  sithence? 

Bru.  '  How!  I  inform  them! 

Ccfm,  You  arc  like  to  do  such  business. 

Bnt,  Not  unlike, 

Each  way,  to  better  yours. 

Cor.  \\  hy  then  should  I  be  consul  ?    By  yond  clouds,     50 
Let  me  deserve  so  ill  as  you,  and  make  me 
Your  fellow  tribune. 

Sic,  You  show  too  much  of  that 

For  which  the  people  stir:  if  you  will  i)ass 
To  where  you  are  bound,  you  must  inquirc  )'our  way, 
Which  you  are  out  of,  with  a  gentler  spirit, 
Or  never  be  so  noble  as  a  consul, 
Nor  yoke  with  him  for  tribune. 

Men,  Let's  be  calm. 

Com.  The  people  are  abused ;  set  on.     This  paltering 
Becomes  not  Rome,  nor  has  Coriolanns 
Deserved  this  so  dishonoured  rub,  laid  falsely  CO 

r  the  plain  way  of  his  merit. 

Cor,  Tell  me  of  com ! 

This  was  my  speech,  and  I  will  speak't  again — 

Men.  Not  now,  not  now. 
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¥H,T9t  Sen.  Not  in  this  heat,  sir,  now. 

Cor.  Now,  as  I  live,  I  will.     My  nobler  friends, 
I  crave  tlieir  pardons: 

For  the  mutable,  rank-scented  many,  let  them 
Kcgard  me  as  I  do  not  flatter,  and 
Therein  behold  themselves:  I  say  again, 
In  soothing  them,  we  nourish  *gainst  our  senate 
The  cockle  of  rebellion,  insolence,  sedition,  70 

Which  we  ourselves  have  ploughed  for,  sow'd,  and  ficatter'd, 
By  mingling  them  with  ns,  the  honoured  number, 
Who  lack  not  virtue,  no,  nor  power,  but  that 
Which  they  have  given  to  beggara. 

Men.  Well,  no  more. 

Fint  Sen,  No  more  words,  we  beseech  you. 

Cor.  IIow !  no  more  I 

As  for  my  country  I  have  shed  my  blood. 
Not  fearing  outward  force,  so  shall  my  lungs 
Coin  words  till  their  decay  against  those  measles. 
Which  we  disdain  should  tetter  us,  yet  sought 
The  very  way  to  catch  them. 

Bm.  You  speak  o*  the  people,     80 

As  if  you  were  a  god  to  punish,  not     • 
A  man  of  their  infirmity. 

Sie.  Twcrc  well 

We  let  Ihe  people  know't. 

Men.  What,  what?  his  choler? 

Cor.  Choler! 
Were  I  as  patient  as  the  midnight  sleep, 
By  Jove,  'twould  be  my  mind  I 

Sic.  It  is  a  mind 

That  shall  remain  a  poison  where  it  is. 
Not  poison  any  further. 

Cor.  Shall  remain! 

Hear  you  this  Triton  of  the  minnows?  mark  you 
His  absolute  ''shall"? 

Com.  'Twas  from  the  canon. 

Cor.  ''Shall"!      90 

O  good  but  most  unwise  patricians!  why. 
You  grave  but  reckless  senators,  have  you  thus 
Given  Hydra  here  to  choose  an  officer, 
That  with  his  peremptory  *'8ha!l,"  being  but 
The  horn  and  noise  o'  the  monster's,  wants  not  spirit 
To  say  he'll  turn  your  current  in  a  ditch. 
And  make  your  channel  his?    If  he  have  power, 
Then  vail  your  ignorance;  if  none,  awake 
Your  dangerouslenity.     If  you  are  learn 'd. 
Be  not  as  common  fools;  if  you  arc  not,  100 
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Lot  them  have  cushions  by  you.     You  are  plebeians. 

If  they  be  ^uators:  and  ibey  arc  no  less. 

When,  both  your  voices  blended,  the  great 'st  taste 

Most  palates' theirs.     Tkey  choose  their  magistrate. 

And  such  a  one  as  he,  who  puis  his  "shall," 

His  popular  "shall,"  against  a  graver  bench 

Than  ever  frown'd  in  Greece.     By  Jove  himself  I 

It  makes  the  consuls  base :  and  my  soul  aches 

To  know,  when  two  authorities  are  up. 

Neither  supreme,  how  soon  confusion  110 

May  enter  *twlxt  the  gap  of  both  and  take 

The  one  by  the  other. 

Cma,  Well,  on  to  the  market -place. 

Cor,  Whoever  gave  that  counsel,  to  give  forth 
The  corn  o*  the  storehouse  gratis,  as  *twas  used 
Sometime  in  Greece,— 

Men.  Well,  well,  no  more  of  that. 

Cor.  Though  there  the  people  had  more  absolute  power, 
I  say,  they  nourished  disobedience,  fed 
The  ruin  of  the  state. 

Bru.  Why,  shall  the  people  give 

One  that  speaks  thus  their  voice? 

Cor.  I'll  give  my  reasons. 

More  worthier  than  their  voices.     They  know  the  corn    120 
AVas  not  our  recompense,  resting  well  assui*ed 
That  ne'er  did  service  for't :  being  press'd  to  the  war. 
Even  when  the  navel  of  the  slate  was  touch 'd. 
They  would  not  thread  the  gates.     This  kind  of  service 
Did  not  descTve  corn  gratis.     Being  i'  the  war. 
Their  mutinies  and  revolts,  wherein  they  show*d 
Most  valour,  spoke  not  for  them:  the  accusation 
Which  they  have  often  made  against  the  senate. 
All  cause  unborn,  could  never  be  the  motive 
Of  our  so  frank  donation.     Well,  what  then?  180 

How  shall  this  bisson  multitude  digest 
The  senate's  courtesy?    Let  deeds  express 
What's  like  to  be  their  words:  "  We  did  i*cquest  it; 
We  are  the  greater  poll,  and  in  true  fear 
They  gave  us  our  demands,"    Thus  we  debase 
The  nature  of  our  seats  and  make  tbe  rabble 
Call  our  cares  fears;  which  will  in  time 
Break  ope  the  locks  o'  the  senate  and  bring  in 
The  crows  to  peck  the  eagles. 

Men.  Come,  enough. 

Bim.  Enough,  with  over-measure. 

Cor.  No,  take  more:        140 

What  may  be  sworn  by,  both  divine  and  human. 
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Seal  what  I  end  witUal!    Tltis  double  worship. 

Where  one  part  does  dindiun  with  causo»  tlic  otiicr* 

Insult  without  all  reason,  where  gentry,  title,  wisdom, 

Cannot  couchide  but  by  the  yea  and  uo 

Of  "general  ignorance, — it  must  omit 

Keal  necessities,  and  give  way  the  while 

To  unstal)Ie  slight ness:  purpose  so  barred,  it  follows, 

Nothing  is  done  to  purpose.     Therefore,  beseech  you, — 

You  that  will  be  less  fearful  Ihau  discreet,  150 

That  love  the  fundamental  part  of  state 

More  than  you  doubt  (lie  change  on't,  that  prefer 

A  noble  life  before  a  long,  and  wish 

fTo  jump  a  body  with  a  dangerous  physic 

That's  sure  of  death  without  it,  at  once  pluck  out 

The  multitudinous  ton^^ue;  lei  tiiem  not  lick 

The  sweet  which  is  their  poison:  your  dt.<ihonour 

Mangles  true  Judgement  and  bereaves  the  state 

Of  that  integrity  which  should  become't. 

Not  having  the  power  to  do  the  good  it  would,  IfiO 

For  the  ill  which  doth  control't. 

Bru,  Has  said  enough. 

Sic.  Has  spoken  like  a  traitor,  and  shall  answer 
As  traitors  do. 

Cor.  Thou  wretch,  despite  o'erwlielm  thee! 
What  should  the  people  do  with  these  bald  tribunes? 
On  whom  depending,  their  obedience  fails 
To  the  greater  bench ;  in  a  rebellion, 
When  what's  not  meet,  but  what  must  be,  was  law, 
Then  were  they  chosen:  in  a  better  hour, 
lA't  what  is  meet  be  said  it  must  be  meet,  170 

And  throw  their  power  i'  the  dust. 

Bra.  Manifest  treason ! 

Sic.  This  a  consul?  na 

Bnt,  The  lediles,  ho! 

Enter  an  iEdilc. 

Let  him  he  apprehended. 
Sic,    Go.  call  tlie  people:  [ExitJEdUe^  in  whoso  uaxne 
myself 
Attach  thee  as  a  traitorous  innovator, 
A  foe  to  the  public  weal .  obey,  1  charge  thee. 
And  follow  to  thine  answer. 

Cor.  Hence,  old  goat  I 

8enatcr$,  <fic.  We'll  surety  him. 
•  Com.  Aged  sir,  hands  off. 

Cor.  Hence,  rotten  thing!  or  I  shall  shake  thy  bones 
Out  of  thy  garments. 
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Sic.  ^  Help,  ye  citizcDsI  180 

Enter  a  rabble  of  Citizens  {PlebeiaruX  with- the  ^dilcs. 

Men.  On  botli  sides  more  respect 

Sic.  Here's  he  that  would  take  from  you  all  your  power. 

Bru.  Seize  him,  aediles! 

Citizens.  Down  with  him!  down  with  him! 

Senators^  ike.  Weapons,  weapons,  weapons! 

[They  all  Inistle  abotii  Cmiolanvs^  cryiiig 
''Tribunes!"  "Patricians!"  "Citizens!"  "Wliat.  ho!" 
"Sicinius!"  "Brutus!"  "Ooriolanus!"  "Citizens!" 
"  Peace,  peace,  peace!"  "  Stay,  hold,  peace!" 

Men.  What  is  about  to  be?    I  am  out  of  breath ; 
Confusion's  near;  I  cannot  speak.    You,  tribunes  190 

To  the  people!    Coriolanus,  patience! 
Speak,  good  Sicinius. 

Sie.  Hearme,  people;  peace! 

Citizene,  Let's  hear  our  tribune:  peace!     Speak,  speak, 
speak. 

Sic.  You  are  at  point  to  lose  your  liberties: 
Marcius  would  have  all  from  you;  Marcius, 
Whom  late  you  have  named  n)r  consul. 

Men.  Fie,  fie,  fie! 

This  is  the  wny  to  kindle,  not  to  quench. 

Ilrst  Sen.  To  unbuild  the  city  and  to  lay  all  flat. 

Sie.  What  is  the  city  but  the  people? 

Citizens.  True, 

The  people  are  the  city.  300 

Bru.  By  the  consent  of  all,  we  were  establisb'd 
The  people's  magistrates. 

Cttisens.  You  so  remain. 

Meti.  And  so  are  like  to  do. 

Com.  That  is  the  way  to  lay  the  city  flat; 
To  bring  the  roof  to  the  foundation. 
And  bury  all.  which  yet  distinctly  ranges. 
In  heaps  and  piles  of  ruin. 

Ste.  This  deserves  death. 

Bru.  Or  let  us  stand  to  our  authority,  . 
Or  let  us  lose  it.  We  do  here  pronounce, 
Upon  the  part  o*  the  people,  in  whose  power  210 

We  were  elected  theirs,  Marcius  is  worthy 
Of  present  death. 

Stc.  Therefore  lay  hold  of  him ; 

Bear  him  to  the  rock  Tarpeian,  and  from  thence 
Into  destruction  cast  him. 

Bru.  JEdiles,  seize  him! 

Citizens,  Yield,  Marcius,  yield! 
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Men,  Hear  me  one  word; 

Beseech  you,  tribunes,  hear  me  but  a  word. 

j^d.  reace,  peace  1 

Men,  [To  Brutus]  Be  that  you  seem,  truly  your  country's 
friend, 
And  temperately  proceed  to  what  you  would 
Thus  violently  redress. 

Bru.  Sir,  those  cold  ways,  220 

That  seem  like  prudent  helps,  are  very  poisonous 
Where  the  disease  is  violent.     Lay  hands  upon  him, 
And  bear  him  to  the  rock. 

Cor.  No,  1*11  die  here. 

[Draicing  his  Bwoi*d, 
There's  some  among  you  have  beheld  me  fighting: 
Come,  try  upon  yourselves  what  you  have  seen  me. 

Men.  Down  with    that    swordil      Tribunes,   withdraw 
awhile. 

Bru.  Lay  hands  upon  him. 

Coin.  Help  Marcius,  help. 

You  that  he  noble;  help  him,  young  and  old! 

Citizens.  Down  with  him,  down  with  him! 
[In  t/iis  mutiny,  the  Tribunes,  the  uSdilcs,  and  thcPeople 

are  beat  in. 

Men.  Go,  get  you  to  your  house;  be  gone,  away!       230 
All  will  be  naught  else. 

See.  Sen.  Get  you  gone. 

Com.  Stand  fast; 

We  have  as  many  friends  as  enemies. 

3fefi.  Shall  it  be  put  to  that? 

First  Sen.  The  gods  forbid  1 

I  prithee,  noble  friend,  home  to  thy  house; 
Leave  us  to  cure  this  cause. 

Men.  For  'tis  a  sore  upon  us. 

You  cannot  tent  yourself:  be  gone,  beseech  you. 

Com.  Come,  sir,  along  wilh  us. 

Cor.  I  would  they  were  barbarians — as  they  are. 
Though  in  Rome  litter'd — not  Romans — as  they  are  not, 
'rhough  calved  i*  the  porch  o'  the  Capitol— 

Men.  Begone;      240 

Put  not  your  worthy  rage  into  your  tongue; 
One  time  will  owe  another. 

Cor.  On  fair  ground 

I  could  beat  forty  of  them. 

Com.  I  could  myself 

Take  up  a  brace  o'lhe  best  o'  them;  yea,  the  two  tribunes: 
But  now  'tis  odds  beyond  arithmetic; 
And  manhood  is  called  foolery,  wlien  it  stands 
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Against  a  falling  fabric.    Will  you  bencc, 
Before  the  tag  return?  whose  rage  doth  rend 
Like  interrupted  waters  and  overbear 
What  they  are  used  to  bear. 

Men.  Pray  you,  be  gone:  250 

1*11  try  whether  my  old  wit  be  in  request 
With  those  that  have  but  little :  this  must  be  patched 
With  cloth  of  any  colour. 

Cfem.  Nay,  come  away. 

[ExevMt  Coriolantts,  Cominivs,  and  oihen. 

A  Patrician,  This  man  has  marr'd  his  fortune. 

Men.  His  nature  is  too  noble  for  the  world : 
He  would  not  flatter  Neptune  for  his  trident, 
Or  Jove  for's  power  to  thunder.    His  heart's  bis  mouth: 
What  his  breast  forges,  that  his  tongue  must  vent; 
And,  Ixnng  angiy,  docs  forget  that  ever 
He  heard  the  name  of  death.  [A  noise  within,    200 

Here's  goodly  work! 

Sec.  rat.  I  would  they  were  a -bed! 

Men.  I  would  they  were  in  Tiber!  What  the  vengeance! 
Could  he  not  speak  'em  fair? 

Be-enter  Bnurus  and  Sicikius,  mih  the  rabble. 

Sic.  Where  is  this  viper 

That  would  depopulate  the  city  and 
Be  every  man  himself? 

Men.  You  worthy  tribunes, — 

Sic.  He  shall  be  thrown  down  the  Tarpcian  rock 
With  rigorous  hands:  he  bath  resisted  iaw, 
And  therefore  law  shalll  scorn  him  further  trial 
Than  the  severity  of  the  public  power 
Wliich  be  so  sets  at  nought. 

FiYtt  Oil  He  shall  well  know  270 

The  noble  tribunes  arc  the  people's  mouths, 
And  we  their  hands. 

Citizens.  He  shall,  sure  on*t. 

Men.  Sir,  sir,— 

Sic.  Pence! 

Men.  Do  not  cry  havoc,  where  you  should  but  hunt 
With  modest  warrant. 

Sic.  Sir,  how  comes't  that  you 

Have  holp  to  make  this  rescue? 

Men .  Hear  me  speak : 

As  I  do  know  the  consul's  worthiness. 
So  can  I  name  his  faults, — 

Sic.  Consul!  what  consul? 

J/Ln.  The  consul  Coriolanus 
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Bru,  He  consult  280 

Citizens,  No,  no,  no,  no,  no. 

Men.  If,  by  the  tribunes*  lenve,  and  jours,  good  people, 
I  may  be  heard,  I  would  crave  a  word  or  two; 
The  which  shall  turn  you  to  no  further  harm 
Than  so  much  loss  of  time. 

8ie,  Bpeak  briefly  then; 

For  we  arc  peremptory  to  dispatch 
This  viperous  traitor:  to  eject  him  hence 
Were  but  one  danger,  and  to  keep  him  here 
Our  certain  death :  therefore  it  is  decreed 
He  dies  to-night 

Men.  Now  the  good  gods  forbid  290 

That  our  renowned  Rome,  whose  gratiludo 
Towards  her  deserved  children  is  enroUM 
In  Jove's  own  book,  like  an  unnatural  dam 
Should  now  eat  up  her  own! 

Sie.  Hc*s  a  disease  that  must  l)c  cut  awny. 

Men.  O,  he*s  a  limb  that  has  but  a  disease;  ^ 

Mortal,  to  cut  it  off ;  to  cure  it,  easy. 
What  has  he  done  to  Home  tliat's  worthy  death? 
Killing  our  enemies,  the  blood  he  hath  lost— 
Wliich,  I  dare  vouch,  is  more  than  that  he  hath. 
By  many  an  ounce — he  droppM  it  for  his  country; 
And  what  is  left,  to  lose  it  by  his  counliy, 
Were  to  us  all,  that  do*t  and  suffer  it, 
A  brand  to  the  end  o'  the  world. 

Sic,  This  is  clean  kam. 

Bru.  Merely  awry :  when  he  did  love  his  country. 
It  honoured  him. 

Men.  The  service  of  the  foot 

Being  once  gangrened,  is  not  then  respected 
For  what  before  it  was. 

Bru.  We'll  licar  no  more. 

Pursue  him  to  his  house,  and  pluck  him  thence; 
Lest  his  infection,  being  of  catching  nature,  810 

Spread  further. 

Men.  One  word  more,  one  word. 

This  tiger-footed  rage,  when  it  shall  find 
The  harm  of  unscann'd  swiftness,  will  too  late 
Tie  leaden  pounds  to's  heelsr.    Proceed  by  process; 
Lest  parties,  as  he  is  beloved,  break  out, 
And  sack  great  Rome  with  Romans. 

Bru.  If  it  were  so,— 

Sic.  What  do  ye  talk? 
Have  we  not  had  a  taste  of  his  obedience? 
Our  aediles  smote?  ourselves  resisted?    Come. 

8HAK.  11.— 28 
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Men.  Consider  this:  he  has  been  bred  i'  the  wars       820 
Since  he  could  draw  a  sword,  and  is  ill  school'd 
In  bolted  ]anf;uage;  meal  and  bran  together 
He  throws  without  distinction.    Give  me  leare, 
1*11  go  to  him,  and  undertake  to  brinf  him 
Where  he  shall  answer,  by  a  lawful  form. 
In  peace,  to  his  utmost  peril. 

Firgt  Sen.  Noble  tribunes. 

It  is  the  humane  wav:  the  other  course 
Will  prove  too  bloody,  and  the  end  of  it 
Unknown  to  the  beginning. 

Sie.  Noble  Menenins, 

Be  you  then  as  the  people's  officer.  380 

Masters,  lay  down  your  weapons. 

Bru.  Go  not  home. 

Sie.  Meet  on  the  market-place.    We'll  attend  you  there : 
Where,  if  you  bring  not  Marcins,  we'll  proceed 
In  bur  first  way. 

Men.  Ill  bring  him  to  you. 

[To  tlie  Senators]  het  me  desire  your  company:  he  must 

come, 
Or  what  is  worst  will  follow. 

First  Sen,  Pray  you,  let's  to  him. 

[Exeunt^ 

ScEiTE  II.  A  room  in  (JorManus's  house. 
Enter  CoRiOLAinTB  tnth  Patricians. 

Cor.  Let  them  pull  all  about  mine  ears,  present  me 
Death  on  the  wheel  or  at  wild  horses'  heels. 
Or  pile  ten  hills  on  the  Tarpeian  rock, 
Tliat  the  precipitation  might  down  stretch 
Below  the  beam  of  sight,  yet  will  I  still 
Be  thus  to  them. 

A  Patrician.  You  do  the  nobler. 

Cor.  I  muse  my  mother 
Joes  not  approve  me  further,  who  was  wont 
To  call  them  woollen  vassals,  things  created 
To  buy  and  sell  with  groats,  to  show  bare  heads  10 

In  congregations,  to  yawn,  be  still  and  wonder. 
When  one  but  of  my  ordiziance  stood  up 
To  speak  of  peace  or  war. 

Enter  Volumnia. 

I  talk  of  you: 
Why  did  you  wish  me  milder?  would  you  have  me 
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False  to  my  nature?    Rather  say  I  play 
The  man  1  am. 

Vol.  O,  sir,  sir,  sir, 

I  would  have  had  3'ou  put  y©ur  power  well  on, 
Before  you  had  worn  it  out. 

Cor.  Let  go. 

Vol.  You  might  have  been  enoueh  the  man  you  are, 
With  striviug  less  to  be  so :  lesser  had  been  20 

The  thwartings  of  your  dispositions,  if 
You  had  not  show'd  them  how  ye  were  dispoaed 
Ere  they  lack'd  power  to  cross  you. 

Oor.  Let  them  hang. 

A  Patrician.  Ay,  and  burn  too. 

EfUer  MsNENius  and  Senators. 

Men,  Come,  come,  you  have  been  too  rough,  something 
too  rough; 
You  must  return  and  mend  it. 

First  Sen.  There's  no  remedy; 

Unless,  by  not  so  doing,  our  good  city 
Cleave  in  the  midst  and  perish. 

Vol,  Pray  be  counsell'd: 

fl  have  a  heart  as  little  apt  as  yours. 
But  3'et  a  brain  that  leads  my  use  of  anger  SO 

To  lietter  vantage. 

Men.  Well  said,  noble  woman! 

Before  he  should  thus  stoop  to  the  herd,  but  tliat 
The  violent  fit  o*  the  time  craves  it  as  physb 
For  the  whole  state,  I  would  put  mine  armour  on. 
Which  I  can  scarcely  bear. 

Cor.  What  must  I  do? 

Men.  Return  to  the  tribunes. 

Cor.  Well,  what  then?  what  then? 

Men.  Repent  what  you  have  spoke. 

Cor.  For  them!  I  cannot  do  it  to  the  gods; 
Must  I  then  do't  to  them? 

Vol.  You  are  too  absolute; 

Though  therein  you  can  never  be  too  noble,  40 

But  when  extremities  speak.    I  have  heard  3'^ou  say. 
Honour  and  policy,  like  unsevei^d  friends, 
I*  the  war  do  grow  together:  grant  that,  and  tell  me, 
In  peace  what  each  of  them  by  the  other  lose, 
That  they  combine  not  there. 

Cor.  Tush,  tush! 

Men.  A  good  demand. 

Vol.  If  it  be  honour  in  your  wars  to  seem 
The  same  you  are  not,  which,  for  your  best  ends, 
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You  adopt  your  policy,  liow  is  it  less  or  worse, 

That  il  shall  hold  compnn  ion  ship  in  peace 

With  honour,  as  in  war,  since  that  to  both  00 

It  stands  in  like  request? 

Car.  Why  force  you  this? 

Vd,  Because  that  now  it  lies  you  on  to  speak 
To  the  people;  not  by  your  own  Instruction, 
Kor  by  the  matter  which  your  heart  prompts  you. 
But  with  such  words  that  arc  but  rooted  in 
Your  tongue,  though  but  bastards  and  syllableB 
Of  no  allowance  to  your  bosom's  truth. 
Now,  this  no  more  dishonours  you  at  all 
Than  to  take  in  a  town  with  gentle  words, 
Which  else  would  put  3'ou  to  your  fortune  and  00 

The  hazard  of  much  blood. 
I  would  dissemble  with  my  nature  where 
My  fortunes  and  my  friends  at  stake  required 
I  should  do  so  in  honour:  I  am  in  this, 
Your  wife,  your  son,  these  senators,  the  nobles; 
And  you  will  rather  show  our  general  louts 
How  you  can  frown  than  spend  a  fawn  upon  'em. 
For  the  inheritance  of  their  loves  and  safeguard 
Of  what  that  want  might  ruin. 

Men.  Noble  lady ! 

Come,  go  with  us;  speak  fair:  you  ma}'  salve  so,  70 

Not  what  is  dangeious  present,  but  the  loss 
Of  what  is  past. 

Vol.  I  prithee  now,  my  s6n, 

Go  to  them,  with  this  bonnet  in  thy  hand; 
And  thus  far  having  stretch'd  it — here  be  with  them— 
Thy  knee  bussing  the  stones — for  in  such  business 
Action  is  eloquence,  and  the  eyes  of  the  ignorant 
More  learned  than  the  ears — waving  thy  head, 
Which  often,  thus,  correcting  thy  stout  heart, 
Now  humble  as  the  ripest  mulbei-ry 

That  will  not  hold  the  handling:  or  say  to  them,  80 

Thou  art  their  soldier,  and  being  bred  in  broils 
Hast  not  the  soft  way  which,  thou  dost  confess. 
Were  tit  for  thee  to  use  us  they  to  claim. 
In  asking  their  good  loves,  but  thou  wilt  frame 
Thyself,  forsooth,  hereafter  theirs,  so  far 
As'thou  hast  power  and  person. 

Men.  This  but  done. 

Even  as  she  speaks,  why.  their  hearts  were  yours; 
For  they  have  pardons,  being  ask'd,  as  free 
As  words  to  little  purpose. 
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Vol,  Prithee  now, 

Go,  and  be  ruled :  although  I  know  tliou  hadst  rather     90 
Follow  ihinc  enemy  in  a  fiery  gulf 
Than  flatter  him  in  a  bower.    Ilerc  is  Cominius. 

Enter  Cohinius. 

Cam,  I  have  been  i'  the  market-place;  and,  sir,  'tis  fit 
You  make  strong  party,  or  defend  yourself 
By  calmness  or  by  absence:  airs  in  auger. 

Men,  Only  fair  speech. 

Com,  I  think  'twill  serve,  if  he 

Can  thereto  frame  his  spirit. 

Vol,  He  must,  and  will 

Prithee  now,  say  you  will,  and  go  about  it. 

Cor,  Must  I  go  show  them  my  unbarbed  sconce? 
Must  I  with  base  tongue  give  my  noble  heart  100 

A  lie  that  it  must  bear?     Well,  I  will  do't: 
Tet,  were  there  but  this  single  plot  to  lose, 
This  mould  of  Murcius,  they  to  dust  should  grind  it 
And  throw't  against  the  wind.    To  the  market-place! 
Ton  have  put  me  now  to  such  a  part  which  never 
I  shall  discharge  to  the  life. 

Com,  Come,  come,  we'll  prompt  you. 

Vol,  I  prithee  now,  sweet  son,  as  thou  hast  said 
My  praises  made  thee  first  a  soldier,  so. 
To  have  my  praise  for  this,  perform  a  part 
Thou  hast  not  done  before. 

Oor,  Well,  I  must  do't;  110 

Away,  my  disposition,  and  possess  me 
Some  harlot's  spirit!  my  throat  of  war  be  turned. 
Which  quired  with  my  drum,  into  a  pipe 
Small  as  an  eunuch,  or  the  virgin  voice 
Tliat  babies  lulls  asleep!  the  smiles  of  knaves 
Tent  in  my  cheeks,  and  schoolboys'  tears  take  up 
The  glasses  of  my  sight  I  a  beggar's  tongue 
Make  motion  through  my  lips,  and  my  arm'd  knees. 
Who  bow'd  but  in  my  stirrup,  bend  like  Ixis 
That  hath  received  an  alms!    I  will  not  do't,  ISO 

Lest  I  surcease  to  honour  mine  own  truth 
And  by  my  Ijody's  action  teach  my  mind 
A  most  inherent  baseness. 

Vol.  At  thy  choice,  then: 

To  beg  of  thee,  it  is  my  more  dishonour 
Than  tliou  of  them.    Come  all  to  ruin ;  let 
Thy  mother  rather  feel  thy  pride  than  fear 
Thy  dangerous  stoutness,  for  I  mock  at  death 
With  as  big  heart  as  thou.    Do  as  thou  list. 
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Thy  valiantness  was  mine,  thou  suck'dst  it  from  me. 
But  owe  thy  pride  thyself.  ^* 

Cor,  Pray,  be  content:  180 

Mother,  I  am  going  to  the  market-place; 
Chide  me  no  more.     I'll  mountebank  their  loves, 
Cog  their  hearts  from  them,  and  come  home  beloved 
Of  all  the  trades  in  Rome.     Look,  I  am  going: 
Commend  me  to  my  wife.     I'll  return  consul; 
Or  never  trust  to  what  my  tongue  can  do 
r  the  way  of  flattery  further. 

Vol,  Do  your  will.  [Ent 

Com.  Awa^I  the  tribunes  do  attend  you:  arm  yourself 
To  answer  mildly ;  for  they  are  prepared 
With  accusations,  as  I  hear,  more  strong  140 

Than  are  upon  you  yet. 

Cor,  The  word  is  '*  mildly."    Pray  you,  let  us  go: 
Let  them  accuse  me  by  invention,  I 
Will  answer  in  mine  honour. 

Men.  Ay,  but  mildly. 

O^.  Well,  mildly  be  it  then.    Mildly!  [Eteunt 

Scene  III.     The  same.     The  Fhrum. 

Enter  Bicinius  and  Brutus. 

Bru.  In  this  point  charge  him  home,  that  he  affects 
Tyrannical  power:  if  he  evade  us  there. 
Enforce  him  with  his  envy  t<>  the  people. 
And  that  the  spoil  got  on  the  Antiatcs 
Was  ne'er  distributed. 

Enter  an  iBdile. 

What,  win  he  come? 

jEd.  He's  coming. 

Bru,  How  accompanied? 

jEd,  With  old  Menenius,  and  those  senators 
That  always  favour'd  him. 

Sic.  Have  you  a  catalogue 

Of  all  the  voices  that  we  have  procured 
I3et  down  by  the  poll? 

./Ed.  I  have;  'tis  ready.  10 

Sic.  Have  you  collected  them  by  trioes? 

.^Ed,  I  have. 

Sic.  Assemble  presently  the  people  hither; 
And  when  they  hear  me  say  "  it  shall  be  so 
r  the  right  and  .strength  of  the  commons,"  be  it  either 
For  death,  for  fine,  or  banishment,  then  let  them. 
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If  I  say  fine,  cry  "Fine;"  if  death,  cry  ''Death." 
Insistiog  on  the  old  prero^tive 
And  power  i'  the  truth  o'  the  cause. 

jEd,  I  shall  inform  them. 

Bni.  And  when  such  time  they  have  begun  to  cry. 
Let  them  not  cease,  but  with  a  dm  confused  20 

Enforce  the  present  execution 
Of  what  we  chance  to  sentence. 

-^c/.  Very  well 

8ie.  Make  them  be  strong  and  ready  for  this  hint, 
Wlien  we  shall  hap  to  give't  them. 

Bru.  Qo  about  it.  [Exit  JBdOe, 

Put  him  to  choler  straight:  be  hath  been  used 
f  Ever  to  conquer,  and  to  have  his  worth 
Of  contradiction*-  being  once  chafed,  he  cannot 
Be  rein*d  again  to  temperance;  then  he  speaks 
What*s  in  his  heart;  and  that  is  there  which  looks 
With  us  to  break  his  neck. 

8ie,  Well,  here  he  comes.  90 

Enter  Coriolanus,  Mbnenius,  and  Cominius,  wUh  Sena- 
tors and  Patricians. 

Men,  Calmly,.  I  do  beseech  you. 

Cor,  Ay,  as  an  ostler,  that  for  the  poorest  piece 
Will  bear  the  knave  by  the  volume.    The  honoured  gods 
Keep  Rome  in  safety,  and  the  chairs  of  justice 
Supplied  with  worthy  men!  plant  love  among's! 
Throng  our  large  temples  with  the  shows  of  peace. 
And  not  our  streets  with  war! 

Fimt  Sen,  Amen,  amen. 

Men,  A  noble  wish. 

Be-enter  Mdile,  with  Citizens. 

Sic.  Draw  near,  ye  people. 

^d.  List  to  your  tribunes.    Audience!  peace,  I  say!  40 

Cor.  First,  hear  me  speak. 

Botli  TH.  Well,  say.    Peace,  ho! 

Cor.  Shall  I  be  charged  no  further  than  this  present? 
Must  all  determine  here? 

Sie.  -»  I  do  demand. 

If  vou  submit  you  to  the  people's  voices. 
Allow  their  officers  and  are  content 
To  suffer  lawful  censure  for  such  faults 
As  shall  be  proved  upon  you? 

Cor.  I  am  content. 

Men.  Lo,  citizens,  he  says  he  is  content: 
The  warlike  service  he  has  done,  consider;  think 
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Upon  the  wounds  his  body  bears,  which  show  50 

Like  graves  1'  the  holy  churchyard. 

Oor,  Scratches  with  briers. 

Scars  to  move  laughter  only. 

Men.  Consider  further, 

That  when  he  speaks  not  like  a  citizen, 
You  find  him  like  a  soldier:  do  not  take 
His  rougher  accents  for  malicious  sounds, 
But,  as  I  say,  such  as  become  a  soldier. 
Rather  than  envy  you. 

Coin.  Well,  well,  no  more. 

Cai'.  What  is  the  matter 
That  being  pass'd  for  consul  with  full  voice, 
I  am  so  dishonour*d  that  the  Yovy  hour  60 

You  tiike  it  off  again? 

Sic.  Answer  to  us. 

Cor.  Say,  then :  'tis  true,  I  oucht  so. 

Sic.  We  charge  you.  that  you  have  contrived  to  take 
From  I^ome  all  scison^d  otiice  and  to  wind 
Yourself  into  a  power  tynmnical; 
For  which  you  are  a  traitor  to  the  people. 

Cor.  Howl  traitor! 

Men.  Nay,  temperately;  yojur  promise. 

Cor.  The  fires  i'  the  lowest  hell  fold-in  the  people! 
Call  me  their  traitor!    Thou  iolunous  tribune! 
Within  thine  eyes  sat  twenty  thousand  deaths,  70 

In  thy  hands  clutch'd  as  many  millions,  in 
Thy  lying  tongue  botii  numbers,  I  would  pay 
*'  Thou  licst "  unto  thee  with  a  voice  as  free 
As  I  do  pray  the  gods. 

Sic.  Mark  j'ou  this,  people? 

Citizent.  To  the  rock,  to  the  rock  with  him! 

Sic.  Peace! 

We  need  not  put  new  matter  to  his  charge: 
What  you  have  seen  him  do  and  heard  him  speak. 
Beating  your  officers,  cursing  yourselves. 
Opposing  laws  with  strokes  and  here  defying 
Those  whose  great  power  must  try  him;  even  tliis,  80 

So  criminal  and  in  such  capital  kfnd. 
Deserves  the  cxtremest  death. 

Bru.  But  since  he  hath 

Served  well  for  Rome, — 

Cor.  What  do  you  prate  of  service? 

Bru.  I  talk  of  that,  that  know  it. 

Cor.  You? 

Men.  Is  this  the  promiKc  that  you  made  your  mother? 

Com.  Know,  I  priiy  you, — 
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6Vr.  I'll  know  no  further: 

Let  them  pronounce  the  steep  Tarpeian  death, 
Vngabond  exile,  flaying,  pent  to  linger 
But  with  a  grain  a  day,  I  would  not  buy  00 

Their  mercy  at  the  price  of  one  fair  word; 
Nor  check  my  courage  for  what  they  can  give, 
To  have't  with  saying  **  Good  morrow." 

Sie.  For  that  he  has, 

As  much  as  in  him  lies,  from  time  to  time 
Envied  against  the  people,  seeking  means 
To  pluck  away  their  power,  as  now  at  last 
Given  hostile  strokes,  and  that  not  in  the  presence 
Of  dreaded  justice,  but  on  the  ministers 
That  do  distribute  it;  in  the  name  o*  the  people 
And  in  the  power  of  us  the  tribunes,  we,  100 

Even  from  this  instant,  banish  him  our  city. 
In  peril  of  precipitation 
From  off  the  rock  Tarpeian  never  more 
To  enter  our  Rome  gates:  i'  the  peoples*  name, 
I  say  it  shall  he  so. 

(fUuem.  It  shall  be  so,  it  shall  be  so;  let  him  away: 
He*s  banish'd,  and  it  shall  be  so. 

Com.  Hear  me,  my  masters,  and  my  common  friends, — 

Sic.  He's  sentenced;  no  more  heai'iug. 

Com,  Let  mo  ^peak: 

I  have  been  consul,  and  can  show  for  Rom«  110 

Her  enemies'  marks  upon  me.     I  do  love 
My  country's  epod  with  a  respect  more  tender, 
More  holy  ana  profoimd,  than  mine  own  life, 
My  dear  wife's  estimate,  her  womb's  Increase, 
And  treasure  of  my  loins;  then  if  I  would 
Speak  that, — 

Sk.  We  know  your  drift:  speak  what? 

Bru.  There's  no  more  to  be  said,  but  ho  is  banish'd, 
As  enemy  to  the  people  and  his  country: 
It  shall  lie  so. 

CitizcM.  It  shall  be  so,  it  shall  be  so. 

Cor.  You  common  cry  of  curs!  whose  breath  I  hate  120 
As  reek  o'  the  rotten  fens,  whose  loves  I  prixc 
As  the  dead  carcasses  of  unburied  men 
That  do  corrupt  my  air,  I  banish  you; 
And  here  remain  with  your  uncertainty! 
Let  every  feeble  rumour  shake  your  hearts! 
Your  enemies,  with  nodding  of  their  plumes, 
Fan  you  into  despair!    Have  the  power  still 
To  banish  your  defenders;  till  at  length 
Yuur  ignorance,  which  finds  not  till  it  feels. 
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Making  not  resarration  of  yourselves,  190 

Still  your  own  foe.%  deliver  you  as  moat 

Abated  captives  to  some  nation 

That  won  you  witiioul  blows  I    Despising, 

For  jou,  the  city,  thus  I  turn  my  back: 

There  is  a  world  elsewhere. 

[Ex&unt  Coriolanm^  Caminiui,  Menenius, 

Senators,  and  Patricians. 

jEd,  The  people's  enemy  is  gone,  is  gone! 

CitizeM,  Our  enemy  is  banish 'd !  ho  is  gone!    Hoo!  boo!* 

\3luniting,  and  throwing  vp  their  caps. 

8ie,  Go,  see  him  out  at  gatoa,  and  follow  him, 
As  he  hath  foUow'd  you,  with  all  despite; 
Give  him  deserved  vexation.    Let  a  guard  140 

Attend  us  through  the  city. 

Citizens,  Come,  come;  let's  see  him  out  at  gates:  come. 
The  gods  preserve  our  noble  tribunes!    Come.       [Exeunt. 


■    ACT  IV. 

Scene  I.    Ranie,    Before  a  gate  of  the  city. 

Enter  Coriolancs,  Volumnia,    Virqilia,    MENEKitia, 
CoMiNius,  mth  the  young  NobUity  of  Biomt. 

Cor.  Come,  leave  your  tears:  a  brief  farewell:  the  beast 
With  many  heads  butts  me  away.     Nay,  mother. 
Where  is  your  ancient  courage?  you  were  used 
To  say  extremitv  was  the  trier  of  spirits; 
That  common  chances  common  men  could  bear; 
That  when  the  sea  was  calm  all  boats  alike 
ShowM  mastership  in  floating;  fortune's  blows. 
When  most  struck  home,  being  ecntle  wounded,  cravea 
A  noble  cunning:  you  were  used  to  load  me 
With  preccpt-s  that  would  make  invincible  10 

The  heart  that  conn*d  them. 

Yir.  O  heavens!  O  heavens! 

Cor.  Nay,  I  prithee,  woman, — 

Yd.  Now  the  red  pestilence  strike  ail  trades  in  Rome, 
And  occupations  pensh  I 

Cot,  What,  what,  what! 

I  shall  be  loved  when  I  am  lack'd.    Nay,  mother. 
Resume  that  spirit,  when  you  were  wont  to  say, 
If  you  had  been  the  wife  of  Hercules, 
Six  of  his  labours  you'd  have  done,  and  saved 
Your  husband  so  much  sweat    Cominius, 
Droop  not;  adieu.    Farewell,  my  wife,  my  mother:       20 
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1*11  do  well  yet    Thou  old  and  tnie  Menenius, 

Thy  tears  are  Salter  than  a  younger  man's, 

And  venomous  to  thine  eyes.    My  sometime  general, 

I  have  seen  thee  stern,  and  thou  hast  oft  beheld 

Heart-hardening  spectacles;  tell  these  sad  women 

'Tis  fond  to  wail  inevitable  strokes, 

As  His  to  laugh  at  *em.     My  mother,  you  wot  well 

My  hazards  still  liave  been  your  solace:  and 

Belie ve't  not  lightly — though  I  go  alone, 

Like  to  a  lonely  dragon,  that  his  fen  30 

Makes  fear'd  and  taik'd  of  more  than  seen— your  son 

Will  or  exceed  the  common  or  be  caught 

With  cautclous  baits  and  practice. 

Vol.  My  first  son, 

Whither  wilt  thou  go?    Take  good  Cominius 
With  thee  awhile:  detennine  on  some  course. 
More  than  a  wild  exposture  to  each  chance 
That  starts  i*  the  way  before  thee. 

Oar.  O  the  gods! 

Chm.  I'll  follow  thee  a  month,  devise  with  thee 
Where  thou  shalt  rest,  that  thou  mayst  hear  of  us 
And  we  of  thee:  so  if  the  time  thrust  forth  40 

A  cause  for  thy  repeal,  we  shall  not  send 
O'er  the  vast  world  to  seek  a  single  man. 
And  lose  advantage,  which  doth  ever  cool 
I'  the  absence  of  the  needcr. 

Cor.  Fare  ye  well: 

Thou  hast  years  upon  thee;  and  thou  art  too  full 
Of  the  wars'  surfeits,  to  go  rove  with  one 
That's  yet  ucbruised:  bring  me  but  out  at  gate. 
Come,  my  sweet  wife,  my  dearest  mother,  and 
Mj  friends  of  noble  touch,  when  I  am  forth, 
Bid  me  farewell,  and  smile.    I  pray  you,  come.  50 

While  I  remain  above  the  ground,  you  shall 
Hear  from  me  still,  and  never  of  me  aught 
But  what  is  like  me  formerly. 

Men.  That's  worthily 

As  any  ear  can  bear.    Come,  let's  not  weep. 
'  If  I  could  shake  off  but  one  seven  years 
From  these  old  arms  and  legs,  by  the  good  gods, 
I'ld  with  thee  every  foot. 

Cor.  Give  me  thy  hand: 

Come.  •  [Exeunt. 
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ScBinE  II.     The  9ame.    A  street  near  the  gate. 
Enter  SiciKiua,  Brutus,  and  an,  uEdilc. 

Sic.  Bid  them  all  home;  he*8  gone,  and  we'll  no  further. 
The  nobility  arc  vcx'd,  whom  wo  see  have  sided 
In  his  behalf. 

Bni.  Now  we  have  shown  our  power. 

Let  us  seem  humbler  after  it  is  done 
Than  when  it  was  a-doing. 

Sic.  Bid  them  home: 

Say  their  ffreat  enemy  is  gone,  and  they 
Stand  in  their  ancient  strcngtii. 

Bru,  Dismiss  them  home;  [JSe»jf.<£%/t2^. 

Here  comes  his  mother. 

Sic,  Let's  not  meet  her. 

Bru.  Why? 

Sic,  They  say  she's  mad. 

Bru,  They  have  ta'cn  note  of  us:  keep  on  j'our  way.  10 

Enter  Volumnia,  Viroilia,  and  Menekiub. 

Vol.  O,  3'c're  well  met :  the  hoarded  plnguc  o*  the  gods 
Reqiiitc  your  love! 

Men,  Peace,  peace ;  he  not  so  loud. 

Vol,  If  tliat  I  could  for  wcepino:^ou  should  hcnr, — 
Nay,  and  you  shall  hear  some.     \To  Bhitus]  Will  you  be 
gone? 

Vir.  [To  Sidmue]  You  sliall  stay  too:  I  would  I  had  tho 
power 
To  sny  so  to  my  husband. 

Sic.  Are  you  mankind? 

Vol.  Ay,  fool;  is  that  a  shame?    Note  but  this  fool. 
Was  not  a  mau  my  father?    Hadst  thou  foxship 
To  banish  him  that  struck  more  blows  for  Rome 
Than  thou  hast  spoken  words? 

Sic.  '  '    0  blessed  hcaTensI  £0 

Vol,  More  noble  blows  than  ever  thou  wise  Words; 
And  for  Rome's  good.    I'll  tell  thee  what;  yet  go: 
Nay,  but  thou  shalt  stay  too:  I  would  my  son 
Were  in  Anibia,  and  thy  tribe  before  him, 
His  good  sword  in  his  hand. 

Sic,  What  then? 

Vir.  WliatthenI 

rie'ld  make  an  end  of  thy  posterity. 

Vol,  Bastards  and  all. 
Good  man,  the  wounds  that  he  does  bear  for  Rome  I 

Men,  Come,  come,  peace. 
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Sic.  I  would  he  hful  continued  to  his  country  80 

As  he  began,  and  not  unknit  hims(;]f 
The  noble  knot  he  made. 

Bru,  I  would  he  had. 

Vol.  •  •  I  would  he  had"  I    Twus  you  incensed  the  nibble : 
Cats,  that  can  jud.jje  as  fitly  of  his  worth 
As  I  can  of  those  niyst^jrics  which  heaven 
Will  not  have  earth  to  know. 

Bru,  Pray,  let  us  go. 

Vol.  Now,  pray,  sir.  get  you  gone: 
You  hav8  done  a  l)rave  deed.    Ere  you  go,  hear  this: — 
As  far  as  doth  the  Capitol  exceed 

The  meanest  house  In  liome,  so  far  my  son —  10 

This  lady's  husband  here,  this,  do  you" sec— 
Whom  you  hare  banish*d.  docs  exceed  you  all. 

Bru.  Well,  well,  we'll  leave  you. 

Sie.  Why  Btay  we  to  bo  baited 

With  one  that  wants  her  wits? 

Vol.  Take  my  prayers  with  you. 

[JiJjrcunt  Tribu/UB. 
I  would  the  gods  had  nothing  else  to'  do 
But  to  confirm  my  curses  1    Could  I  meet  *cm 
But  once  a-day,'it  would  unclog  my  heart 
Of  what  lies  heavy  XoX 

Men.  Tou  have  told  them  home; 

And,  by  my  troth,  you  have  cause.    You'll  sup  with  mo? 

VoL  Anger's  my  meat;  I  sup  upon  myself,  60 

And  so  shall  starve  with  feeding.    Com*c.  let*s  go: 
Leave  this  faint  pulling  and  lament  as  I  do, 
In  anger,  Juno-hkc.     Come,  come,  come. 

Men.  Fie,  fie,  fie!  [Exeunt, 


Scene  III.    A  highway  between  Batne  and  AiUiani, 
EiUer  a  Roman  and  a  Yolscc,  meeting. 

Bom.  I  know  you  well,  sir,  and  you  know  mc:  your 
name,  I  think,  is  Adrian. 

Vole.  It  is  so.  sir:  truly,  I  have  forgot  you. 

Bom.  I  am  a  Roman ;  and  my  services  arc,  as  you  arc, ' 
against  'em:  know  you  me  yet? 

Vole.  Nicanor?  no. 

Bom.  The  same,  sir. 

Vole.  You  had  more  beard  when  I  last  saw  you;  but 
your  favour  is  well  approved  by  your  tons^uc.  What's  the 
news  in  Rome?  I  have  a  note  from  the  Volscian  state,  to 
find  you  out  tlierc :  you  have  well  saved  mc  a  day's  journey. 
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Rom.  There  bath  been  in  Rome  strange  insurrections; 
thepeople  against  the  senators,  patricians,  and  nobles. 

Vols.  Hath  IjeenI  is  it  ended,  then?  Our  state  thinks 
not  so:  they  are  in  a  most  warlike  preparation,  and  hope 
to  come  upon  them  in  tlie  lieat  of  their  division.  19 

Rom.  The  main  blaze  of  it  is  past,  but  a  small  thing 
would  make  it  ilamo  again:  for  the  nobles  receive  so  to 
heart  the  banishment  of  that  worthy  Coriolanus,  that  they 
are  in  a  ripe  aptness  to  take  all  power  from  the  people  and 
to  pluck  from  them  their  tribunes  forever.  This  lies  flow- 
ing, I  can  tell  you,  and  is  almost  mature  for  the  violent 
breaking  out. 

Vols,  Coriolanus  bani6h*d! 

Rom.  Banished,  sir.  29 

Vols.  You  will  be  welcome  with  this  intelligence,  Kica- 
nor. 

Rom.  The  day  serves  well  for  them  now.  I  have  heard 
it  said,  the  fittest  time  to  corrupt  a  man's  wife  is  .when  she's 
fallen  out  with  her  husband.  Your  noble  Tullus  Aufidius 
will  appear  well  in  these  wars,  his  great  opposer,  Corio- 
lanus, being  now  in  no  request  of  his  country. 

Vols.  He  cannot  choose.  I  am  most  fortunate,  thus  acci- 
dentally to  encounter  you:  you  have  ended  my  business, 
and  I  will  merrily  accompany  you  home. 

Rom.  I  shall,  between  this  and  supper,  tell  you  most 
strange  things  from  Rome;  all  tending  to  the  good  of  their 
adversaries.     Have  you  an  army  ready,  say  you? 

Vols.  A  most  royal  one ;  the  centurions  and  their  charges, 
distinctly  billeted,  already  in  the  entertainment,  and  to  bo 
on  foot  at  an  hour's  warning.  50 

Rom.  I  am  joyful  to  hear  of  their  readiness,  and  am  the 
man,  I  think,  that  shall  set  them  in  present  action.  So, 
sir,  heartily  well  met,  and  most  glad  of  your  company. 

Vols.  You  take  my  part  from  me,  sir;  I  have  the  most 
cause  to  be  glad  of  yours. 

Rom.  Well,  let  us  go  together.  [Exeunt 


Scene  IV.    Antium.    Before  Avfidius*s  house. 

Enter  Coriolanus  in  wean  apparel,  disguised  and  muffled. 

Cor.  A  goodly  city  is  this  Antium.     Citj-, 
'Tis  I  that  made  thy  widows:  many  an  heir 
Of  these  fair  edifices  'fore  my  wars 
Have  I  heard  groan  and  drop :  then  know  me  not. 
Lest  that  thy  wives  with  spits  and  boys  with  stones 
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Id  puny  battle  slay  me. 

Enter  a  Citizen. 

Save  you,  sir. 

Cit.  And  you. 

Cor.  Direct  mc,  if  it  be  your  will, 

AVlierc  ffrcat  Auiidius  lies:  is  be  in  Antium? 

Cit.  He  is,  and  feasts  the  nobles  of  the  state 
At  his  house  this  night. 

Cor.  Which  is  his  house,  beseech  you?  10 

Cit.  This,  here  before  you. 

Cor.  Thank  you,  sir:  farewell. 

[Exit  Citizen. 
O  world,  thy  slippery  turns!    Friends  now  fast  sworn, 
Whose  double  bosoms  seem  to  wear  one  heart, 
Whose  housf ,  whose  bed,  whose  meal,  and  exercise, 
Are  still  together,  who  twin,  as  'twere,  in  love 
Unseparable,  shall  within  this  hour, 
On  a  dissension  of  a  doit,  break  out 
To  bitterest  enmity :  so,  fellest  foes, 
Whose  passions  and  whose  plots  have  broke  theur  sleep 
To  take  the  one  the  other,  by  some  chance,  20 

Some  trick  not  worth  an  egg,  shall  grow  dear  friends 
And  interjoln  their  issues.     So  with  me: 
My  birth-place  Imte  I,  and  my  love's  upon 
This  enemy  town.     Til  enter:  if  he  slay  me, 
He  does  fair  Justice;  if  he  give  me  way, 
I'll  do  his  country  service.  [Enl. 

Scene  V.    The  tame,    A  haU  in  Aufdiw^t  Jiotue, 

Miuie  within.    Enter  a  Servingman. 

i^/r«f;S?n>.  Wine,  wine,  wine!    What  service  is  here!    I 
think  our  fellows  are  asleep.  [Exit, 

Enter  a  second  Servingman. 

See.  8erv.  Where's  Cotus?  my  master  calls  for  him. 
Cotus!  [EsU. 

Enter  Coriglanus. 

Cor.  A  goodly  house:  the  feast  smells  well;  but  I 
Appear  not  like  a  guest. 

He-erUer  the  first  Servingman. 

Fint  Berv.  What  would  you  have,  friend?  whence  are 
you?  Here's  no  place  for  you:  pray,  go  to  the  door.  [Exit, 
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Car.  I  have  deserved  no  better  entertainment, 
In  being  Coriolanus.  11 

tt&^nter  second  Servingman.    - 

Sec,  Serv,  Whence  are  you,  sir?  Has  the  porter  his  eyes 
in  his  head,  that  lie  gives  entrance  to  sucli  companions? 
Pray,  get  you  out. 

dor.  Away! 

See.  Serv.  Away!  get  you  away. 

Cor.  Now  thou'rt  troublesome. 

See.  Serv.  Ar6  you  so  brave?  I'll  have  you  talked  with 
anon. 

Enter  a  Hard  Servingman.     The  first  meets  Mm. 

Third  Sert.  What  fellow's  this?  20 

First  Serv.  A  strange  one  as  ever  I  looked  on :  I  cannot 
get  him  out  o'  tlie  house:  prithee,  call  my  master  to  him. 

[Jietires. 

Third  Serv.  What  have  you  to  do  here,  fellow?  Pray 
you,  avoid  the  house. 

Cor.  Let  me  but  stand ;  I  will  not  hurt  your  hearth. 

Third  Serv.  What  are  you? 

Cor.  A  gentleman. 

Third  aei'v.  A  marvellous  poor  one.  30 

Cor.  True,  so  I  am. 

Third  Sei'v.  Pray  you,  poor  gentleman,  take  up  some 
other  station;  heres  no  place  for  j'ou;  pray  you,  avoid: 
come. 

Cor.  Follow  your  function,  go,  and  batten  on  cold  bits. 

[Pusfies  him  away. 

Third  Serv.  What,  you  will  not?  Prithee,  tell  my  mas- 
ter what  a  strange  guest  he  has  here. 

See.  Serv.  And  1  shall.  [Eiat. 

Third  Sei-v.  Where  dwcllest  tbou?  40 

Cor,  Under  the  canopy. 

Third  Sei'v.  Under  the  canopy  1 

Coi'.  Ay. 

Third  Serv.  Where's  that? 

Cor.  V  the  city  of  kites  and  crows. 

TMrd  Serv.  I  the  city  of  kites  and  crows!  What  an  ass 
it  is!    Then  thou  dwelfest  with  daws  too? 

Cor.  No,  I  serve  not  thv  master. 

Third  Serv.  How,  sir!  do  you  meddle  with  my  master? 

Cor.  Ay;  'tis  an  honester 'service  than  to  meddle  with 
thy  mistress.  51 

Thou  pratest,  and  prntest;  serve  with  thy  trencher,  hence! 

[Beats  him  away,    JSxit  Hiird  Servingman, 
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Enter  Aufidius  7nth  the  fecond  Servingman. 

Auf.  Where  is  this  fellow? 

Sec.  Serv.  Here,  sir*.  I'ld  have  beaten  him  like  a  dog,  but 
for  disturbing  the  lords  within.  [lietires. 

Auf.  Whence  comcst  thou?   what  wouldst  thou?  thy 
name? 
Wliy  speak'st  not?  speak,  man;  what's  thy  name? 

Cor,  If,  Tullus,  [  Unmitjgling,    60 

Not  yet  thou  knowcst  me,  and,  seeing  me,  dost  not 
Think  me  for  the  man  I  am,  necessity 
Commands  mo  name  myself. 

Avf.  What  is  thy  name? 

Cor.  A  nime  unmusical  to  the  Volsciaus'  ears. 
And  harsh  in  sound  to  thine. 

Auf.  Bay,  what's  thy  name? 

Thou  has  a  grim  appearance,  and  thy  face 
Bears  a  command  in't;  though  thy  tackle's  torn, 
Thou  sliow'st  a  noble  vessel:  what's  tliy  name? 

Cor.  Prepare  thy  brow  to  frown;  know'st  thou  me  yet? 

Auf.  I  know  thee  not;  thy  name?  70 

Cor.  My  name  is  Caius  Mareius,  who  hath  done 
To  thee  particularly  and  to  all  the  Volsocs 
Great  hurt  and  mischief;  thereto  witness  may       ^ 
My  surname,  Coriolanus:  the  painful  service, 
The  extreme  dangers  and  the  drops  of  blood 
Shed  for  my  thanliless  country  are  requited 
But  with  tliat  surname;  a  good  memory, 
And  witness  of  the  malice  and  displeasure 
Which  thou  shouldst  bear  me;  only  that  name  remains; 
The  cruelty  and  envy  of  the  people,  80 

Permitted  by  our  dastard  nobles,  who 
Have  all  forsook  me,  hath  devour'd  the  rest; 
And  suif er'd  me'  by  the  voice  of  slaves  to  be 
Whoop'd  out  of  Rome.     Now  this  extremity 
Hath  brought  me  to  thy  hearth ;  not  out  of  hope — 
Mistake  me  not — to  save  my  life,  for  if 
I  had  fear'd  death,  of  all  the  men  i'  the  world 
I  would  have  'voided  thee,  but  in  mere  spite, 
To  be  full  quit  of  those  my  banishcrs. 
Stand  I  before  thee  hero.    Then  if  thou  hast  90 

A  heart  of  wreak  in  thee,  that  wilt  revenge 
Thiue  own  particular  wrongs  and  stop  those  maims 
Of  shame  seen  through  thy  country,  speed  thee  straight, 
And  make  my  misery  serve  thy  turn:  so  use  it 
That  my  revenseful  services  may  prove 
As  benefits  to  thee,  for  I  will  tight 
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Against  my  canker*d  country  with  the  spleen 

Of  all  the  under  fiends.     But  if  so  be 

Thou  darest  not  this  and  that  to  prove  more  fortunes 

ThouVt  tired,  then,  in  ff  word,  I  also  am  100 

Longer  to  live  most  wear}',  and  present 

M^'  throat  to  thee  and  to  thy  ancient  malice; 

^  hich  not  to  cut  would  show  thee  but  a  fool, 

Since  I  have  ever  followVl  thee  with  hate. 

Drawn  tuns  of  blood  out  of  thy  country's  breast, 

And  cannot  live  but  to  thy  shame,  unless 

It  be  to  do  thee  service. 

Auf.  O  Marcius,  Marciust 

Each  word  thou  hast  spoke  hath  weeded  from  my  heart 
A  root  of  ancient  envy.    If  Jupiter 
Should  from  yond  cloud  speak  divine  things  110 

And  say  **Tis  true,"  I'ld  not  believe  them  more 
Than  thee,  all  noble  Harcius.    Let  me  twine 
Mine  arms  about  tiiat  body,  where  against 
My  grained  ash  an  hundred  times  hath  broke. 
And  scarr'd  the  moon  with  splinters:  here  I  clip 
The  anvil  of  my  sword,  and  do  contest 
As  holly  and  as  nobly  with  thy  love 
As  ever  in  ambitious  strength  I  did 
Contend  against  thy  valour.    Know  thou  first, 
I  loved  the  maid  I  married ;  never  man  ISO 

Sigh'd  truer  breath;  but  that  I  see  thee  here, 
Thou  noble  thing!  more  dances  my  rapt  heart 
Than  when  I  first  my  wedded  mistress  saw 
Bestride  my  threshold.    Why.  thou  Mars!  I  tell  thee. 
We  have  a  power  on  foot;  and  I  had  purpose 
Once  more  to  hew  thv  target  from  thy  brawn, 
Or  lose  mine  arm  for  t:  thou  hast  beat  me  out 
Twelve  several  times,  and  I  have  nightly  since 
Dreamt  of  encounters  'twixt  thyself  and  me; 
We  have  been  down  together  in  my  sleep,  180 

Unbuckling  helms,  fisting  each  other's  thraat, 
And  waked  half  dead  with  nothing.    Worthy  Maroias, 
Had  we  no  quarrel  else  to  Rome,  but  that 
Thou  art  thence  banished,  we  would  muster  all 
From  twelve  to  seventy,  and  pouring  war 
Into  the  bowels  of  ungrateful  Rome, 
Like  a  bold  fiood  o'erlSsar.    O,  come,  go  in. 
And  take  our  friendly  senators  by  the  liands; 
Who  now  are  here,  taking  their  leaves  of  me, 
Who  am  prepared  against  your  territories,  140 

Though  not  for  Rome  itself. 

CdT^  Tou  bless  mc,  godsl 
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Auf.  Therefore,  most  absolute  sir,  if  thou  wilt  have 
The  leading  of  thine  own  revenges,  take 
The  one  half  of  my  commission ;  and  set  down — 
As  best  thou  art  experienced,  since  thou  kuow'st 
Thy  country's  strength  and  weakness, — thine  own  ways; 
Wliether  to  knock  against  the  gates  of  Rome, 
Or  rudely  visit  them  in  parts  remote, 
To  fright  them,  ere  destroy.    But  come  in : 
Let  me  commend  thee  first  to  those  that  shall  150 

Say  yea  to  thy  desires.     A  thousand  welcomes  I 
And  more  a  friend  than  e'er  an  enemv; 
Yet,  Marcius,  that  was  much.    Your  hand :  most  welcome! 
[KjceurU  GariolanuB  and  Aufldiu*.     The  two  Serving- 
nun  come  forward. 

t%ni  8erv.  Here's  a  strance  alteration ! 

Sec.  Serv.  By  my  hand,  I  had  thought  to  have  strucken 
him  with  a  cudgel;  and  yet  my  mind  gave  me  his  clothes 
made  a  false  report  of  him. 

First  Serv.  What  an  arm  he  has  I  he  turced  me  about 
with  his  finger  and  his  thumb,  as  one  would  set  up  a  top. 

See.  Serv,  Nay,  I  knew  by  his  face  that  there  was  some- 
thing in  him:  he  had,  sir,  a  kind  of  face,  methought, — I 
cannot  tell  how  to  term  it. 

First  Sere.  He  had  so;  looking  as  it  were — ^would  I  were 
hanced,  but  I  thought  there  was  more  in  him  than  I  could 
thinK. 

Sec.  Serv.  So  did  I,  I'll  be  sworn:  he  is  simply  the  rarest 
man  i'  the  world. 

First  Serv.  I  think  he  is:  but  a  greater  soldier  than  he 
you  wot  on.  171 

See.  Serv.  Who,  my  master? 

First  Serv.  Nay,  it  s  no  matter  for  that 

See.  Serv.  Worth  six  on  him. 

FHrst  Serv.  Nay,  not  so  neither:  but  I  take  him  to  be  the 
greater  soldier. 

Sec.  Serv.  Faith,  look  you,  one  cannot  tell  how  to  sny 
.  that:  for  the  defence  of  a  town,  our  general  is  excellent. 

First  Serv,  Ay,  and  for  i^n  assault  too.  ISO 

Be^nter  third  Servingman. 

ThiidServ.  O  slaves,  I  can  tell  you  news, — news,  you 
rascals! 

First  and  Sec.  Serv.  What,  what,  what?  let's  partake. 

Third  Serv.  I  would  not  be  a  Roman,  of  all  nations;  I 
had  as  lieve  be  a  condemned  man. 

First  and  Sec.  Serv.  Wherefore?  wherefore? 
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THrd  Serr,  Why,  here's  he  that  was  wont  to  thwack 
our  general,  Caius  Marcius. 

Fimt  Ssn,  Why  do  you  say  "  thwack  our  general"? 

Ihird  Sere,  I  do  not  say  "  thwack  our  general;"  but  he 
was  always  good  enough  for  him. 

Sec,  Serf}.  Come,  we  are  fellows  and  friends:  he  wns 
ever  too  hard  for  him;  I  have  heard  him  say  so  faimsrCif. 

First  Sen.  He  was  too  hard  for  him  directly,  to  fay  i  hv ) 
troth  on*t:  before  Corioli  he  scotched  him  and  nctcLec  >' 
him  like  a  carbonado. 

See.  Serv.  An  he  had  been  cannibally  given,  he  might 
have  broiled  and  eaten  him  too.  201 

First  Serv.  But,  more  of  thy  news? 

Third  S&re.  Why^,  he  is  so  made  on  here  within,  as  if  he 
were  son  and  heir  to  Mars;  set  at  upper  end'  o*  the  table; 
no  question  asked  him  by  any  of  the  senators,  but  they 
stand  bald  before  him :  our  genera]  himself  makes  a  mis- 
tress of  him;  sanctifies  himself  with *s  hand  and  turns  up 
the  white  o'  the  eye  to  his  discourse.  But  the  bottom  of 
the  news  is,  our  general  is  cut  i'  the  middle  and  but  one 
half  of  what  he  was  yesterday;  for  the  other  has  half,  by 
the  entreaty  and  grant  of  the  whole  table.  He'll  go,  he 
sa^s,  and  sowl  the  porter  of  Rome  gates  by  the  cai*s:  lie 
will  mow  all  down  before  him,  and  leave  his  pas.(^ge 
polled. 

Sec.  Serf),  And  he's  as  like  to  do't  as  an}'  man  I  can  im- 
agine. 

2hird  Serv.  Do't!  he  will  do't;  for,  look  you,  sir,  he  has 
as  many  friends  as  enemies;  which  friends,  sir,  as  it  were, 
dursfr  not,  look  you,  sir,  show  themselves,  as  we  term  it, 
liis  friends  whilst  he's  in  directitude.  * 

First  8ert>.  Directitude!  what's  that? 

Third  Se}t>.  But  when  they  sliall  see,  sir,  his  crest  up 
again,  and  tlie  man  in  blood,  they  will  out  of  their  bur- 
rows, like  conies  after  rain,  and  revel  all  with  him. 

Mrst  Serv.  But  when  goes  this  forward? 

Ihird  Serv.  To-morrow;   to-day;  presently;  you  shall 
have  the  drum  struck  up  this  afternoon :  'tis,  as  it  Were,  a 
parcel  of  their  feast,  and  to  be  executed  ere  they  wipe » 
their  lips. 

Sec.  Serv.  Why,  then  we  shall  have  a  stirring  world 
a^in.  This  peace  is  nothiug,  but  to  rust  iron,  increase 
tailors,  and  breed  ballad -makers. 

First  Serv.  Let  me  have  war,  say  I ;  it  exceeds  peace  as 
far  as  day  docs  night;  it's  spritely.  waking,  audible,  and 
full  of  vent    Fcaco  is  a  very  apoplexy,  lethargy;  mulled» 
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deaf,  sleepy,  insensible;  a  getter  of  more  bastard  children 
than  war*s  a  destroyer  of  men.  241 

8cc.  8erv.  'Tis  so:  and  as  war,  in  some  sort,  may  be  said 
to  be  a  ravisber,  so  it  cannot  be  denied  but  peace  is  a  great 
maker  of  cuckolds. 

First  Serv,  Av,  and  it  makes  men  hate  one  another. 

2/urd  8erv.  lieason;  because  they  then  less  need  one 
another.  The  wars  for  mv  money.  I  hope  to  sec  Komans 
as  cheap  as  Volscians.    They  arc  rising,  they  are  rising. 

All.  In,  in,  in,  in!  [KeeuiU, 

Scene  VI.    Botne,    A  public  place, 
.    Enter  Sicnnus  and  Brctus. 

6ic.  We  hear  not  of  him,  neither  need  wc  fear  him; 
His  remedies  are  tame  i*  the  present  peace 
And  quietness  of  the  people,  which  before 
Were  in  wild  hurry.     Here  do  we  make  his  friends 
Blush  that  the  world  goes  well,  who  rather  had, 
Though  they  themselves  did  suffer  by't,  liehold 
Dissentious  numbers  pestering  streets  than  see 
Our  tradesmen  singing  in  their  shops  and  going 
About  their  functions  friendly. 

Bini.  We  stood  to't  in  good  time.    [Enter  Menentm.]  Is 
this  Menenius?  10 

Sic.  'Tis  lie,  'tis  he:  O,  he  is  grown  most  kind  of  late. 

Both  Tri.  Hail,  sir! 

Men.  Hail  to  you  both ! 

Sic.  Tour  Coriolanus 

Im  not  much  niiss'd,  but  with  his  friends: 
The  common  weal  til  doth  stand,  and  so  would  do, 
Were  he  more  angry  at  it. 

Men.  All's  well;  and  might  have  been  much  better,  if 
lie  could  have  temporized. 

8i€.  Where  is  he,  hear  you? 

Men.  Nay,  I  hear  nothing:  his  mother  and  his  wife 
Hear  nothing  from  him. 

Enter  thi*ee  or  four  Citizens. 

Citizens,  The  gods  preserve  you  both! 
8ic.  God-den,  our  neighbours.    20 

Bru.  God-den  to  you  all,  god-den  to  you  all. 
First  Cit.  Ourselves,  our  wives,  and  children,  on  our 
knees. 
Are  bound  to  pray  for  you  both. 
Sie,  '  Live,  and  thrive! 
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Bru,  Farewell,  kind  neighbours:  we  wisb'd  Ooriolanus 
Had  loved  you  as  we  did. 

CUizeru.  Now  the  gods  keep  yonl 

Both  Tri.  Farewell,  farewell.  [t&uunt  CUiEetM. 

Sic,  This  is  a  happier  and  more  comely  time 
Than  when  these  fellows  ran  about  the  streets. 
Crying  confusion. 

ini,  Caius  Marcius  was 

A  worthy  officer  i'  the  war;  but  insolent,  80 

Overcome  with  pride,  ambitious  past  all  thinking. 
Self-loving, — 

Sic.  And  affecting  one  sole  throne, 

Without  assistance. 

M^.  I  tliink  not  so. 

Sie.  We  should  by  this,  to  all  our  lamentation. 
If  he  had  gone  forth  consul,  found  it  so. 

Bnt.  The  gods  have  well  prevented  it,  and  Rome 
Sits  safe  and  still  without  him. 

Enter  an  JBdile. 

uEd,  Worthy  tribunes, 

There  is  a  slave,  whom  we  have  put  In  prison. 
Reports,  the  Volsces  with  two  several  powers 
Are  entcr'd  in  the  Roman  territories,  40 

And  with  the  deepest  malice  of  the  war 
Destroy  what  lies  before  'em. 

Men.  Tis  Autidius, 

Who,  hearing  of  our  Marcius'  banishment, 
Thrusts  forth  his  horns  again  into  the  world; 
Which  were  inshelled  when  Marcius  stood  for  Rome, 
And  durst  not  once  peep  out. 

Sic,  Come,  what  talk  you 

Of  Marcius? 

Bni.         €K>  see  this  rumourer  whipp'd.    It  cannot  be 
The  Volsces  dare  break  with  us. 

Men.  Cannot  be! 

We  have  record  that  very  well  it  can, 
And  three  examplers  of  the  like  have  been  60 

Within  my  nge.     But  reason  with  the  fellow, 
Before  you  punish  him,  where  he  heard  this. 
Lest  vou  shall  chance  to  whip  your  information 
And  beat  the  messenger  who  bids  beware 
Of  what  is  to  be  dreaded. 

Sic.  Tell  not  me: 

I  know  this  cannot  be. 

Bru,  Not  possible. 

JSnter  a  Messenger. 
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Me»,  The  nobles  in  great  earnestness  are  going 
All  to  the  senate-houso:  some  news  is  come  / 

That  turns  their  countenances. 

&c.  'Tis  this  slave;— 

Go  whip  him  'fore  the  people's  eyes: — ^his  raising;  60 

Nothing  but  his  report. 

Mesa.  Yes,  worthy  sir, 

The  slave's  report  is  seconded ;  and  more. 
More  fearful,  is  deliver'd. 

Sic.  What  more  fearful  ? 

Mesa.  It  is  spoke  freelv  out  of  many  mouths — 
How  probable  I  do  not  know — that  fiarcius, 
Join*d  with  Aufldius,  leads  a  power  'gainst  Rome, 
And  vows  revenge  as  spacious  as  between 
The  youngest  ana  oldest  thing. 

8ie.  This  is  most  likely ! 

Bru.  Raised  only,  that  the  weaker  sort  may  wish 
Good  Marcttts  home  again. 

Sic.  The  very  trick  on't  70 

Men.  This  is  unlikely:     - 
He  and  Aufidlus  can  no  more  atone 
Than  violentcst  contrariety. 

Enter  a  second  Messenger. 

Se^.  Mess.  Tou  are  sent  for  to  the  senate : 
A  fearful  army,  led  by  Caius  Marcius  ' 

Associated  with  Aufldius.  rages 
Upon  our  territories;  and  have  already 
O'crborne  their  way,  consumed  with  fire,  and  took 
What  lay  before  them. 

Enter  Cohiniub. 

Com.  O,  you  have  made  good  work  I 

Men,  What  news?  what  news?    80 

Com.  Tou  have  holp  to  ravish  your  own  daughters  and 
To  melt  the  city  leads  upon  your  pates, 
To  see  your  wives  dishonoured  to  your  noses, — 

Men.  What's  the  news?  what's  the  news? 

Com.  Tour  temples  burned  in  their  cement,  and 
Tour  franchises,  whereon  you  stood,  confined 
Into  an  auger's  bore. 

Men,  Pray  now,  your  news? 

You  have  made  fair  work,  I  fear  me. — Pray,  your  news? — 
If  Marcius  should  bo  Join'd  with  Volscians, — 

Com.  If  I 

He  is  their  god:  he  leads  them  Kke  a  thing  00 

Made  by  some  other  deity  than  nature, 
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That  shapes  men  better;  and  they  follow  him, 
Agaiust  us  brats,  with  no  less  conficicnce 
Than  boys  pursuing  summer  butterflies, 
Or  butchers  killing  flics. 

Jlen.  You  have  made  good  worlE» 

You  and  you  apron-men;  you  that  stooa  so  mucli 
Upon  the  voice  of  occupation  and 
Tlie  breath  of  garlic-eaters! 

Co7n.  He  will  shake 

Your  Rome  about  your  ears. 

Afen,  As  Hercules  99 

Did  shake  down  mellow  fruit.     You  have  made  fair  work! 

Bm.  But  is  this  true,  sir? 

C>m.  Ay;  and  you*ll  look  pale 

Before  vou  find  it  other.    All  the  regions 
Do  smilingly  revolt;  and  who  resist 
Arc  mock'd  for  valiant  ignorance, 
And  perish  constant  fools.     Who.is't  can  blame  himt 
'Your  enemies  and  his  lind  something  in  him. 

Men.  We  are  all  undone,  unlc&s 
The  noble  man  have  mercy. 

Com.  '  Who  shall  ask  it? 

The  tribunes  cannot  do't  for  shame;  the  people 
Deserve  such  pity  of  him  as  the  wolf  110 

Does  of  the  shepherds:  for  his  best  friends,  if  they 
Should  say  *'  Be  cood  to  Rome,"  they  charged  him  even 
As  those  should  (To  that  had  deserved  his  hate, 
And  thei*eiu  show'd  like  enemies. 

Men.  'Tis  tnie: 

If  he  were  putting  to  my  house  the  brand 
Tliat  should  consume  it,  I  have  not  the  face 
To  say  "  Beseech  you,  cease."  You  have  made  fair  hands. 
You  and  your  crafts!  you  have  crafted  fair! 

Cam,  You  have  brought 

A  trembling  upon  Rome,  such  as  was  never 
So  incapable  of  help. 

Both  IH.  Say  not  we  brought  it.  120 

Men.  Howl    Was  it  we?  we  loved  him;  but,  like  beasts 
And  cowardly  nobles,  gave  way  unto  your  clusters. 
Who  did  hoot  him  out  o'  the  city. 

Com.  "  But  I  fear 

They'll  roar  him  in  again.    TuUus  Aufidius, 
The  second  name  of  men,  obeys  his  points 
As  if  he  were  his  officer:  desperation 
Is  all  the  policy,  strength  and  defence. 
That  Rome  can  make  agai^ist  them. 

JEnttr  a  troop  of  Citiacns. 
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Men,  Hero  come  the  clusters. 

And  is  Aiifldius  with  bim  ?    Yon  are  tliey 
Tliat  made  the  air  imwholesome,  when  you  cast  180 

Tour  stiukiug  groasy  caps  in  hooting  at 
Coriolanus*  exile.     Now  he's  coming; 
And  not  a  hair  upon  a  soldier's  head 
Which  will  not  prove  a  whip:  us  many  coxcombs 
As  voii  threw  caps  up  will  he  tumble  down, 
And  pay  vou  for  your  voices.     *Tis  no  matter; 
If  he  could  burn  us  all  into  one  coni, 
We  have  deserved  it. 

CUi-ea^,  Faith,  we  hear  fearful  news. 

First  Clt.  For  mine  own  part. 

When  I  said,  banish  him,  I  said,  'twas  pity.  140 

8i*e.  CiL  And  so  did  I.  ' 

jThird  Git.  And  so  did  I;  and,  to  sar  the  tnitli,  so  did 
very  many  of  us:  that  we  did,  we  did  for  the  best;  and 
though  we  willingly  consented  to  his  banishment,  yet  it 
was  against  our  will. 

Ctm.  Ye 're  goodly  things,  you  voices! 

Men.  You  have  made 

Good  work,  you  and  your  cry!    Shall's  to  the  Capitol? 

Com,  O,  ay,  what  cia/et  [Exeunt  Cominiuitand Meneniv9. 

Sic.  Go.  masters,  get  you  home;  be  not  dlsmay'd:     -150 
These  are  a  side  that  would  be  glad  to  have 
This  true  which  they  so  seem  to  fear.*    Go  home. 
And  show  no  sign  of  fear. 

Fint  Cit.  The  gods  be  good  to  us!  Come,  masters,  let's 
home.  I  over  said  we  were  V  the  wrong  when  we  ban- 
ished him. 

See.  Cit,  So  did  we  all.    But,  come,  let's  home. 

[Exettnt  Citizens, 

Bru.  I  do  not  like  this  news. 

Sic.  Nor  I. 

Bru.  Let's  to  the  Capitol.  Would  half  my  wealth  160 
Would  buy  this  for  a  he! 

Sie.  Pray,  let  us  go.  [Ereunt. 


Scene  YII.    A  camp,  at  a  $maU  distance  from  Borne, 
Enter  Aupidius  and  7iis  Lieutenant 

Avf.  Do  they  still  fly  to  the  Roman? 

Lieu.-  I  do  not  know  what  witchcraft's  In  him,  but 
Your  soldiers  use  him  as  the  grace  'fore  mcnt. 
Their  talk  at  tabic,  and  their  thanks  at  end ; 
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And  you  are  darken*d  in  this  action,  sir, 
Even  by  your  own. 

Axff,  I  cannot  help  it  now. 

Unless,  by  using  means,  I  lame  the  foot 
Of  our  design.    He  bears  himself  more  prondlier, 
Even  to  my  person,  than  I  thought  he  would 
When  first  I  did  embrace  him :  yet  his  nature  10 

In  that's  no  changeling;  and  I  must  excuse 
What  cannot  be  amended. 

Lieu,  Yet  I  wish,  sir, — 

I  mean  for  your  particular, — ^you  liad  not 
Join'd  in  commission  with  him ;  but  either 
Had  borne  the  action  of  yourself,  or  else 
To  htm  had  left  it  solely. 

Auf.  I  understand  thee  well;  and  be  thou  sure. 
When  he  shall  come  to  his  account,  he  knows  not 
What  I  can  urge  against  him.    Although  it  seems. 
And  so  he  thinks,  apd  is  no  less  apparent  20 

To  the  vulgar  eye,  that  he  bears  m11  things  fairly. 
And  shows  good  husbandr}'  for  the  Yolscian  state. 
Fights  dragon-like,  and  does  achieve  as  soon 
As  draw  his  sword;  yet  he  hath  left  undone 
That  which  shall  bi-cuk  his  neck  or  hazard  mine, 
WlK?ne'er  we  come  to  our  account. 

Lieu.  Sir,  I  beseech  vou,  think  you  he'll  carry  Rome? 

Avf.  All  places  yield  to  him  ere  he  sits  down; 
And  the  nobility  of  Rome  are  his: 

The  senators  and  patricinns  love  him 'too:  80 

The  tribunes  arc  no  soldiers;  and  their  people 
Will  be  as  rash  in  the  repeal,  as  hasty 
To  expel  him  thence.     L  think  he*il  be  to  Rome 
As  is  the  osprcy  to  the  fish,  who  takes  it 
By  sovereignty  of  nature.     First  lie  waa 
A  noble  servant  to  them;  but  he  could  not 
Carry  his  lionours  even :  whether  'twas  pride. 
Which  out  of  daily  fortune  ever  taints 
The  happy  mnn ;  whether  defect  of  judgement, 
To  fail  in  the  disposing  of  those  chances  40 

Which  he  was  lord  of;  or  whether  nature. 
Not  to  be  other  than  one  thing,  not  moving 
From  the  cnsquc  to  the  cushion,  but  commanding  peace 
Even  with  the  same  austerity  and  g}irb 
As  he  control  I'd  the  war;  but  one  of  these — 
As  he  hath  spices  of  them  all.  not  all. 
For  I  dare  so  far  UeQ  him — made  him  feared, 
So  hated,  and  so  banish'd:  but  he  has  a  merit. 
To  choke  it  in  the  utterance.     So  our  virtues 


BCsA  I.]  COHIOLANUS.  891 

Lie  in  the  interpretation  of  tlie  time:  50 

And  power,  unto  itself  most  commendable, 

fUiith  not  a  tomb  so  evident  as  a  chair 

To  extol  what  it  hath  done. 

One  fire  drives  out  one  fire;  one  nail,  one  nail : 

Rights  by  rights  falter,  strengths  by  strengths  do  fail. 

Come,  let's  away.     When,  Caius,  Kome  is  thine, 

Thouartpoor'stof  all;  then  shortly  art  thou  mine.  [Exeunt, 


ACT  V. 

ScBNX  L    Borne,    A  public  place. 

Enter  Menenius,  CouiNms,  SiciNrus,  Brutus,  and  others. 

Men.  No,  111  not  go:  you  hear  what  he  hath  said 
Which  was  sometime  his  general;  who  loved  him 
In  a  most  dear  particular.    He  call'd  me  father: 
But  what  o'  that?    Go,  you  that  banish'd  him; 
A  mile  before  his  tent  fall  down,  and  knee 
The  way  into  his  mercy:  nay,  if  he  coy'd 
To  hear  Cominius  speak.  I'll  keep  at  home.- 

Com.  He  would  not  seem  to  know  mo. 

Men,  Do  you  hear? 

Com,  Yet  one  time  he  did  call  me  by  my  name: 
I  urged  ouF  old  Acquaintance,  and  the  drops  10 

That  we  have  bled  together.     Coriolanus 
He  would  not  answer  to :  forbad  all  names; 
He  was  a  kind  of  nothing,  titleless, 
Till  he  had  forged  himself  a  name  o'  the  fire 
Of  burning  liomc. 

Men.  Why,  so:  you  have  made  good  work  I 

A  pair  of  tribunes  that  have  rack'd  for  Rome, 
To  make  coals  cheap. — a  noble  memory! 

Com.  1  minded  him  how  royal  'twas  to  pardon 
When  it  was  less  expected:  he  replied, 
It  was  a  bare  petition  of  a  state  20 

To  one  whom  they  had  punish'd. 

Men.  Very  well: 

Could  he  sav  less? 

Com,  1  oner'd  to  awaken  his  regard 
For's  private  friends:  his  answer  to  me  was, 
He  could  not  stay  to  pick  them  in  a  pile 
Of  noisome  musty  chaff:  he  said  'twas  folly. 
For  one  poor  grain  or  two,  to  leave  unburtit. 
And  still  to  nose  the  offence.  * 

Men.  For  one  poor  grain  or  two  I 
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I  am  one  of  those:  his  mother,  his  wife,  his  child, 
And  this  brave  fellow  too,  we  are  the  grains:  80 

You  arc  the  musty  chaff;  and  you  are  smelt 
Above  the  moon :  we  must  be  burnt  for  you. 

Sic.  Nay,  pray,  be  patient:  if  you  refuse  your  aid 
In  tills  so  never-needed  help,  yet  do  not 
Upbraid's  with  our  distress.    But,  sure,  if  you 
Would  be  our  country's  pleader,  your  cood  tongue, 
More  than  the  instant  army  we  can  mt^e, 
Mi^ht  stop  our  countryman. 

Men.  No,  I'll  not  meddle. 

Sic.  Pray  you,  go  to  him. 

Men.  What  should  I  do? 

Bru.  Only  make  trial  what  your  love  can  do  40 

For  Rome,  towards  Marcius. 

Men.  Well,  and  say  that  Kardus 

Return  me,  as  Cominius  is  return'd, 
Unheard;  what  then? 
But  OS  a  discontented  friend,  grief -shot 
With  his  unkindness?  say't  be  so? 

Si'e.  Yet  your  good  will 

Must  have  that  thanks  from  Rome,  after  the  measure 
As  you  intended  well. 

Men.  I'll  undertake't: 

I  think  he'll  hear  me.    Y'^ct,  to  bite  his  lip 
And  hum  at  good  Cominius,  much  unhoarts  me. 
He  was  not  taken  well;  he  had  not  dined:  60 

The  veins  unfill'd,  our  blood  is  cold,  and  then 
We  pout  upon  the  morning,  are  unapt 
To  give  or  to  forgive;  but  when  we  have  stuff'd 
These  pipes  and  these  convevunces  of  our  blood 
With  wine  and  feeding,  we  have  suppler  souls 
Than  in  our  priesMike  fasts:  therefioM  I'll  watch  him 
Till  he  be  dieted  to  my  request, 
And  then  I'll  set  upon  him. 

Bru.  You  know  the  very  road  into  his  kindness, 
And  cannot  lose  your  way. 

Men.  Qood  faith,  I'll  prove  him,      €0 

Speed  how  it  will.     I  shall  ere  long  have  .knowledge 
Of  my  success.  [Etif, 

Com,  He  11  never  hear  him. 

Sie.  Not? 

Com,  I  tell  you,  he  does  sit  in  gold,  his  eye 
Red  as  'twould  burn  Rome;  and  his  injury 
The  gaoler  to  his  pity.     I  kneol'd  l»eforc  Him; 
'Twas  very  faintly  he  said  "Rise;"  dismiss'd  me 
Thus,  with  his  speechless  hand :  what  he  would  do. 
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Ho  sent  in  Tvritin!^  after  me;  ^vhat  he  would  not. 

Bound  with  an  oath  t^  yield  to  his  conditions : 

So  ttiat  nil  liope  ia  vain,  70 

Unless  his  noble  mother,  and  liis  wife; 

Who,  as  I  hear,  mean  to  solicit  him 

For  raercy  to  his  country.     Therefore,  lot's  hence. 

And  with  our  fair  entreaties  haste  them  on.  [Esseunt. 

ScE2tB  II     Entrance  of  die  VoUeian  camp  btfare  Borne. 

Two  Sentinels  on  guard. 

Enter  to  them,  Mekenitjs. 

First  Sen.  Stay:  whence  are  you? 

Sec.  Sen.  Stand,  and  go  back. 

Men.  You  guard  like  men ;  'tis  well '  but,  by  your  leave, 
I  am  an  officer  of  state,  and  come 
To  speak  with  Coriolanus. 

Fint  Sen.  From  whence? 

Men.  From  Rome. 

First  Sen.  You  may  not  pass,  you  must  return :  our  gen- 
end 
Will  no  more  hear  from  thence. 

See.  S.'n.  You'll  see  your  Rome  embraced  with  fire  before 
You'll  speak  with  Coriolanus. 

Men.  Good  my  friends. 

If  you  have  hcani  your  general  talk  of  Rome, 
And  of  his  friends  there,  it  is  lots  to  blanks,  10 

My  name  hath  touch 'd  your  eai^ ;  it  is  Mencnius. 

FirHt  Sin.  Bo  it  so;  go  bock:  the  virtue  of  your  namo 
Is  not  here  passable. 

Men.  I  tell  thee,  fellow. 

Thy  general  is  ray  lover:  I  have  been 
The  lK)ok  of  his  good  acts,  whence  men  hove  read 
His  fame  uuparallerd.  haply. amplified; 
For  I  have  ever  f  verifletl  my  friends. 
Of  whom  he's  chief,  with  all  the  size  Uiat  verity 
Would  without  lapsing  suffer:  nny,  sometimes. 
Like  to  a  bowl  upon  a  subtle  ground.  20 

I  have  tumbled  past  the  throw;  mid  in  his  pniiso 
Have  almost  stanip'd  the  leasing:  therefore,  fellow, 
I  must  have  leave  to  pass. 

First  Sin.  Faith,  sir.  if  you  had  lold  as  many  lies  in  his 
behalf  as  you  have  uttered  words  in  your  own.  you  should 
not  pass  here;  no.  thou^li  it  were  as  virtuous  to  lie  as  to 
live  chastely.    Therefore,  go  buck. 

Men.  Prithee,  fellow,  iXMnember  my  name  is  MenoniuM. 
always  factionary  on  the  paily  of  your  general.  81 
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8e^.  Sen,  Howsoever  you  have  been  his  liar,  as  you  say 
you  have,  I  am  one  that,  telling  true  under  him,  must  say, 
you  cannot  pass.    Therefore,  go  back. 

Men.  Has  he  diucd,  canst  thou  tell?  for  I  would  not 
speak  with  him  till  after  dinner. 

First  Sen.  You  are  a  Roman,  arc  you? 

Men.  I  am,  as  tUy  general  is.  89 

First  Sen.  Then  you  should  iiatc  Rome,  as  he  does.  Can 
you,  when  you  have  pushed  out  your  gates  the  very  defen- 
der of  them,  and,  in  a  violent  popular  ignorance,  given 
your  enemy  your  shield,  think  to  front  his  revenges  with 
the  easy  groans  of  old  women,  the  virginal  palms  of  your 
daughters,  or  yvith  the  palsied  intercession  of  such  a  de- 
cayed dotant  as  von  seem  to  be?  Can  you  tbink  to  blow 
out  the  intended  fire  your  city  is  ready  to  flame  in,  with 
such  weak  breath  as  this?  No,  you  are  deceived;  there- 
fore, back  to  Rome,  and  prepare  for  your  execution :  ^*ou 
are  condemned,  our  general  Ims  sworn  you  out  of  reprieve 
and  pardon. 

Men.  Sirrah,  if  thy  captain  knew  I  were  here,  he  would 
use  me  with  estimation. 

See.  Sen.  Come,  my  captain  knows  you  not 

Men.  I  mean,  tby  general. 

First  Sen.  My  general  cares  not  for  you.  Back,  I  say, 
go;  lest  I  let  forth  your  half-pint  of  blood;  back, — ^that's 
the  utmost  of  your  having:  back. 

Men.  Nay,  but^  fellow,  fellow, — 

Enter  Coriolanus  and  AuFiDina. 

Cor.  What's  the  matter? 

Men.  Now,  you  companion,  I'll  say  an  errand  for  you: 
you  shall  know  now  that  I  am  in  estimation;  you  shall 
perceive  that  a  Jack  guardant  cannot  office  me  from  my 
son  Coriolanus:  guess,  but  b}'  my  entertainment  with  him. 
if  thou  standest  not  i'  the  state  of  hanging,  or  of  sonic 
death  more  long  in  spectatorship,  and  crueller  in  suffering; 
behold  now  presently,  and  swoon  for  what's  to  come  upou 
thee.  [To  Cor.]  The  glorious  gods  sit  in  hourly  syno<l 
about  thy  particular  prosperity,  nnd  love  thee  no  worse 
thaYi  thy  old  father  Mcnenius  does!  O  my  son,  my  son ! 
thou  art  preparing  fire  for  us;  look  thee,  here's  water  to 
quench  it.  I  was  liardly  moved  to  come  to  thee;  but  beicg 
assured  none  but  myself  could  move  thee.  I  have  been 
blown  out  of  your  gates  with  sighs;  and  conjure  thee  to 
pardon  Rome,  and  thy  petitionary  countrymen.  The  good 
gods  assuage  thy  wrath,  and  turn  the  dregs  of  it  upon  this 
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yarlet  here, — this,  who,  like  a  block,  hath  denied  my  access 
to  thee. 

Ckyr.  Away! 

Men,  How!  away! 

Cor,  Wife,  mother,  child,  I  know  not.    My  affairs 
Arc  servanted  to  others:  though  I  owe 
My  revenge  properly,  my  remission  lies  90 

In  Volscian  breasts.    That  we  have  been  familiar, 
Ingrate  forgetfulness  shall  poison,  rather 
Than  pity  note  how  much.     Therefore,  be  gone. 
Mine  cars  against  your  suits  are  stronger  than 
Your  gates  against  ray  force.     Yet,  for  I  loved  Ihec, 
Take  this  along;  I  writ  it  for  thy  sake.  [Gixes  a  letter. 

And  would  liave  sent  it.    Another  word,  Menenius, 
I  will  not  hear  thee  speak.    This  man,  Aufidius, 
Was  my  beloved  in  Rome:  yet  thou  behold'st! 

Auf.  You  k&^p  a  constant  temper.  100 

[EjcearU  Goriolanue  and  Aufidius, 

First  Sen.  Now.  sir,  is  your  name  Menenius? 

Sec.  Sen.  'Tis  a  spell,  you  see,  of  much  power:  you  know 
the  way  home  again. 

First  Sen.  Do  you  hear  how  we  are  shent  for  keeping 
your  greatness  back? 

See.  Sen.  What  cause,  do  you  think,  I  have  to  swoon. 

Men.  I  neither  care  for  the  world  nor  your  general :  for 
such  things  as  you,  I  can  scarce  think  tliere's  any,  ye'rc  so 
slight.  lie  that  hath  a  will  to  die  by  himself  fears  it  not 
from  another:  let  your  general  do  his  worst.  For  you,  bo 
that  you  are,  long;  and  your  misery  Increase  with  your 
age!  I  say  to  vou,  as  I  was  said  to,  Away!  •      [Ecit. 

First  Sen.  A  noble  fellow,  I  warrant  him. 

See.  Sen.  The  worthy  fellow  is  our  general:  he's  the 
rock,  the  oak  not  to  be  wind-shaken.  [Eceunt. 


Scene  III.     IVie  tent  of  Corioianns. 
Eater  Coriolanus,  Aufidius,  and  others. 

Cor.  We  will  before  the  walls  of  Rome  to-merfrow 
oet  down  our  host.    My  partner  in  this  action. 
You  must  report  to  the  \  olscian  lords,  how  plainly 
I  have  borne  this  business. 

Auf.  Only  their  ends 

You  have  respected ;  stopp'd  your  ears  against 
The  ^neral  suit  of  Rome;  never  admitted 
A  private  whisper,  no,  not  with  such  friends 
That  thought  them  sure  of  you. 
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Cor,  This  last  old  man, 

Whom  with  a  crnck'd  heart  I  have  sent  to  Rome, 
Loved  me  above  the  measure  of  a  father;  10 

Nay,  godded  me,  indeed.     Their  latest  refuge 
Was  to  send  him ;  for  whose  old  love  I  have. 
Though  I  showed  sourly  to  him,  once  more  offered 
The  first  conditions,  which  they  did  refuse 
And  cannot  now  accept;  to  grace  him  only 
That  thought  he  could  do  more,  a  verv  little 
I  have  yielded  to;  fresh  embassies  and  suits, 
Nor  from  the  state  nor  private  friends,  hereafter 
Will  I  lend  car  to.    Ha!  what  shout  is  this?  [SlimU  tcithin. 
Shall  I  be  tempted  to  infringe  my  vow  20 

In  the  same  time  'lis  made?    I  will  not. 

EhUt,  ill  mattminff  hfUnie,  Vikgilia,  Volumkia,  Uciding 
young  Marcius,  Valbrta,  aiid  Attendants. 

My  wife  comes  foremost;  then  the  honoured  mould 

Wherein  this  trunk  was  framed,  and  in  her  hand 

The  grandchild  to  her  blood.    But,  out,  aJScctionI 

All  bond  and  privilege  of  nature,  break! 

Let  it  be  virtuous  to  be  obstinate. 

What  is  that  curt'sy  worth?  or  those  dove's  eyes. 

Which  can  make  gods  forsworn?    I  melt,  and  am  not 

Of  stronger  earth  than  others.    My  mother  bows; 

As  if  Olympus  to  a  molehill  should  80 

In  supplication  nod:  and  my  young  boy 

Hath  an  aspect  of  intercession,  which 

Great  nature  cries  **  Deny  not."    Let  the  Volacea 

Plough  Rome,  and  harrow  Italy:  I'll  never 

Be  such  a  gosling  to  obey  instinct,  but  stand, 

As  if  a  man  were  author  of  himself 

And  knew  no  other  kin. 

Vii\  My  lord  and  husband  I 

Cor.  These  eyes  arc  not  "the  same  I  wore  in  Rome. 

Vir.  The  sorrow  that  delivers  us  thus  changed 
Makes  you  think  so. 

Cor.  Like  a  dull  actor  now,        .  40 

I  have  forgot  my  part,  and  I  am  out. 
Even  to  a  full  disgrace.     Best  of  my  flesh. 
Forgive  my  tyranny;  but  do  not  say 
For  that  **  Forgive  our  Romans."    O,  a  kiss 
Long  as  my  exile,  sweet  as  my  revenge! 
Now,  by  tlu2  jealous  queen  of  heaven,  that  kiss 
I  carried  from  thoe,  dear;  and  my  true  lip 
Hath  virgiu'd  it  e'er  since.     You'gods!  I  prate. 
And  the  most  noble  mother  of  the  world 
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Xeaveunsaluted:  sftik,  my  kne^/Viheeiitth;    [Khedi.  60 
Of  thy  Atf^p  duty  more  impfe&ion  show 
Than  that  of  comtnoft  sons. 

Vol,  O,  stand  up  blest! 

Whilst,  with  no  softer  cushion  than  the  flint, 
I  kneel  before  thee;  and  unproperly 
Show  duty,  as  mistaken  all  this  while 
Between  the  child  ?ind  parent.  [Kneels. 

(Jor,  What  is  tliis? 

Your  knees  to  me?  to  your  corrected  son? 
Then  let  the  pebbles  on  tile  huTi|:ry  beacli 
Fillip  the  stars;  tiien  let  the  mutinous  winds 
Strike  the  proud  cedars  'gainst  tlie  fiery  sun;  60 

Murdering  impossibility,  to  make 
What  cannot  be,  slight  work. 

VoU  Thou  art  my  warrior; 

I  hope  to  frame  thee.     Do  vou  know  this  lady? 

Cor.  The  noble  fiister  61  rublicola. 
The  moon  of  Rome,  chaste  as  the  icicle 
Thai's  curdled  by  the  frost  from  purest  snow 
And  hangs  on  Dtan's  temple:  dear  Valeria! 

V*)l.  This  is  a  poor  epitome  of  yours. 
Which  by  the  interpretation  of  full  time 
M«ay  show  like  all  yourself. 

Vor.  The  god  of  soldiers,  70 

With  the  consent  of  supreme  Jove,  inform 
Thy  thoughts  with  nobleness;  that  thou  maj'cst  prove 
To  shame  unvulnemble,  and  stick  i'  the  wars 
Like  a  great  sea-mark,  standing  every  flaw. 
And  saving  those  that  eye  thee! 

VoL  Your  knee,  sirrah. 

Cor.  That's  my  brave  boy! 

Vd.  Even  \>e,'your  wife,  this  lady,  and  myself. 
Are  suitors  to  you. 

Cor.  I  beseech  yon,  peace: 

Or,  if  you'ld  ask,  remember  this  before: 
The  thing  I  have  forsworn  to  grant  may  never  80 

Be  held  by  you  denials.    Do  not  bid  mo 
Dismiss  my  soldiers,  or  capitulate 
Again  with  Rome's  mechanics:  tell  me  not 
Wherein  I  seem  unnatural :  desire  not 
To  allay  my  rages  and  revenges  with 
Your  colder  reasons. 

Vol.  0,  no  more,  no  more! 

You  have  said  you  will  not  grant  us  any  thing; 
For  we  have  nothing  else  to  ask,  but  that 
Which  you  deny  already:  yet  wc  will  ask; 

8HAK.    II.— 29 
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That,  if  you  fail  in  our  request,  the  b)ame  90 

May  hang  upon  your  hardness:  therefore  hear  us. 

Got.  Aufidtus,  and  you,  Volsces,  mark;  for  well 
Here  nought  from  Home  in  private.    Your  request? 

Vcl.  Should  we  be  silent  and  not  speak,  our  raiment 
And  state  of  bodies  would  bewray  what  life 
We  have  led  since  thy  exile.    Think  with  thyself 
How  more  unfortunate  than  all  living  women 
Are  we  come  hither:  since  that  thy  sight,  which  should 
Make  our  eyes  flow  with  joy,  hearts  dance  with  comforts. 
Constrains  them  weep  and  shake  with  fear  and  sorrow;  100 
Making  the  mother,  wife  and  child  to  see 
The  son,  the  husband  and  the  father  tearing 
His  country's  bowels  out.    And  to  poor  we 
Thine  enmity's  roost  capital:  thou  barr'st  us 
Our  prayers  to  the  gods,  which  is  a  comfort 
That  all  but  we  enjoy;  for  how  can  we, 
Alas,  how  can  we  for  our  country  pray, 
"Whereto  we  are  bound,  together  witli  thy  victory. 
Whereto  we  are  bound?  alack,  or  we  must  lose 
The  country,  our  dear  nurse,  or  else  thy  person,  110 

Our  comfort  in  the  country.     We  must  find 
An  evident  calamity,  though  we  had 
Our  wish,  which  side  should  win:  for  either  thou 
Must,  as  a  foreign  recreant,  be  led 
With  manacles  through  our  streets,  or  else 
Triumphantly  tread  on  thy  country's  ruin, 
And  bear  the'  palm  for  having  bravely  shed 
Thy  wife  and  children's  blood.    For  myself,  son, 
I  purpose  not  to  wait  on  fortune  till 
These  wars  determine:  if  I  cannot  persuade  thee  120 

Rather  to  show  a  noble  grace  to  both  parts 
Than  seek  the  end  of  one,  thou  sbalt  no  sooner 
!March  to  assault  thy  country  than  to  tread — 
Triist  to't,  thou  shalt  not— on  thy  mother's  womb. 
That  brought  thee  to  this  world. 

Vir.  Ay,  and  mine, 

Miat  brought  you  foith  this  boy,  to  keep  your  name 
Living  to  time. 

Young  Mar.  A*  shall  not  tread  on  me; 
ril  run  away  till  I  am  bigger,  but  then  I'll  fight 

Cor.  Not  of  a  woman's  tenderness  to  be. 
Requires  nor  child  nor  woman's  face  to  sec.  130 

I  have  sat  too  long.  [Biaing, 

Vol.  Nay,  go  not  from  us  thus. 

If  it  were  so  that  our  request  did  tend 
To  save  the  Romans,  thereby  to  destroy 
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The  Volsces  whom  you  serve,  you  might  condemn  ua, 

As  poisonous  of  your  honour:  no;  our  suit 

Is,  that  you  reconcile  them:  while  the  Volsces 

Maj'  say  "  This  mercy  we  have  show'd;"  the  Romans, 

*'  This  we  received;"  and  each  in  either  side 

Give  the  all-hail  to  thee,  and  cry  *'  Be  blest 

For  makinj;  up  this  peace!"  Thou  know'st,  great  son,  140 

The  end  of  war's  uncertain,  but  this  certain. 

That,  if  tliou  conquer  Rome,  the  benefit 

Which  thou  shalt  thereby  reap  is  such  a  name. 

Whose  reputation  will  be  dogg'd  with  curses; 

Whose  chronicle  thus  writ:  "The  man  was  noble. 

But  with  his  last  attempt  he  w^iped  it  out; 

Dcstroy*d  his  country,  and  his  name  remains 

To  the  ensuing  age  abhorr*d."     Speak  to  me,  son: 

Thou  hast  a£Fected  the  fine  strains  of  honour, 

To  imitate  the  graces  of  the  gods;  150 

To  tear  witli  thunder  the  wide  cheeks  o'  the  air. 

And  yet  to  clnrge  thy  sulpliur  with  a  bolt 

That  should  but  rive  an  oak.     Why  dost  not  speak? 

Think'st  thou  it  honourable  for  a  noble  man 

Still  to  remember  wrongs?    Daughter,  speak  you: 

He  cares  not  for  your  weeping.     Speak  thou,  boy: 

Perhaps  thy  childishness  will  move  him  more 

Than  can  our  reasons.     There's  no  man  in  the  world 

More  bound  to*s  mother;  yet  here  he  leta  me  prate 

Like  one  i'  the  stocks.     Thou  hast  never  in  thy  life        100 

Show'd  thy  dear  mother  any  courtesy. 

When  she,  poor  hen,  fond  of  no  second  brood. 

Has  cluck'd  thee  to  the  wars  and  safely  home, 

Loaden  with  honour.     Sa^  my  request's  unjust. 

And  spurn  me  back:  but  if  it  be  not  so, 

Thou  art  not  honest;  and  the  gods  will  plague  thee, 

That  thou  restrainst  from  me  the  duty  which 

To  a  mother's  part  b^'longs.     He  turns  away: 

Down,  ladies;  let  us  shame  him  with  our  knees. 

To  his  surname  Coriolanus  Mougs  more  pride  170 

Than  pity  to  our  prayers.     Down:  an  end; 

This  is  the  last:  so  we  will  home  to  Rome, 

And  die  among  our  neighbours.     Nay,  heboid's: 

This  boy.  that  cannot  tell  what  he  would  have, 

But  kneels  and  holds  up  hands  for  fellowship, 

D  )es  reason  our  petition  with  more  strength 

Than  thou  hast  to  deny't.     Come,  let  us  go: 

This  fellow  had  a  Yolscian  to  his  mother; 

His  wife  is  in  Corioli  and  his  child 

Like  him  by  chance.     Tet  give  us  our  dispatch:  180 


I  am  hush*d  until  our  city  be  a-fireu 

And  then  111  speak  a  11  tile.    [Be  hakb  her  b^  ike  Jtand,  ntent. 

Cor.  O  mothier,  mother! 

What  have  you  done?    Behold,  the  heavens  do  opQ, 
The  gods  look  down,  and  this  yunatural  scen^ 
They  laugh  at.    O  my  mother,  mother!  O! 
You  have  won  a  happy  victory  to  Rome; 
f  But,  for  youT  Ron,— beikve  it,  O,  believe  it,  • 
Most  dangerously  you  have  with  him  prevail,*d,, 
If  not  most  mortal  to  him.    But,  let  it  come. 
'  Aufidius,  though  I  cannot  make  true  wars,  130 

I'll  frame  convenient  peace.    Kow,  good  Aufidlus, 
Were  you  in  my  stead,  would  you  huve.UearU 
A  motuer  less?  or  granted  less,  Aufidiusf 

Auf.  I  was  moved  withal. 

Got,  I  dare  be  sworn  you  were: 

And,  sir,  it  is  no  little  thing  to  make 
Mine  eyes  to  sw^eat  compassion.    But,  good  sIf, 
What  peace  you'll  make>  advise  me:  for  my  part, 
1*11  not  to  Rome,  Til  bflick  with  ybu;  and  pray  you, 
Stand  to  me  in  this  cause.    O  mother!  wife! 

Auf.  [Adde\  I  am  glad  thou  hast  set  thy  mercy  and  thy 
lioDOur  200 

At  difference  In  thee:  out  of  that  I'll  work 
Myself  a  former  fortune. 

\Thc  Ladies  make  ngM  to  CoriolanuB, 

Cor,  Ay,  by  kod  by; 

[To.  Volumnia,  VirgiUa,  dte. 
But  we  will  drink  together;  and  you  shall  bear 
A  better  witness  hack  than  words,  which  we. 
On  like  conditions,  will  have  counter-seal'd. 
Come,  enter  with  us.    Ladies,  you  deserve 
To  have  a  temple  built  you :  all  the  swords 
In  Italy,  and  her  confederate  arms, 
Could  not  have  made  this  p^ace.  '  [Steunt.      200 


Scene  IV.    Home.    A  puMie  place. 
Enter  Menenius  and  Sicinivs. 

Men.  See  you  yond  coign  o*  the  Capitol,  yond  corner- 
stone? 

Sie,  Why,  what  of  that? 

Men.  If  it  be  possible  for  you  to  displace  it  with  3'our 
little  finger,  there  is  some  hope  the  ladies  of  Rome,  espe- 
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cially  his  mother,  may  prevail  with  him.  But  I  say  there 
is  no  liopa  ia*t:  our  throats  are  sentenced  and  stay  upou 
execution. 

Sx,  Is't  possible  that  so  short  a  time  caa  alter  the  con- 
dition of  a  man? 

Mm.  There  is  diftcrency  between  a  grub  and  a  butterfly; 
yet  your  butterfly  was  a  grub.  This  Marcius  is  grown 
from  man  to  dragon;  he  has  wings;  he's  more  thau  a  creep- 
ing thins^. 

Sic.  He  loved  his  mother  dearly. 

Men.  Bo  did  he  me:  and  he  no  more  remembers  his 
mother  now  than  an  eiglit- year-old  horse.  The  tartness  of 
his  face  sours  ripe  grapes:  when  ho  walks,  he  moves  like 
an  engine,  and  the  ground  shrinks  before  his  treadin*^:  he 
is  able  to  pierce  a  corslet  with  his  eye;  talks  like  a  knell, 
and  his  hum  is  a  battery.  lie  sits  in  his  state.-  as  a  thing 
made  for  Alexander.  What  he  bids  be  done  is  flnisheil 
with  his  bidding.  He  wants  nothing  of  a  god  but  eternity 
and  a  heaven  to  throne  in. 

8£e.  Yes,  mercy,  if  you  report  him  truly. 

Men.  I  paint  him  in  the  chameler.  Mark  what  mercy 
his  mother  shall  bring  from  him:  there  is  no  more  mercy 
in  him  than  there  is  milk  in  a  male  tiger;  that  shall  our  poor 
city  find :  and  all  this  is  long  of  you. 

ilc.  The  gods  be  good  unto  us ! 

Men.  No,  in  such  a  case  the  gods  will  not  be  good  unto 
us.  When  we  banished  him,  we  respected  not  them;  and, 
he  returning  to  break  our  necks,  they  respect  not  us. 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

MeM,  Sir.  if  you'ld  save  your  life,  fly  to  your  house: 
The  plebeians  have  got  your  fellow-tribune 
And  hale  him  up  and  down,  aU  swearing,  if  40 

The  Roman  ladies  bring  not  comfort  liome. 
They'll  give  Um  death  by  inches. 

JSnter  a  second  Messenger. 

Sic.  '  What's  the  news? 

Sec.  Mess.  Qood  news,  good  news;  the  ladies  have  pre- 
vail'd, 
The  Volscians  are  dislodged,  and  Marcius  gone: 
A  merrier  day  did  never  yet  greet  Home, 
Ko,  not  the  expulsion  of  the  Tarquina. 

Sie.  Friend, 

Art  thou  certain  this  is  true?  is  it  most  certain? 

See.  Mess.  As  certaia  as  I  know  the  snn  is  fire: 
Where  have  you  lurk'd,  that  you  make  doubt  of  it? 
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Ke'er  through  an  arch  so  hurried  the  blown  tide,  60 

As  the  recomforted  throueh  the  gates.    Why,  hark  you  I 

[Trumpets;  nautboytt;  drums  heat;  aU  together. 
The  trumpets,  sackbuts,  psalteries  and  fifes, 
Tabors  and  cymbals  and  the  shouting  Romans, 
!Make  the  sun  dance.    Hark  you!  [A  shout  teiihin. 

Men.  This  is  ^od  news: 

I  will  go  meet  the  ladies.    This  Volumnia 
Is  worth  of  consuls,  senators,  patricians, 
A  city  full ;  of  tribunes,  such  as  you, 
A  sea  and  land  full.    You  have  pray*d  well  to-day: 
This  morning  for  ten  thousand  of  your  throats 
I*ld  not  have  given  a  doit.    Hark,  how  they  joy!  60 

[Music  still,  tdth  shouts. 

Sic.  First,  the  gods  bless  you  for  your  tidings;  next. 
Accept  my  thankfulness. 

See.  Mess.  Sir,  we  have  all 

Great  cause  to  give  great  thanks. 

Sic.  They  are  near  the  city? 

See.  Mess.  Almost  at  point  to  enter. 

Sic.  "We  will  meet  them, 

And  help  the  joy.  [Exeunt 

SccNB  y.     The  same.    A  street  near  the  gate. 

Enter  two  Senators  with  Volumnia,  YmaiLiA,  Valeria^ 
&c.  passing  over  the  stage,  fclUnced  by  Patricians,  and  otfienu 

First  Sen.  Behold  our  patroness,  the  life  of  Home! 
Call  all  your^tribes  together,  praise  the  gods, 
And  make  tnumphant  fires;  strew  flowers  before  them: 
Unshout  the  noise  that  banish*d  Marcius. 
liepeal  him  with  the  w^elcome  of  his  mother; 
Cry  "Welcome,  ladies,  welcome!" 

aU.  Welcome,  ladies. 

Welcome!     [^4  flourish  with  drums  and  trumpets.    Exeunt, 

Scene  YI.    Antium,    A  putUe  place. 

Enter  Tullus  Aufidius,  vdih  Attendants. 

Auf.  Go  tell  the  lords  o'  the  city  I  am  here : 
Deliver  them  this  paper:  having  read  it. 
Bid  them  repair  to  the  market-place;  where  I, 
Even  in  theirs  and  in  the  commons'  ears. 
Will  vouch  the  truth  of  it.    Him  I  accuse 
The  city  ports  by  this  hath  enter'd  and 
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Intends  to  appear  before  tbe  people,  hoping 

To  purge  himself  with  WOT  (Is:  dispatch.  [JSteurU  Attendants, 

Enter  three  or  four  Conspirators  of  AnTOiVJB^' faction. 

Most  welcome! 

First  Con.  How  is  it  with  our  general? 

Auf  Even  so         10 

As  with  a  man  by  his  own  alms  empoisoned, 
And  with  his  charity  slain. 

Sec.  Con.  Most  noble  sir, 

If  you  do  hold  the  same  intent  wherein 
You  wish'd  us  parties,  we'll  deliver  you 
Of  vour  great  danger. 

Auf.  Sir,  I  cannot  tell: 

We  must  proceed  as  we  do  find  the  people. 

Third  (hn.  The  people  will  remain  uncertain  whilst 
'Twixt  you  there's  difference;  but  the  fall  of  cither 
Makes  the  survivor  heir  of  all. 

Aiif.  I  know  it; 

And  my  pretext  to  strike  at  him  admits  20 

A  good  constructi6n.     I  raised  him,  and  I  pawii'd 
Mine  honour  for  his  truth:  who  l)eing  so  heighten*d, 
He  water 'd  hi»  new  plants  with  dews  of  flattery, 
Seduciiiff  so  my  friends;  and,  to  this  end. 
He  bow VI  his.  nature,  never  known  before 
But  to  be  rough,  unswayab!e  and  free. 

Third  Con.  Sir,  his  stoutness 
When  he  did  stand  for  consul,  which  he  lost 
By  lack  of  stooping, — 
.  Auf.  That  I  would  have  spoke  of: 

Being  banish'd  for*t,  he  came  unto  my  hearth,  80 

Presented  to  my  knife  his  throat:  I  took  him; 
Made  him  joint-servant  with  me;  gave  him  way 
In  all  his  own  desires;  nay,  let  him  choose 
Out  of  my  files,  his  projects  to  accomplish, 
>Iy  best  and  freshest  men;  served  his  designmentS 
In  mine  own  person :  holp  to  reap  the  fame 
Which  he  did  end  all  his;  and  took  some  pride 
To  do  myself  this  wrong:  till,  at  (he  last, 
I  secm'd  his  follower,  not  partner,  and 
He  waged  me  with  his  countenance,  as  if  40 

I  hiid  boon  mercenary. 

Firift  Con.  So  he  did,  my  lord: 

The  army  marvell'd  at  it,  and,  in  the  last, 
AVhcn  he  hsd  carried  Rome  and  tliat  we  look'd 
For  no  less  spoil  than  glory, — 
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Auf.  There  was  it: 

For  which  my  sinewB  shall  be  stretch 'd  upon  him. 
At  a  few  drops  of  women's  rheum,  which  are 
As  cheap  as  lies,  he  sold  the  blood  and  labour 
Of  our  great  action:  therefore  shall  he  die. 
And  I'll  renew  me  in  his  fall.    But,  hark! 
[Drums  and  trumpets  Bound,  w&h  great  shouU  of  (he  People. 

Firtst  (jon.  Your  native  town  you  entered  like  a  post,    50 
And  had  no  welcomes  home;  but  he  returns, 
Splitting  the  air  with  noise. 

See.  Con.  And  patient  fools, 

Whose  children  he  hath  slain,  their  base  throats  tear 
With  giving  him  glory. 

TlUrd  Con,  Therefore,  at  your  vantage, 

Ere  he  express  himself,  or  move  the  people 
With  what  he  would  say*  let  him  feel  your  sword. 
Which  we  will  secood.     When  he  lies  along. 
After  your  way  his  talc  pronounced  shall  bury 
His  reasons  with  his  body. 

Auf.  Say  no  more; 

Here  come  the  lords.  60 

Enter  the  Lords  of  the  city, 

AU  the  Lords.  Tou  are  most  welcome  home. 

Ai{f.  I  have  not  deserved  it. 

But,  worthy  lords,  have  j'ou  with  heed  perused 
What  I  have  written  to  you? 

Loj-ds.  We  have. 

First  Lord.  And  grieve  to  hcar*t. 

What  faults  he  made  before  the  Inst,  I  think 
flight  have  found  easy  fines:  but  there  to  end 
Where  he  was  to  begin  and  give  away 
Tlie  benefit  of  our  levies,  answering  us 
AVilhour  own  charge,  making  a  treaty  where 
There  was  a  yielding, — this  admits  no  excuse. 

Aiff  He  approaches:  you  shall  hear  htm.  70 

Enter  Coriolanus,  marching  with  dnim  and  eoiours;  Com- 
moners being  with  him. 

Cor.  Hail,  lords!  I  am  returnM  your  soldier, 
No  more  infected  with  my  country's  love 
Than  when  I  parted  hence,  but  still  subsisting 
Under  your  great  command.     You  arc  to  know 
That  prosperously  1  have  attempted  and 
With  bloody  passage  led  your  wars  even  to 
The  gates  of  Rome.    Our  spoils  wc  have  brought  home 
Do  more  than  counter|)oisc  a  full  third  part 
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Tlie  charges  of  the  action.    We  have  made  peace 

With  no  Tcu  honour  to  the  Antiotes  UO 

Then  siiame  to  the  Romans:  and  we  here  deliyer, 

Subscribed  by  tlic  con&uls  and  patricians. 

Together  with  the  seal  o'  the  senate,  what 

We  have  compounded  on. 

Aitf.  Read  it  not,  noble  lords; 

But  tell  the  traitor,  in  the  liigh'st  degree 
He  hath  abused  your  powers. 

Cor.  Traitor!  how  now! 

Auf,  Ay,  traitor,  Marcius! 

Cor.  *  Marcittst  . 

Auf.  Ay,  Marcius,  Caius  Marcius:  dost  thou  think 
1*11  irrace  thee  wttli'that  robbery,  thy  stol'n  nano 
Coholanus  in  Corloli?  90 

You  loT^s  aiMl  heads  o'  the  state,  perfidiously 
He  has  be^rav*d  your  bvMlnesSv  and  eiven  up. 
For  certain  drops- of '«iltv  your citTttome^ 
I  say  *'yowt  City,"  to  his  wife  and  mother; 
Bn^alnng  his  oath*  and  rssoluttoD  like-.         i 
A  twist  of  rotten  silk,  never  admitting 
Counsel  o'  the  war;  but>  at  bis  qurse*t  Mwsr 
He  whined  and  roar'd  away  your  victory,  /   : 

That  pages  hlusb'd  ftt  him  and  oMxiiOil  kcai* 
Look'd  wondeHug- each  ait  other. 

Cor.  .   .       /  .,    Hoar^ftt  tbott,  Macs?:     100 

Auf,  NanlM  aot  the  go^,  tbou  boy  el  tears  1    .    . 

Cor.  1     .  Hal 

Avf.  No  more.  '  . 

Cor.  Measureless  liar,  thou  hast  raadfeasy  heart 
Too  great  for  what  eontafiM  it:    Bdy !  O  slavel 
Pardon  me,  lofd^,  tfel the  first  titnetbiatovsr  ' 
I  was  forced  to  scoldt  •  >¥ocit  Jad^eBOttnta;  roy  gnure  iorda» 
Must  give  this  cur  the  lie:  and  his  own'.netsoo^^. 
Who  wears  my  stripes  impresa'd  upon  him,  that   . 
Must  bear  my  beating  to  hlsgravei^-^iSkaQ  join 
To  thrust  the  lie  unto  him.  110 

JfHrst  Lord.  Peace,  botli.  oxtd  hear  me  speak. 

Cor.  Cut  me  to  pieces,  Volsoet;  men  andliida. 
Stain  all  your  edges  on  me.    Boyi  hAao  boaniil 
If  you  have  writ  y<mr  imiMla  inio.  Uls  thorc^ 
That,  like  an  eagle  in  a  dora^cott  I 
Flutter'd  your  VolflciaDS  hi  OiMrioli:  ^ 

Alone  I  did  it.    Boyh  "  . 

Artf.  Wbji,  noble  loMhi,-.  .::..... 

Will  fe«be  p<tkt  iii.i»i«d»ef  )»i«  btthdiettuufe. 
Which  was  ybuf*  sbamc,  by  this  uaholy  braggart. 
Tore  your  own  eyes  and  ears? 
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AU  Contp,  Let  him  die  for*t.  IdO 

AU  the  people,  "Tear  him  to  pieces."  •*Do  it  present- 
ly. "  "He  killed  my  son. "  •  *  My  daughter."  *  •  He  kUled 
my  cousin  Marcus."     ' '  He  killecf  my  father. " 

Soi.  Lord,  Peace,  ho !  do  outrage :  peace ! 
The  man  is  noble  and  his  fame  folds-in 
This  orb  o*  the  earth.     His  last  offences  to  us 
Shall  have  Judicious  hearing.    Stand,  Aufidius, 
And  trouble  not  the  peace. 

Cor.  O  that  I  had  him. 

With  six  Aufidiuses,  or  more,  his  tribe,  180 

To  use  my  lawful  sword! 

Auf,  Insolent  villain  I 

AU  Conttp,    Kill,  kill,  kill,  kill,  kill  him ! 

[The  Conspirators  draw,  and  kiU  Coriolantu:  At^fldiv9 

stands  on  his  body. 

Lords,  Hold,  hold,  hold,  hold  I 

Auf.  My  noble  masters,  h«ar  me  speak. 

First  Lord.  O  Tullus,— 

Sec,  Lord.  Thou  hast  done  a  deed  whcrcai  valour  will 
weep. 

i?urd  Lord.  Tread  not  upon  him.  Masters  all,  be  quiet; 
Put  up  your  swords. 

Auf.  My  lords,  when  you  shall  know — as  in  this  rage, 
Provoked  by  him,  you  cannot — the  great  danger 
Which  this  man's  life  did  owe  you,  you'll  rejoice 
That  he  is  thus  cut  off.    Please  it  your  honours  140 

To  call  me  to  your  senate,  I'll  deliver 
Myself  your  loyal  servant,  or  endure 
Your  heaviest  censure. 

First  Lord.  Bear  from  hence  his  body; 

And  mourn  you  for  him:  let  him  be  regarded 
As  the  most  noble  corse  that  ever  herald 
Did  follow  to  l&is  urn. 

8tc.  Lord.  His  own  impatience 

Takes  from  Aufidius  a  great  part  of  blame. 
Let's  make  the  best  of  it. 

Auf.  My  rage  is  TOne ; 

And  1  am  struck  with  sorrow.    Take  him  up. 
Help,  three  o'  the  chiefest  soldiei*s;  I'll  be  one.  150 

Beat  thou  the  drum,  that  it  speak  mournfully: 
Trail  your  steel  pikes.    Though  in  this  city  he 
Hath  widow'd  and  unchilded  many  a  one, 
Which  to  this  hour  bewail  the  injury, 
Tet  he  shall  have  a  noble  memory. 

Assist.  {Exeunt,  bearing  the  bod$f  of  Ooruianus.    A 

dead  march  sounded. 


TITUS  ANDKONICUS. 


DRAMATIS  PERSONiE. 


SATURVTinm,  son  to  the  late  Bm-   SniPBOiaus,  ) 

Seror  of  Rome,  and  afterwards   Cazub,  VkinBmen  to  Titua. 

eclared  Emperor.  Valentinb,    ) 

->Ba0biaku8,   brother  to  Batumi- .  ^milius.  a  noble  Boman. 
nun;  in  love  with  Lavinia.  Alabbub.        ) 

Trrus  Androkicits,  a  noble  Ro-.  Drmxtiiius,     VsonfltoTamora. 

man,  general  afipamst  the  Qothn,    Chiron,  ) 

Marcus  Andboniocs,  tribune  of    Aaron,  a  Moor,  belored  by  Ta- 
the    people,    and    brother    to       mora. 

Titus.  A  Captain,  Tribune,  Messenger, 

Lucica,      1  and  Clown ;  Romans. 

SjiKTUs,    [  sons  to  Titus  Andro-   Goths  and  Romans. 
ARTius,    f    nicus,  Tamora,  Queen  of  the  Goths. 

MuTicTR,      J  -fcAviwiA,  daughter  to  Titus  Andro- 

YouNo  Lucius,  a  boy,   son   to      nicua 
I-ucius.  .^  Nurse. 

PuBLius,  son  to  Marcus  the  Tri-   Senators,  Tribunes.  Officers,  Sol> 
bune.  diers,  and  Attendants. 

ScENS :    Borne  and  the  country  near  it. 

ACT  L 

ScENB  I.    Borne.    Before  Hio  Capitol, 

The  lomb  of  the  Akdroitici  appearing;  the  Tribunes  and 
Senators  aloft.  Enters  below,  from  one  side,  Saturnii^us 
and  Itis  FoWoY^ern;  and,  from  the  other  side,  Babsianus 
and  his  Followers;  with  drum  and  colours. 

..'  Sat.  Noble  patricians,  patrons  of  my  right, 
Defend  the  justice  of  my  cause  with  arms, 
And.  countrymen,  my  loving  followers, 
Plead  my  successive  \itle  with  your  swords: 
I  am  his  first-born  son,  that  was  the  last 
That  wore  the  imperial  diadem  of  Rome; 
Then  let  my  father's  honours  live  in  mo. 
Nor  wrong  mine  age  with  this  indignity. 

(907) 
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Ba*.  Romans,  friends,  followers,  favourers  of  my  right. 
If  ever  Basslauus,  Cf£sar*s  son,  10 

Were  gracious  in  the  eyes  of  royal  Rome, 
Keep  then  this  passage  to  the  Capitol 
And  suffer  not  dislionour  to  approach 
The  imperial  seat,  to  virtue  consecrate, 
To  justice,  continence  and  nobility; 
But  let  desert  in  pure  election  shine, 
And,  Romans,  liglit  for  freedom  in  your  choice. 

Enter  Marcus  Akdkokicvs,  oZr^,  teUh  the  crown. 

Marc.  Princes,  that  strive  by  factions  and  by  friends 
Ambitiously  for  rule  and  empcry, 

Know  that  the  i^ople  of  Rome,  for  whom  we  stand        20 
A  special  party,  liave,  by  common  voice, 
In  election  for  the  Roman  cmpery. 

Chosen  Andronicus,  surnnmrd  Pius  I 

For  many  good  and  great  deserts  to  Rome:  I 

A  nobler  man,  a  braver  warrior,  ' 

Lives  not  this  day  within  the  city  walls: 
He  by  the  senate  is  acclted  home 
From  weary  wars  against  the  barbarous  Gk)th8; 
Tliat,  with  Jiis  sons,  a  terror  to  our  foes. 
Hath  yoked  a  nation  strong,  train'd  up  in  arms.  80 

Ten  years  are  spent  since  first  he  undertook 
This  cause  of  Rome  and  chastised  with  arms 
Our  enemies*  pride:*  five  times  he  hath  returned 
Bleeding  to  Rome,  bearing  his  valiant  sons 
In  coffins  from  the  field; 
And  now  at  last,  laden  with  honour's  spoils, 
lieturns  the  good  Andronicus  to  Rome, 
Renowned  Titus,  flourishing  in  arms. 
Let  us  entreat,  by  honour  of  his  name. 
Whom  worthily  3'ou  would  have  now  succeed,  40 

And  in  the  Capitol  and  senate's  right, 
Whom  you  pretend  to  honour  and  adore, 
That^ou  withdraw  you  and  abate  your  strength; 
Dismiss  your  followers  and,  as  suitors  should. 
Plead  your  deserts  in  peace  and  humbleness. 

Sat.  How  fair  the  tribune  speaks  to  calm  my  thoughts! 

Iin9.  Marcus  Andronicus,  so  1  do  affy 
In  thy  uprightness  and  integrity. 
And  so  I  love  and  honour  thee  and  thine, 
Thy  noble  brother  Titus  and  his  sons,  5Q 

And  her  to  whom  my  thoughts  are  humbled  all| 
Gracious  Lavinia,  Rome's  nch  ornament, 
That  I  will  here  dismiss  my  loving  friends, 
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And  lo  my  fortunes  and  the  people's  favour 
Commit  my  cause  in  balance  to  oe  weigli'd. 

[Exeunt  the  PoUotrcrn  of  Basttanns, 
Ril.  Friends,  llmt  have  Iwcn  thus  forward  in  my  right, 
I  thank  you  all  and  here  dismiss  you  all^ 
And  to  the  love  and  favour  of  my  country 
Commit  myself,  my  iicrson  and  the  cause. 

[Exeunt  tfie  FofJoicen  of  Saturninui. 
Home,  be  adjust  and  pracious  unto  me  CO 

As  I  am  confident  anrtkind  to  thee. 
Open  the  ipites,  and  let  me  in. 
Bos.  Tribunes,  and  me,  a  poor  competitor. 

[Fhuris/i.     Satarnijiui  and  Bdsdanui  go  up  into  the 

Capitol, 

Enter  a  Captain. 

Cap.  Romaus,  make  way:  the  good  Androuicus, 
Patron  of  virtue,  Home's  Gest  champion, 
Successful  in  the  battles  that  he  tights. 
With  honour  and  with  fortune  Is  return *d 
From  where  he  circumscribed  with  his  sword. 
And  brought  to  yoke^  the  enemies  of  Rome. 

Drums  and trum]feU  Bounded.  EfUer  ^Iartius  and  Mutiub; 
qfter  them,  two  Men  bearing  a  coffin  covered  yfit/i  black; 
then  Lucius  and  Ouintu&  After  them,  Trrus  Akbron< 
icus;  and  titen  Tahora,  with  AiiARBoa,  Dbmictriub, 
Chiron.  Aarok,  and  other. Gotlw,  prixmevB;  Soldiers 
and  People  foUoiping.  The  Bearers  eet  down  the  coffin, 
and  Titus  epeaks. 

Tit.  Hail,  Rome,  victorious  In  Ihy  mourning  weeds!   70 
Lo.  as  the  bark,  that  hath  discharged  her  fraught. 
Returns  with  precious  lading  to  the  Iwy 
From  whence  at  tirst  she  weighVl  her  anchorage, 
Cometh  Andronicns,  bound  with  laurel  boughs. 
To  re-salute  his  country  with  hi<i  teai-s. 
Tears  of  true  joy  for  hfs  return  to  Rome. 
Thou  great  defender  of  this  Capitol. 

Stand  gracious  to  the  rites  thnt  we  Intend!  ^ 

Romans,  of  five  ahd  twenty  valiant  sons. 
Half  of  the  number  that  King  Priam  had,  80 

Behold  the  poor  remains,  alive  and  dead ! 
Tliesc  that  survive  lot  Rome  reward  with  love; 
These  that  I  brrnjj  unto  their  latest  home, 
iWith  burial  amongst  their  ancestors: 
Here  Goths  have  given  me  leave  to  sheathe  my  sword. 
Titus,  unkind  and  careless  of  thine  own. 
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"Why  STiffer'st  thou  thv  sons,  iinburied  yet. 
To  hover  on  the  dreadful  shore  of  Styx? 
Make  w.ay  to  lay  them  by  their  brcihren. 

[  TJiC  tonib  is  opened. 
There  greet  in  silence,  ns  the  dead  arc  wout,  00 

And  sleep  in  peace,  slain  lu  your  country's  Avars! 
O  sacred  receptacle  of  my  joys, 
Sweet  cell  of  virtue  and  nobilit}'. 
How  many  sons  of  mine  hast  thou  in  store. 
That  thou  wilt  never  render  to  me  morel 

Luc.  Give  us  the  proudest  prisoner  of  the  Goths, 
That  we  may  hew  his  limbs,  and  on  a  pile 
Ad  manes  fratrum  sacrifice  his  flesh, 
Before  this  earthy  prison  of  their  bones; 
That  so  the  shadows  be  not  un appeased,  100 

Nor  we  disturbed  with  prodigies  on  earth. 

Tit.  I  give  him  you,  the  noblest  that  survives,    . 
Tlie  eldest  son  of  this  distressed  queen. 

Tarn.  Stay,  Roman  brethren!    Gracious  conqueror, 
Victorious  Titus,  rue  the  tears  I  shed, 
A  mother's  tears  in  passion  for  her  son: 
And  if  thy  sons  were  ever  dear  to  thee, 
O,  think  my  son  to  be  as  dear  to  me! 
Sutficeth  not  that  we  arc  brought  to  Rome, 
To  beautify  thy  triumplis  and  return,  110 

Captive  to  thee  and  to  thy  Roman  yoke. 
But  must  my  sons  be  sUuighter'd  in  the  streets, 
For  valiant  doings  in  their  country's  cnusc? 
O,  if  to  flght  for  king  and  commonweal 
Were  piety  in  thine,"it  is  in  these. 
Andronicus,  stain  not  thy  tomb  with  blood: 
Wilt  thou  draw  near  the  nature  of  the  gods? 
Draw  near  them  then  in  being  merciful : 
Sweet  mercy  is  nobility's  true  badge: 
Thrice  noble  Titus,  spare  mv  lirst-born  son.  120 

lit.  Patient  yourself,  madam,  and  pardon  me. 
These  are  their  brethren,  whom  you  Goths  beheld 
Alive  and  dead,  and  for  their  brethren  slain 
Religiously  they  ask  a  sacrifice: 
To  this  your  son  is  mark'd,  and  die  he  must, 
To  apix'ase  their  groaning  shadows  that  are  ^one. 

Lvc.  Awaj'  with  him  I  and  make  a  fire  straight; 
And  with  our  swords,  upon  a  pile  of  wood, 
Let's  hew  his  limbs  till  they  be  clean  consumed. 

[Ex4iunt  Lucius,  QiUntus,  Martins,  and  Mutivs,  viih 

Alarbus. 

Tarn.  O  cruel,  irreligious  piety!  180 
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Chi.  Was  ever  Scytbia  half  80  barbarous? 

Dem.  Oppose *not  Scythia  to  ambitious  Rome. 
Alarbus  goes  to  rest ;  and  we  survive 
To  tremble  under  Titus'  threatening  looks. 
Then,  madam,  stand  resolved,  but  hope  withal 
The  self -same  gods  that  arm*d  the  Queen  of  Troy 
With  opportunity  of  sharp  revenge 
Upon  the  Thracian  tyrant  in  his  tent, 
May  favour  Tamora.  the  Queen  of  Goths — 
When  Qoths  were  Goths  and  Tamora  was  queen —        140 
To  quit  the  bloody  wrongs  upon  her  foes. 

Re-enter  Lucius,  Qunrrus,  Maktius,  and  Mutiub,  mth 

their  ttpords  bloody/, 

Lue.  See,  lord  and  father,  how  we  have  performed 
Our  Roman  rites:  Alarbus'  limbs  are  lopp'd, 
And  entrails  feed  the  sacrificing  fire, 
Whose  smoke,  like  incense,  doth  perfume  the  sky. 
Remaineth  nought,  but  to  inter  our  brethren. 
And  with  loud  Harums  welcome  them  to  Rome. 

Tit.  Let  it  be  so;  and  let  Andronicus 
Make  this  his  latest  farewell  to  their  souls. 

[Trumpets  sounded^  and  the  coffin  laid  in  the  tomb. 
In  peace  and  honour  rest  you  here,  my  sons;  150 

Rome's  readiest  champions,  repose  you  here  in  rest. 
Secure  from  worldly  chances  and  mishaps! 
Here  lurks  no  treason,  here  no  envy  swells. 
Here  grow  no  damned  grudges;  here  are  no  storms. 
No  noise,  but  silence  and  eternal  sleep: 
In  peace  and  honour  rest  you  here,  my  sons  I 

Enter  Lavtkia. 

Lav.  In  peace  and  honour  live  Lord  Titus  long; 
My  noble  lord  and  father,  live  in  fame! 
Lo,  at  this  tomb  my  tributary  tears  ' 
I  render,  for  my  brethren's  obsequies:  160 

And  at  thy  feet  I  kneel,  with  tears  of  Joy, 
Shed  on  the  earth,  for  thy  return  to  Rome: 
O,  bless  me  here  with  thv  victorious  hand, 
Whose  fortunes  Rome's  best  citizens  applaud! 

Tit.  Kind  Rome,  that  hast  thus  lovingly  reserved 
The  cordial  of  mine  age  to  glad  my  heart! 
Lavinia,  live;  outlive  thy  father's  days, 
And  fame's  eternal  date,  fur  virtue's  praise! 

Enter,  Mow,  Marcus  Ain)RONicuB  and  Tribunes;  re-enter 
Saturnikus  and  BASStAKus,  extended. 
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Mare.  Long  live  Lord  TlMis,  mj  Iwloved  bcotber, 
Gracious  triuDipher  ia  the  eye^  of  Rom^l  •  170 

Tit.  Thanks,  gen  tie  tribute*  uoblc  bi-otbcr  Harcuft. 

Marc.  And  welcome,  nephews,  from  8uqccs»ful  wars. 
You  that  survive,  and  you  that  sleep  in  fame! 
Fair  lords,  your  fortunes  ^re  alike  in  all. 
That  in  your  country's  service  drew  your  aworda: 
But  safer  triumph  is  tiiis  funeral  pampv 
That  hath  aspired  to  Solon *s  Lapplneas 
And  triumplia  over  chance  in  houour^s  l^d. 
Titus  Andronicus,  the  people  of  Komcv 
Whose  friend  in  Justice  thou  hast  ever  been,  180 

Send  thee  by  me,  tiicir  Iribulie  and  thell'  trast^ 
This  pallianient  of  white  and  spoilass.hue; 
And  name  thee  in  election  for  the  empire. 
With  these  our  late-ciecf^sed  emperor's  o^uiB! 
Be  cnndidatus  tiie)i«  and  ]Mit  it  on, 
And  help  to  set  a  head  on-  lM>ad)e6i$  Rom^. 

Tit.  A  bettor  head  her^glorious  body  (Ha 
Than  bis  that  abekes  for  age  ilnd  feeblen^s: 
What  should  I  don  this  robe,  and  ttotfU^  you?'    ' 
Be  chosen  with  proclamatioiis  tO'duy,  1^ 

To-morrow  yield  up  rule,  design  my  tif 6, 
And  set  abroad  new  business  for  yon  a))? 
Rome,  I  have  been  thy  soldier  foity  ^ea¥s, 
And  led  mT  oountrv's  strengtli  successfally, 
And  buried  one  and  twetity  valiattt  sone^ 
Knighted  in  field,  slaiti  manfully  In  ai«m«» 
In  nght  and  sei^^vlcc  of  tb^r  nol»le  co6nti^: 
Qive  me  a  staff  of  boQour  lor  mine  age, 
But  not  a  sceptre  to  control  the  Wjoriai; ' 
Upright  he  held  it,  lords,  that  beld  it-last.  200 

Mare.  Titus,  thou  shalt  obtain  and  ask  the  empery. 

Sat.  Pnoud  and  ambitious  trihiiii^,  tatisl  fboit  t^l? 

Tit.  Patience,  Prince  Satuniinud. 

Sat.  Roinacid,  do  liie- right'. 

Patricians,  draw  your  swords,  am)  sheatke  Ih^m  6ot 
Till  Saturninus  be  Rome's  eiiiperor. 
Andronicus,  would  thou  Wert  abipp*d  to  belli 
Rather  than  rob  me  of  the  people  s  hearts? 

Luc.  Proud  Saturnine,  interrupter  of  the  go<Kl 
That  noble>mindod  Titus  means  to  tbee! 

Tit.  Content  thee^  priace;  I  will  fdetore  to  tfaee         StO^ 
The  people's  hearts,  and  wean  them  from  UiemselVaa. 

Bat.  Andronicua,  I  do  not  flatter  Uice, 
But  honour  thee,  and  will  do  till  I  die: 
yiy  faction  if  thou  strcugtbcu  with  tU^  frlonda, 
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I  wiW  most  thankf^llie;  nnU  Hmnlui- ta.iileiir  • 
Of  noble  minds  19,  liQiiOHnibii)  meed. 

Tit.  People  of  X<om«,  undpeopie'-s  tribunes  here^ 
I  ask  your  voicQa  ond  your  auSri^s: 
Will  you  bestow  tbem  fdeodly  oi)  AndronicusS 

Tribunes.  To  pk\i\iy.  tiie-good  Andronicua,  230 

And  gratulate  his  safe  relurn  to  RoniQ^ 
The  people  will  accept  whom  he  adknits. 

TiL  TrlbuDes,  ItUaAkyqu:  iMndithie  suit  Imake, 
That  you  crqate  yoiur  »QipcroT*s  oldes4-80ft^ 
Lord  Saturnine;  wbo9e  virtues  will,  I  hopcv        • 
Reflect  on  Rome  as  Titan 'e  rays  on  enrdi,  - 
And  ripen  justice  inthls  comUKwweal-        > 
Then,  if^(Hi  will  eleet  by  my  advioc^  .     ^ 
Crown  htm,  and-  sfiy  **  Iponglive  oar  emperor  T' 

Mam,  With  v;pic«fl  and  «f»)l«ufie(  of  eveiy  sort«  280 

Patriciand  atid  plebeinns,  we  effe«lte 
Lord  Satuf  ninus  Rome's  mat  tinperer,    :    . 
And  aay  *'  Long  live  our  JEmperor  Batumine!" 

[A  long  flmrii*k^  $iU  ^kep  come  dPt^i, 

Sat.  Titus  Ajadrotifeus,  for  thy  favoars  done 
To,  us  in  our  election  tikis  dny, 
I  give  thee  thitnks  i^^parti  of  thy  deeeita, 
And  will  with  deeda  requite  thy  gteotleneasc 
And,  for  an  onaeU  THus,  to  advance 
Thy  name  and  hooourable  famtly,    - 
Lavinia  will  I  make  jny  eootpness^  MO 

Rome's  royal  mistress,  mistresarof  my  heatt^      : 
And  in  the  sacred  Pnntii^oa  her  espouse: 
Tell  me,  Andronficua.  d^Ui.thi9  laotkra  pTeaae  theet 

T\t.  It  doih«  mv  worthy  lord;  and  in  tbisl  match 
I  hold  me  higlriy  hooour'a  of  yonrgrniQe:        ' 
And  here  in  sight  of  Rom^  to  Saturnine, 
Ring  and  oommandeiN  of  our  )DoinmOilweal, 
The  wid»  world's  emperor,  do  I  eohse^nUbe     • 
My  sword,  my  chariot  and  tny  prisoners^ 
Prcsenta  well  tvortiiy  ^Rome's  imperial  lord:  250 

Receive  them  then,  the  tribute  tiot'Iibwer 
Mine  honour's  enailgiis  humbled  at  thy  feet. 

8cU,  Thanks»  aoble  Titus,  fatlterof  my  lifdl 
How  proud  I  am-  of  Ibee  and  ot  tliy  gifts 
Rome  shall  record,  and  when  I  do  forget 
The  least  of  these  unspeakable  deserls, 
Romans,  forget  your  fealty  to  me. 

Tit.  [21»  j&t9<fm]  N^Wk  ismJMP,  ane.  you: prisoner  lo  au 
emperor; 
To  him  that,  tot yftur  kdnonr  «iad  y^nttst$^ 
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Will  use  you  nobly  and  3''our  followers.  260 

iSttt.  A  goodly  lady,  tnist  me;  of  the  bue 
That  I  would  cboose,  were  I  to  cboosc  anew. 
Clear  up,  fair  queen,  that  cloudy  countenance: 
Though  chance  of  war  hatli  wrought  this  change  of  ckccr. 
Thou  come8t  not  to  be  made  a  scorn  in  Rome: 
Princely  shall  be  thy  usage  every  way. 
Rest  on  my  word,  and  let  not  discontent 
Daunt  all  your  hopes:  madam,  be  comforts  you 
Can  make  you  greater  than  the  Queen  of  Goths. 
Lavinia,  you  are  not  displeased  with  this?  870 

IxiB.  Iu)t  I,  my  lord ;  sith  true  nobility 
Warrants  these  words  in  princely  courtesy. 

Sfit.  Thanks,  sweet  Lavinia.     Romans,  let  us  go: 
Ransomless  hero  we  set  our  prisoners  free: 
Proclaim  our  honours,  lords,  with  trump  and  dnim.* 

[F^urish,    SaturninuB  courts  Tamora  in  dumb  thinp. 

Bos.  Lord  Titus,  by  your  leave,  this  maid  is  mine. 

[Sekitiff  Lavinia, 

Tit  How,  sir!  are  you  in  earnest  then,  my  lord? 

Bos.  Ay,  noble  Titus;  and  resolved  withal 
To  do  myself  this  reasou  and  this  right.  279 

Marc.  '*  Suum  cuique*'  is  our  Roman  justice: 
This  prince  in  justice  seizeth  but  his  own. 

Luc.  And  that  he  will,  and  shall,  if  Lucius  live. 

7\t.  Traitors,  avaunt!    Where  is  the  emperor's  guard? 
Treason,  my  lord!  Lavinia  is  surprised! 

Sat.  Surprised!  by  whom? 

Bas.  By  him  that  justly  may 

Bear  his  betroth'd  from  all  the  world  away. 

[Exeunt  Basnanus  and  Marctts  with  Lavinia, 

Mut  Brothers,  help  to  convey  her  hence  away, 
And  with  my  sword  I'll  keep  this  door  safe. 

[Exeunt  Lveiu$,  Qmnttis,  and  Martitu, 

lit.  Follow,  my  lord,  and  Til  soon  bring  her  back. 

Mut.  My  lord,  you  pass  not  here. 

Ttt.  What,  villain  boy!  290 

Barr'st  me  my  way  in  Rome?  [Stablnng  Mutiu$. 

Mut:  Help,  Lucius,  help!       IP^- 

[During  Vie  fray,  Satuminua^  Tamora,  Demetriu*,  Chiron 

and  Aaron  go  ottt  and  n-enter,  abate. 

Re-enter  Lucius. 

Luc.  My  lord,  you  are  unjust,  and,  more  than  so, 
In  wrongful  quarrel  you  have  slain  your  son. 
TU,  ^r  thou,  nor  he,  are  any  sotts  of  mine; 
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My  sons  would  never  so  dishonour  me: 

Traitor,  restore  Lavinia  to  the  emperor.  v 

Luc,  Dead,  if  you  will ;  but  not  to  be  his  wife. 
That  is  another's  lawful  promised  love.  [Exit, 

8at.  No,  Titus,  no;  tbe  emperor  needs  her  not, 
Nor  her,  nor  thee,  nor  any  of  thy  stock;  800 

1*11  tnist,  by  leisure,  him  that  mocks  me  once; 
Thee  never,  nor  thy  traitorous  haughty  sons, 
Confederates  all  thus  to  dishonour  me. 
Wns  there  none  else  in  Rome  to  make  a  stale, 
But  Saturnine?    Full  well,  Andronicus, 
Ap^rec  these  deeds  with  that  proud  brag  of  thine, 
Tiiat  said'st  I  bcprg'd  the  empire  at  thy  bands. 

Tit,  O  monstrous  I  what  reproachful  words  arc  these? 

S<it.  But  go  thy  ways;  go,  give  that  changing  piece 
To  him  that  flourish 'd  for  her  with  his  sword:  810 

A  valiant  son-in-law  thou  shalt  enjoy; 
One  fit  to  bandy  with  thy  lawless  sons. 
To  ruffle  in  the  commonwealth  of  Rome. 

Tit.  These  words  are  razors  to  my  wounded  heart. 

Sat,  And  therefore,  lovely  Tamora,  Queen  of  Qoths, 
That  like  the  stately  Phoebe  'mongst  her  nymphs 
Dost  ovcrshine  the  gallant*st  dames  of  Rome, 
If  thou  be  pleased  with  this  my  sudden  choice. 
Behold,  I  choose  thee,  Tamora,  for  my  bride. 
And  will  create  thee  empress  of  Rome.  8d0 

Speak,  Queen  of  Goths,  dost  thou  applaud  my  choice? 
And  here  I  swear  by  all  the  Roman  gods, 
Sith  priest  and  holy  water  are  so  near 
And  tapers  burn  so  bright  and  every  thing 
In  readiness  for  Hymenseus  stand, 
I  will  not  re-salute  the  streets  of  Rome, 
Or  climb  my  palace,  till  from  forth  this  place 
I  leoil  espoused  my  bride  along  with  me. 

Tarn.  And  here,  in  sight  of  heaven,  to  Rome  I  swear. 
If  Saturnine  advance  the  Queen  of  Goths^  330 

She  will  a  handmaid  be  to  his  desires, 
A  lovinff  nurse,  a  mother  to  his  youth. 

Sat.  Ascend,  fair  queen.  Pantheon.    Lords,  accompany 
Tour  noble  emperor  and  his  lovely  bride, 
Sent  by  the  heavens  for  Prince  Saturnine, 
Whose  wisdom  hath  her  fortune  conquered: 
There  shall  we  consummate  our  spousal  rites. 

lEUfunt  aU  but  Titus, 

Tit.  I  am  not  bid  to  wait  upon  this  bride. 
Titus,  when  wert  tbou  wontto  walk  alone, 
Dishonoured  thus,  and  challenged  of  wrongs?  840 
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^■enfer  Marcus,  Lucius,  Quintub,  and  "Haxttcs. 

Marc.  O  Titus,  see,  O,  sec  what  thou  hast  done! 
In  a  bad  quarrel  slain  a  virtuous  son. 

Tit,  No,  foolish  tribune,  no;  no  son  of  mine, 
Nor  thou,  nor  these,  confederates  in  the  deed 
That  liath  dishonoured  all  our  family; 
Unworthy  brother,  and  unworthy  sons! 

Luc.  But  let  us  give  him  burial,  as  becomes; 
Give  Mutius  burial  with  our  brethren. 

TU,  Traitors,  away!  he  rests  not  in  this  tomb: 
This  monument  five  hundred  years  hath  stood, 
Which  I  have  sumptuously  re-edified: 
Here  none  but  soldiers  and  Rome's  servitors 
Hepose  in  fame;  none  basely  slain  in  brawls: 
Bury  him  where  you  can ;  he  comes  not  here. 

Jaarc.  My  lord,  this  is  impiety  in  you: 
My  nephew  Mulius'  deeds  do  plead  for  him; 
He  must  be  buried  with  his  brethren. 

jlf^^  [  And  shall,  or  him  we  will  accompany. 

TU,  *•  And  shall!"  wliat  villain  was  it  spake  that  word? 
Q?yi>.  He  that  would  vouch  it  In  any  place  but  here.  dCO 
Tit.  What,  would  you  bury  him  in  my  despite V 
Afatv.  No,  noble  Titus,  but  entreat  of*  thee 

To  pardon  Mutius  and  to  bury  him.  i 

j    Tit  Marcu«,  even  thou  hast  struck  upon  my  crest,  '       \ 

fA.nd.  with  these  boys,  mine  honour  thou  hast  wounded:     \ 
piy  foes  I  do  repute  you  every  one;  i 

*8o,  trouble  me  no  more,  but  get  you  gone.  .  -^ 

Mart.  He  is  not  with  himself;  let  us  withdraw. 
Quin,  Not  I,  till  Mutius'  bones  l)e  buried. 

[Marcus  and  the  nons  of  Titun  kned. 
Marc.  Brother,  for  in  that  name  doth  nature  plead, — 370 
Qjiin.  Father,  and  in  that  name  doth  nature  speak, — 
Tit.  Speak  thou  no  more,  if  all  the  rest  will  speed. 
Marc.  Renowned  Titus,  more  than  half  my  soul, — 
Luc.  Dear  father,  soul  and  substance  of  us*  all,^— 
Marc.  Suffer  thy  brother  Marcus  to  inter 

His  noble  nephew  here  in  virtue's  nest. 

That  died  in  honour  and  Lavinia's  cause. 

Tiiou  art  a  Roman :  be  not  barbarous: 

The  Greeks  upon  advice  did  bur}'  Ajax 

That  slew  himself;  and  wise  Laertes'  son  880 

Did  graciously  plead  for  his  funerals: 

Jx>t  not  young  Mutius,  then,  that  w-as  thy  joy, 

Be  barr'd  his  entrance  here. 
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TU.  Rise,  Marcus,  rise. 

The  dismairst  day  is  lliis  that  e'er  I  saw, 
To  be  dishonour'd  l)v  my  sous  in  Rome! 
Well,  bury  him,  aud  bury  me  the  next. 

[}futius  U  put  into  the  tomb, 

Luc,  Tbere  lie  tbj'  bones,  sweet  Mutius,  with  thy  friends, 
Till  we  with  trophies  do  adorn  thy  tomb. 

AU,  \^Ktieeling\  No  man  sbed  tears  for  noble  Mutius; 
He  lives  in  fame  that  died  in  virtue's  cause.  890 

Marc.  My  lord,  to  step  out  of  these  dreary  dumps, 
IIow  comes  it  that  the  subtle  Queen  of  Goths 
Is  of  a  sudden  thus  advanced  in  Rome? 

Tit.  I  know  not,  Marcus;  but  I  know  il  is: 
"Whether  by  device  or  no,  the  heavens  can  tell: 
Is  she  not  then  l)eholding  to  the  mnu 
That  brought  her  for  this  high  good  turn  so  far? 
Yes.  and  will  nobly  him  remunerate. 

Flourish,  lie-enter,  from  one  ttde,  Satuiwinits  attended, 
Tahora,  Dembthicb,  Chiron,  and  Aaron;  from  the 
other,  Bassianus,  Lavikia,  and  others. 

Sat.  So,  Bassianus,  you  have  play'd  your  prize : 
God  give  you  jo}',  sir,  of  your  gallant  bride!  400 

Bae.  And  you  of  yours,  my  lord!  I  say  no  more, 
Nor  wish  no  less:  and  so,  I  take  my  leave. 

Sat.  Traitor,  if  l^)me  have  law  or  we  have  power, 
Thou  and  thy  faction  shall  repent  this  rape. 

Bds.  Rape,  call  you  it,  my  lord,  to  seize  my  own, 
My  truth-betrothed  love  and  now  my  wife? 
But  let  the  laws  of  Rome  determine  all; 
Meanwhile  I  am  possessed  of  thnt  is  mine. 

Sit.  'Tis  ^ood.  sir:  you  are  veiy  short  with  us; 
But.  if  we  live,  we'll  be  as  sharp  with  you.  410 

Bm.  My  lord,  what  1  have  done,  as  best  I  may, 
Answer  Tmust  and  shall  do  with  my  life. 
Only  this  much  1  give  your  grace  to'know: 
By  all  the  duties  that  I  ow^e  to  Rome, 
This  noble  gentleman.  Lord  Titus  here, 
Is  in  opinion  and  in  honour  wroug*d ; 
That  in  the  rescue  of  Lavinia 
With  his  own  hand  did  slay  his  youngest  .son, 
In  zeal  to  you  and  highly  moved  to  wrath 
To  be  controll'd  in  that  he  frankly  gave:  420 

Receive  him,  then,  to  favour,  Saturnine, 
That  liath  expre.s.s'd  himself  in  all  his  deeds 
A  father  and  a  friend  to  thee  and  Rome. 

I\t.  Prioco  Biissianus,  leave  to  plead  my  deeds: 
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*Tis  thou  and  those  that  liavs  dishonotir*d  inc. 
Home  and  the  righteous  heavens  be  my  judge, 
How  I  have  loved  aud  honour'd  Saturnine! 

Tarn.  My  wortliy  lord,  if  ever  Tainora 
Were  gracious  in  those  princely  eyes  of  thine. 
Then  hear  me  speak  indifferently  for  all ;  4S0 

And  at  my  suit,  sweet,  pardon  what  is  past. 

Sat.  What,  madam!  be  dishonour'd  openly, 
And  basely  put  it  up  without  revenge? 

Tarn.  Not  so,  my  lord;  the  gods  of  Home  forfend 
I  should  be  author  to  dishonour  you  I 
But  on  mine  honour  dare  I  undertake 
For  good  Lord  Titus'  innocence  in  all; 
Whose  fury  not  dissembled  speaks  his  griefs: 
Then,  at  my  suit,  look  graciously  on  him; 
Lose  not  so  noble  a  friend  on  vain  suppose,  440 

Kor  with  sour  looks  afflict  his  gentle  heart 
[Aside  to  Safl  My  lord,  be  ruled  by  me,  bo  won  at  last; 
Di5)semble  all  your  griefs  and  discontents: 
You  are  but  newly  planted  in  your  throne; 
Lest,  then,  the  people,  and  patricians  too, 
Upon  a  jtist  survey,  take  Tilus'  part. 
And  so  supplant  you  for  ingratitude, 
Which  Rome  reputes  to  be  a  heinous  sin, 
Yield  at  entreats;  and  then  let  me  alone: 
IMl  find  a  day  to  massacre  them  ail  450 

And  raze  their  faction  and  their  family. 
The  cruel  father  and  his  traitorous  sons. 
To  whom  I  sued  for  my  dear  son's  life. 
And  make  them  know  what  'tis  to  let  a  queen 
Kneel  in  the  streets  and  beg  for  grace  in  rain. 

Come,  come,  sweet  emperor;  come,  Andronicus; 
Take  up  this  good  old  man,  and  cheer  the  heart 
That  dies  in  tempest  of  thy  angry  frown. 

Sat.  Rise,  Titus,  rise;  my  empress  hatli  prevail'd. 

l\t.  I  thank  your  majesty,  and  her,  my  lord:  460 

These  words,  these  looks,  infuse  new  life  in  me. 

Tarn.  Titus,  I  am  incorporate  in  Rome, 
A  Roman  now  adopted  happily. 
And  must  advise  the  emperor  for  his  good. 
This  day  all  quarrels  die.  Andronicus; 
And  let  it  be  mine  honour,  good  my  lord, 
That  I  have  reconciled  your  friends  and  you. 
For  you.  Prince  Bassiauus.  I  have  pass'd 
My  word  and  promise  to  the  emperor, 
That  you  will  be  more  mild  and  tractable.  470 
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And  fear  not,  lords,  and  j'ou,  Lavinia; 

By  my  advice,  all  humbled  on  your  knees,    ' 

You  shall  ask  pardon  of  his  majesty. 

LiLC,  We  do,  and  vow  to  heaven  and  to  his  highness, 
That  what  we  did  was  mildly  as  mtc  might, 
Tendering  our  sister's  honour  and  our  own. 

Marc.  That,  on  mine  honour,  here  I  do  protest. 

Sat.  Away,  and  talk  not;  trouble  us  no  more. 

Tarn.  Nay.  nay,  sweet  emperor,  we  must  all  be  friends: 
The  tribune  and  his  nephews  kneel  for  grace;  480^ 

I  will  not  be  denied  t  sweet  heart,  look  back. 

Sat.  Marcus,  for  thy  sake  and  thy  brother's  here. 
And  at  my  lovely  Tamora's  entreats, 
I  do  remit  these  young  men's  heinous  faults: 
8tand  up.  " 

Lavinia,  though  you  left  me  like  a  churl, 
I  found  a  friend,  and  sure  as  death  I  swore 
1  would  not  part  a  bachelor  from  the  priest. 
Come,  if  the  emperor's  court  can  feast  two  brides, 
You  are  my  ffuest,  Lavinia,  and  your  friends.  490 

This  day  shall  be  a  love-day,  Tamora. 

Tit.  'To-morrow,  an  it  please  your  majesty 
To  hunt  the  panther  and  the  hart  with  me, 
With  horn  and  hound  we'll  give  your  grace  bonjour. 

Sat.  Ba  it  so,  Titus,  and  gramercy  too. 

\FlowHik,    Ejmint. 

ACT  II. 

Scene  L    Borne.    Before  the  wUaee, 

Enter  Aaron. 

*Aar.  Now  climbeth  Tamora  Olympus*  top, 
8afe  out  of  fortune's  shot;  and  sits  aloft, 
8ecure  of  thunder's  crack  or  lightning  flash; 
Advanced  above  pale  envy's  threatening  reach. 
As  when  the  golden  sun  salutes  the  morn. 
And,  having  gilt  the  ocean  with  his  beams. 
Gallops  the  zodiac  in  his  glistering  coach. 
And  overlooks  the  highest-peering  hills; 
So  Tamora: 

Upon  her  wit  doth  earthly  honour  wait,  10 

And  virtue  stoops  and  trembles  at  her  frown. 
Then,  Aaron,  arm  thy  heart,  and  fit  thy  thoughts. 
To  mount  aloft  with  thy  imperial  mistress, 
And  mount  her  pitch,  whom  thou  in  triumph  long 
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H&dt  prisoner  held,  jTeUer'tl'i  a  Amorous  chains 

And  faster  boui)d-|o> AMOu'sohsiiriia^^ eyes 

Than  is  Prometheus  tttsd  to  Cauea^Qs.  •' 

A\v|^  wiHi  $lttvisii  ivcciilsjfmdrsm'iio  thouelitel 

1  will  be  brighUatiddhioe-ifl  petirisMidgDlB,   " 

To  wait  upon  thi9.  uew-'nittd^  umpreBs.     •  20 

To  wait,  Buid  I?  to  wnotou  'wiili.this  queen,. 

Til  is  goddess.  thiaBemiilHiMft.  t^jia.nyittphv 

This  a|ron»  th»t  y<ilh  obnrtn  Hotd^'b  batiirnine, . 

And  sec  his  ^hipwrcwlt  mid  Jiii^^^Mninoiiivcud's. 

llolloal  what  storai  i»  «hiBt?   t:  .  •,.        '. 

Dem.  Chiron^  H^  years^  l^aDt.irit,  tii^ witiirantaedgd 

And  manners,  to  intrude  where  I  am  gracvd; 
And  may.  for  aughi' thou  ktibw^t/nffeded  boi    . 

Chi.  Demetriua,  thOu. dost xyver; ween  in  all: 
And  so  in  this,  to  bear  mo  doi^tttwilii  bnaTva^*  8% 

'Tis  not  th«  differeoQQ  of  U'  y«ar<or  two 
Mfikes  roe  le.'^»  gracioua  or  luce  joaoffc  fartunate; 
1  am  ns  able  and  as  fit.  as  tlnCFa  . 
To  serve,  and  to  dcjiervc  my  mistress-  ginoo; 
And  that  my  sword  upon  thileahall  approve, 
And  pkiid  my  pasnona  for  Laviniar'ai  horra, 

Aar.  [A&ide]  CIuIm,  clnfasi.  ti^eBciqvBrs  tvill  lo^  keep  the 
peace. 

Dem.  Why,  boy,  although  our  mother,  unadvised. 
Gave  you  a  dancing-rapier  byiyqur  side. 
Arc  you  so  desperate  grown,  to  tiireat  yqur  friends?        40 
6o  to;  have  your  hU^igkied  withix^yot^rj»hea,tl|i 
Till  you  know  better  how  to  handle  it. 

Chi.  Meanwhile,  sir,  with  thoJitUe  skill  I  have. 
Full  well  Shalt  thou  iMjrccivc  how  much  I  dare. 

J)ein,  Ay,  boy,  grow  ye  ?o  bravel  '    {7^^  tkxw, 

Aar.  [Coming  forward]  Why;  Imwnow,  lords  I 
So  near  the  emperor's- pal  ace  (We  Y<9U'dmw, 
And  maintain  such  n  qtiiarrnl  opeBly>? 
Full  well  I  wot  the  ^ound  of  uUthis  gnidg^.: 
I  would  not  for  »  million  of  gold 

The  cause  were  known  to  them  it  mhst  concofiaftj '  9f} 

Nor  would  your  noble  mother  fonr  much  more 
Be  so  dishonour*d  in  the  court  of  Rome. 
For  shame,  put  up. 

Dem.  Not  I,  till  I  baTx;  shaatlwd 

My  rapier  in  his i)08om  and. inUkai       •        ,      ; 
Thrust  these  repcoadifoliHMeci(taOB<$2o\rA.bifl  thinMl'      :  . . 
That  he  iuitli;bpeatkod.iii  lay  dtaluHkottr  li^re,  • 
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ChL  For  tlint  I  am  prepared  and  full  resolved, 
Poiil-spokcn  coward,  that  thundcr'st  with  thy  tongue, 
And  with  tliy  weapon  nothing  darcst  perform! 

Aar.  Away,  I  say !  60 

Now,  by  the  gods  that  warlike  Goths  adore, 
This  petty  brabble  will  undo  us  all. 
Why,  lords,  and  think  you  not  hgw  dangerous 
It  is  to  jet  upon  a  prince's  right? 
What,  is  Lavinia  then  become  so  loose. 
Or  Bassianus  so  degenerate, 
That  for  her  love  such  quarrels  may  be  broach'd 
AVithout  controlmcnt,  justice,  or  revenge? 
Young  lords,  beware!  an  should  tlie  empress  know 
This  discord's  ground,  the  music  would  not  please. 

CfU.  I  care  not,  I,  knew  she  and  all  the  world: 
I  love  Lavinia  more  than  all  the  world. 

Dem.  Youngling,  learn    thou   to   make   some  meaner 
choice : 
Lavinia  is  thine  older  brother's  hope. 

Aar.  Why,   are  ye  ma<l?  or  know  ye  not,  in  Rome 
How  furious  and  impatient  they  bo, 
And  cannot  brook  competitors  in  love? 
I  tell  you,  lords,  you  do  but  plot  your  deaths 
By  this  device. 

Ohi,  Aaron,  a  thousand  deaths     ' 

Would  I  propose  to  achieve  her  whom  I  love.  80 

Aar.  To  achieve  her!  how? 

Dem.  Why  mnkcst  thou  it  so  strange? 

She  is  a  woman,  therefore  may  be  woo'd; 
She  is  a  woman,  therefore  may  be  won ; 
Slie  is  Lavinia,  therefore  must  be  loved. 
What,  man  1  more  water  glide th  by  the  mill 
Than  wots  the  miller  of;  and  easv  it  is 
Of  a  cut  loaf  tb  steal  a  shive,  we  know: 
Though  Biissianus  be  the  emperor*s  brother, 
Better  than  he  have  worn  VulcanV  bndgc. 

Aar.  \Adide\  Ay,  and  as  good  as  SalUrnfnus  may.        90 

Dem.  Then  why  should  he  despair  that  knows  to  court  it 
With  words,  fair  looks  and  liberality? 
What,  hast  not  thou  full  often  struck  a  doe. 
And  borne  her  cleanly  by  the  keeper's  nose? 

Aar.  Why,  then,  it  seems,  some  certain  snatch  or  so 
Would  serve  your  turns. 

Chi.  Ay,  so  the  turn  were  served. 

Dem.  Aaron,  thou  hast  hit  it. 

Aar.  Would  you  had  hit  it  too!  • 

Then  Should  not  we  be  tired  with  this  ado. 
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Why,  hark  ye,  hark  yet  and  are  you  such  fools 

To  square  for  this?  -would  it  offend  you,  then,  100 

That  both  should  speed? 

Chi.  Faith,  not  me. 

Dem,  Nor  me,  so  I  were  one. 

Aar,  For  shame,  be  friends,  and  join  for  that  yon  Jar: 
Tis  policy  and  stratagem  must  do 
That  you  affect;  and  so  must  you  resolve. 
That  what  you  cannot  as  you  would  achieve. 
You  must  perforce  accomplish  as  you  may. 
Take  this  of  me:  Lucrece  was  not  more  chaste 
Than  this  Lavinia,  Bassianus'  love. 

A  speedier  course  than  lingering  laogulshment  110 

Must  we  pursue,  and  I  have  found  the  path. 
My  lords,  a  solemn  hunting  is  in  hand; 
There  will  the  lovely  Roman  ladies  troop: 
The  forest  walks  are  wide  and  spacious; 
And  many  unfrequented  plots  there  are 
Fitted  by  kind  for  rape  and  villany: 
Sinsle  you  thither  then  this  dainty  doe, 
And  strike  her  home  by  force,  if  not  by  words: 
This  way,  or  not  at  all,  stand  you  in  hope. 
Come,  come,  our  empress,  with  her  sacred  wit  120 

To  villany  and  vengeance  consecrate. 
Will  we  acquaint  with  all  that  we  intend; 
And  she  shall  file  our  engines  with  advice. 
That  will  not  suffer  you  to  souare  j'ourselves, 
But  to  your  wishes'  height  advance  you  both. 
The  emperor's  court  is  like  the  house  of  Fame, 
The  palace  full  of  tongues,  of  eyes,  and  ears: 
The  woods  are  ruthless,  dreadful,  deaf,  and  dull; 
There  speak,  and  strike,  brave  boys,  and  lake  your  turns; 
There  serve  3'our  lusts,  shadow'd  from  heaven's  eye,     ISO 
And  revel  in  Lavinia's  treasury.  • 

Cht.  Thy  counsel,  lad,  smells  of  no  cowardice. 

Dem.  Sit  fas  aut  nefas,  till  I  find  the  stream 
To  cool  this  heat,  a  charm  to  calm  these  fits, 
Per  Styga,  per  manes  vehor.  [JSreunt 

Scene  II.    A  forest  near  Botm.    H<yrM  arvd  ery  of  hound* 

heard. 

Enter  Tnus   Andronicus,  tcWi  Hunters.  &c.,  Makcub, 
Lucius,  Quintus,  and  Martius. 

Tit  The  hunt  is  up,  the  mom  is  bright  and  grey. 
The  fields  arc  fragrant  and  the  woods  are  green : 
uncouple  hero  and  let  us  make  a  bay  * 
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And  wake  the  emperor  and  his  lovely  bride 

And  rouse  the  prince  and  ring  a  hunter/s  peal. 

That  all  the  court  may  echo  with  the  noiae. 

Sods,  let  it  be  your  charge,  as  it  is  ours. 

To  attend  the  emperor's  person  carefully: 

I  have  been  troubled  in  my  sleep  this  night* 

But  dawning  day  new  comfort  hath  inspired.  10 

A  cry  of  hounds,  and  7io7'n$  winded  in  a  peal.  Enter  Satur- 
NINU8,  Tamora.  Bassianus,  Lavixia,  Demetrius, 
Chiron,  and  Attendants. 

Many  a  good  morrows  to  your  majesty; 
Madam,  to  you  as  many  and  as  good : 
I  promised  your  grace  a  hunter's  peal. 

Silt.  And  you  have  rung  it  lustily,  my  lord; 
Somewhat  too  early  for  new -married  ladies. 

Ba$.  Lavinia,  how  say  you? 

Lav.  I  say,  no; 

I  have  been  broad  awake  two  hours  and  more. 

Sat.  Come  on,  then ;  horse  and  chariotH  let  us  have. 
And  to  our  sport.     [To  Tamora]  Madam,  now  shall  ye  see 
Our  Roman  hunting. 

Mare,  I  have  dogs,  my  lonl,  20 

Will  rouse  the  proudest  panther  in  the  chase, 
And  climb  the  highest  promontory  top. 

Tit.  And  I  have  horse  will  follow  where  the  game 
Makes  way,  and  run  like  swallows  o'er  the  plain. 

J)em.  Ciiiron,  we  hunt  not,  we,  with  horse  nor  hound, 
But  hope  to  pluck  a  dainty  doe  to  ground.  [Exeunt, 

Scene  III.     A  lonely  part  of  the  forest. 

Enter  Aaron,  with  a  hag  ofgM. 

Aar.  He  that  had  wit  would  think  that  I  had  none, 
To  bury  so  much  gold  under  a  tree. 
And  never  after  to  inherit  it. 
Let  him  that  thinks  of  me  so  abjectly 
Know  that  this  gold  must  coin  a  stratagem, 
Which,  cunningly  effected,  will  beget 
A  very  excellent  piece  of  villanv: 

And  so  repose,  sweet  gold,  for  tlieir  unrest    [Hides  the  gold. 
That  have  their  alms  out  of  the  empress'  chest. 

Enter  Tamora. 

Tarn,  My  lovely  Aaron,  wherefore  look'st  thou  sad,     10 
When  every  thing  doth  make  a  gleeful  boast? 
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The  birds  chant  melody  on  every  bush. 

The  snake  lies  roiled  in  the  cheerful  sun. 

The  green  leaves  quiver  with  the  cooling  wind 

And  make  a  chequcr'd  shadow  on  the  ground: 

Under  their  sweet  shade,  Aaron,  let  U8«it, 

And,  whilst  the  babbling  echo  mocks  the  hounds, 

Replying  shrilly  to  the  well-tuned  horns. 

As  if  a  double  hunt  were  heard  at  onoe. 

Let  us  sit  down  and  mark  their  yelping  noiBe;  ^ 

And,  after  conflict  such  as  was  supposed 

The  wandering  prince  and  Dido  once  enjoy'd. 

When  with  a  happy  storm  tbev  were  surprised 

And  curtain'd  with  a  counsel-keeping  cave. 

We  may.  each  wreathed  in  the  other's  arma, 

Our  pastimes  done,  possess  a  golden  slumber; 

Whiles  hounds  and  horns  and  sweet  melodious  birds 

Be  unto  us  as  is  a  nurse's  song 

Of  lullaby  to  bring  her  babe  asleep. 
Aar.  Madam,  though  Venus  govern  your  desires,        30 

Saturn  is  dominator  over  mine: 

What  signifies  my  deadly-standing  eye. 

My  silence  and  mv  cloucly  melancholy, 

My  fleece  of  woolly  hnir  that  now  uncurls 

Even  as  an  adder  when  she  doth  unroll 

To  do  some  fatal  execution? 

No,  madam,  these  are  no  venereal  signs: 

Vengeance  is  in  my.  heart,  death  in  my  hand, 

Blood  and  revenge  are  iiammering  in  my  head. 

Hark,  Tamora,  the  empiH^sa  of  my  soul,  40 

Which  never  hopes  more  heaven  than  rests  in  thee. 

Tills  is  the  day  of  doom  for  Bassionus: 

His  Philomel  must  lose  her  tongue  to-day, 

Thy  sons  shall  pillage  of  her  chastity 

And  wash  their  hands  in  Bassianus'  blood. 

Seest  thou  this  letter?  take  it  up,  I  pray  thee^ 

And  give  the  king  this  fatal-plotted  scroll. 

Now  question  me  no  more;  we  are  espied; 

Here  comes  a  parcel  of  our  hopeful  booty, 

AVhich  dreads  not  yet  their  lives'  destruction.  50 

Tarn,  Ah,  my  sweet  Moor,  sweeter  to  me  tlaan  life  I 
Aar.  No  more,  great  empress;  Bassiauus  comes: 

Be  cross  with  him ;  and  I'll  go  fetch  thy  sons 

To  back  thy  quarrels,  whatsoe'er  they  be.  [Exit, 

Enter  Basbiaktjs  and  Lavikia. 

Bns.  Who  have  we  here?    Rome's  royal  empress, 
Unfurnish'd  of  her  well-beseeming  troop? 
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Or  is  it  Dian,  habited  like  her, 
Wlio  lintli  abandoned  ber  holy  groves 
To  see  the  general  hunting  in  this  forest? 

Tarn.  Saucy  controller  of  our  private  stepsl  60 

ITad  I  the  power  that  some  say  Dian  had, 
Tliy  temples  should  bo  planted  presently 
\Vith  horns,  as  was  Actseon's;  and  the  hounds 
Should  drive  upon  thy  new-transfonued  limbs, 
Unmannerly  intruder  as  thou  art! 

Lav.  Under  your  patience,  gentle  empress, 
Tis  thought  you  have  a  goodly  gift  in  horning; 
And  to  Ixi  doubted  that  your  Moor  and  you 
Are  sincled  forth  to  try  experiments: 
Jove  shield  your  husband  from  his  hounds  to-day  I  70 

'Tis  pity  they  should  take  him  for  a  stag. 

Ba8.  Believe  me,  queen,  your  swarth  Cimmerian 
Both  make  your  honour  of  his  body's  hue, 
S|[)otted,  detested,  and  abominable. 
'W  by  arc  you  sequestered  from  all  your  train, 
Dismounted  from  your  snow-white  goodly  steed. 
And  wander'd  hither  to  an  obscure  plot. 
Accompanied  but  with  a  barbarous  Moor, 
If  foul  desire  had  not  conducted  you? 

Tjav.  And,  being  intercepted  in  your  sport,  80 

Great  reason  that  *my  noble  lord  be  rated 
For  sauciness.    I  pray  you,  let  us  hence, 
And  let  her  loy  her  raven-colour'd  love;    • 
This  valley  nts  the  purpose  passing  well. 

Bat.  The  king  my  brother  shall  have  note  of  this. 

Ixiv.  Ay,  for  these  slips  have  made  him  noted  long: 
Good  kins,  to  be  so  mightily  abused! 

Tarn.  Why  have  I  patience  to  endure  all  this? 

Enter  Demetrius  and  CiimoN. 

Dem,  How   now,   -dear   sovereign,   and   our   gracioua 
mother! 
Whv  doth  your  highness  look  so  pale  and  wan?  00 

Tarn.  Have  I  not  reason,  think  you,  to  look  pale? 
These  two  have  *ticed  mo  hither  to  this  place: 
A  barren  detested  vale,  you  see  it  is; 
The  trees,  though  summer,  yet  forlorn  and  lean, 
Overcome  with  moss  and  baleful  mistletoe: 
Here  never  shines  the  sun;  here  nothing  breeds, 
Unless  the  nightly  owl  or  fatal  raven : 
And  when  they  show'd  me  this  abhorred  pit. 
They  told  me,  here,  at  dead  time  of  the  night, 
A  tliousand  fiends,  a  thousand  hissing  snakes^  100 
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Ten  thousand  swelling  toads,  as  many  urchins, 

Would  make  such  fearful  and  confused  cries 

As  any  mortal  body  hearing  it 

Should  straight  fall  mad.  or  else  die  suddenly. 

No  sooner  had  they  told  this  hellish  (ale, 

But  straight  they  told  me  they  would  bind  mc  here 

Unto  the  body  of  a  dismal  yew, 

And  leave  mc  to  this  miserable  death: 

And  then  they  call'd  me  foul  adulteress, 

Lascivious  Qoth,  and  all  the  bitterest  terms  110 

That  ever  ear  did  hear  to  such  effect : 

And,  had  you  not  by  wondrous  fortune  come. 

This  vengeance  on  me  had  tliey  executed. 

Revenge  it,  as  you  love  j'^our  mother's  life. 

Or  be  ye  not  henceforth  caird  my  children. 

Dem,  This  is  a  witness  that  I  am  thy  son. 

[StabB  BamanvK 

Chi.  And  this  for  me,  struck  home  to  show  my  strength. 

[Alfo  ftah»  BamatwM,  trlio  die^. 

Lav,  Ay,  come,  Semiramis,  nay.  barbarous  Tamora, 
For  no  name  fits  thy  nature  but  thy  own! 

Tarn,  Give  me  thy  poniard;  you  shall  know,  my  boys. 
Your  mother's  hand  shall  ri^ht  your  mother's  wrong.    121 

Dem.  Stay,  madam;  here  is  more  belongs  to  her; 
First  thrash  the  corn,  then  after  burn  the  straw: 
This  minion  stood  upon  her  chastity, 
Upon  her  nuptial  vow,  her  loyalty, 
fAnd  with  that  painted  hope  braves  your  mightiness: 
And  shall  she  carry  this  unto  her  grave? 

ChL  An  if  she  do,  I  would  I  were  an  eunuch. 
Drag  hence  her  husband  to  some  secret  hole. 
And  make  his  dead  trunk  pillow  to  our  lust.  180 

Tarn.  But  when  ye  have  the  honey  ye  desire, 
Let  not  this  wasp  uutlive.  us  both  to  sting. 

Chi.  I  warrant  you,  madam,  we  will  make  that  sure. 
Come,  mistress,  now  perforce  we  will  enjoy 
That  nice-preserved  honesty  of  yours. 

Jmv.  O  Tamora!  thou  liear'st  a  woman's  face, — 

7hm.  I  will  not  hear  her  speak;  away  with  her! 

Div.  Sweet  lords,  entreat  her  hoar  me  but  a  word. 

Dem.  Listen,  fair  madam :  let  it  be  j-our  glorj' 
To  see  her  tears;  but  be  your  heart  to  them  140 

As  unrelenting  flint  to  drops  of  rain. 

Lav.  When  did  the  tiger's  young  ones  teach  the  dam? 
O,  do  not  learn  her  wrath;  she  taught  it  thee; 
The  milk  thou  suck'dst  from  her  did  turn  to  marble; 
Even  at  thy  teat  thou  hadst  thy  tyranny. 
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■  • 

Yet  every  mother  breeds  not  sons  alike: 

[To  Chiron]  Do  thou  entreat  her  show  a  woman  pity. 

Chi,  What,  wouldst  thou  have  me  prove  myself  a  bas- 
tard? 

Lav.  'Tis  true;  the  raven  doth  not  hatch  a  lark: 
Yet  have  I  heard, — O,  could  I  find  it  now!—  150 

The  lion  moved  with  pity  did  endure 
To  have  his  princely  paws  pared  all  away; 
Some  say  that  ravens  foster  forlorn  children. 
The  whilst  their  own  birds  famish  in  their  nests: 
O.  be  to  me,  though  thy  hard  heart  say  no, 
Nothing  so  kind,  but  something  pitiful ! 

Tarn,  I  know  not  what  it  means;  away  with  her! 

Lav.  O,  let  me  teach  thee!  for  my  father's  sake, 
That  gave  thee  life,  when  well  he  might  have  slain  thee, 
Be  not  obdurate,  open  thy  deaf  curs.  160 

Tarn.  Hadst  thou  in  person  ne'er  offended  me, 
Even  for  his  sake  am  I  pitiless. 
Remember,  boys,  I  pour'd  forth  tears  in  vain. 
To  save  your  brother  from  the  sacrifice; 
But^erce  Androuicus  would  not  relent: 
Therefore,  away  with  her,  and  use  her  as  you  will, 
The  worse  to  her,  the  better  loved  of  me. 

Lav,  0  Tamora,  be  calKd  a  ffeutlc  queen, 
And  with  thine  own  hands  killmc  in  this  place! 
For  'tis  not  life  that  I  have  begg'd  so  long;  170 

Poor  I  was  slain  when  Bassianus  died. 

Tarn,  What  begg'st  thou,  then  ?  fond  woman,  let  me  go. 

Lav.  'Tis  present  death  I  beg;  and  one  thing  more 
That  womanhood  denies  my  tongue  to  tell: 
O,  keep  me  from  their  worse  thau  killing  lust. 
And  tumble  me  into  some  loathsome  pit. 
Where  never  man's  eye  may  l^ehold  my  body: 
Do  this,  and  be  a  charitable  murderer. 

Tarn.  So  should  I  rob  my  sweet  sous  ot  their  fee: 
No.  let  them  satisfy  their  lust  on  thee.  180 

Dein.  Away!  for  thpu  hast  stay'd  us  here  too  long. 

Lav.  NoCTace?  no  womanhood?    Ah,  beastly  creature! 
The  blot  and  enemy  to  our  general  name  1 
Confusion  fall— 

Chi.  Nay,  thcu  I'll  stop  your  mouth.    Bring  thou  her 
husband: 
This  is  the  hole  where  Aaron  bid  us  hide  him. 

[DeTnetHui  throu>$  tJie  body  of  JSassianna  into  the  pit;  then 
exeunt  Demetrius  and  Chiron,  dragging  off  Latinia, 

Tarn.  Farewell,  my  sons:  see  that  you  make  her  sure. 
Ne'er  let  my  heart  know  merry  cheer  indeed, 
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Till  all  the  Andronici  be  made  away. 

Kow  will  I  hence  to  seek  my  lovely  Moor,  100 

And  let  my  spleenful  sons  this  trull  deOour.  [iSrt^. 

Be-enter  Aaron,  with  Quintus  and  Martixjs. 

Aar.  Ck)me  on.  my  lords,  the  better  foot  before: 
Straight  will  I  bring  you  to  the  loathsome  pit 
Where  I  espied  the  panther  fast  asleep. 

Ouin.  My  sight  is  very  dull,  whatever  it  bodes. 

Jfart.  And  mine,  I  promise  you;  were*t  not  for  shame. 
Well  could  I  leave  our  sport  to  sleep  awhile. 

[F^Us  into  the  pit, 

Quin.  What,  art  thou  fairn?    What  subtle  hole  is  this, 
Whose  mouth  is  cover'd  with  nide-growing  briers. 
Upon  whose  leaves  are  drops  of  new-shed  blood  200 

As  fresh  as  morning  dew  distill'd  on  flowers? 
A  very  fatal  place  it  seems  to  me. 
Speak,  brother,  hast  thou  hurt  thee  with  the  fall? 

Mart,  O  brother,  with  the  dismaU'st  object  hurt 
That  ever  eye  with  sight  rosde  heart  lament! 

Aar.  [Aside]  Now  will  I  fetch  the  king  to  find  them 
here, 
That  he  thereby  may  give  a  likely  guess  ^ 
How  these  were  they  that  made  away  his^brother.      [Rrit 

Mart.  Why  dost  not  comfort  me,  and  help  mc  out 
From  this  unhallowed  and  blood-stained  hole!  ? 

Quin.  I  am  surprised  with  an  uncouth  fear: 
A  chilling  sweat  o'er- runs  my  trembling  Joints: 
My  heart  suspects  more  tlian  mine  eye  oin  see. 

Mart.  To  prove  thou  hast  a  true-aivining  heart, 
Aaron  and  thou  look  down  into  this  den. 
And  sec  a  fearful  sight  of  blood  and  death. 

Quiii.  Aaron  is  gone ;  and  my  compassionate  h   * 
Will  not  permit  mine  eyes  once  to  behold 
The  thing  whert^t  it  trembles  by  surmise: 
().  ti'll  me  how  it  is:  for  ne'er  till  now  VfdO 

Was  I  ji  child  to  fear  I  know  not  what. 

Mart.  Lord  Bassianus  likes  em  brewed  here 
All  on  a  heap,  like  to  a  slaughtered  lamb. 
In  this  detested,  dark,  blood -drinking  pit. 

Q.'fin.  If  it  be  dark,  how  dosfthou  know  'tis  he? 

Jfart.  Upon  his  bloody  linger  he  doth  wear 
A  precious  ring,  that  lightens  all  the  hole, 
winch,  like  a  taper  in  some  monument. 
Doth  shine  upon  the  dead  man's  earthy  checks, 
And  shows  the  ragged  entrails  of  the  pit:  280 

So  pale  did  shine  tlTc  moon  on  Pyramus 


\ 
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When  he  by  night  lay  bRthed  in  maiden  bloods 

0  brother,  help  me  with  tliy  fainting  hand — 
If  fear  hnth  made  thee  faint,  as  rac  it  hath— 
Out  of  tills  feil  devouring  receptacle, 

As  hateful  as  Cocytus*  misty  mouth. 

Quin,  Reach  me  thy  hanH,  tliat  I  may  help  tliec  out; 
Or,  wanting  stren^tli  to  do  thee  so  much  good, 

1  mny  be  piuck'd  mto  the  swallowing  womb 

Of  this  deep  pit,  poor  Bassianus'  grave.  240 

I  have  no  strengtli  to  pluck  tliee  to  the  brink. 

Mart.  Nor  I  no  strength  to  climb  without  thy  help. 

Quin.  Tliy  hand  once  more;  I  will  not  loose  again. 
Till  thou  art  here  aloft,  or  I  below: 
Thou  canst  not  come  to  me :  I  come  to  thee.         [FalU  i/k 

Enter  Saturnikub  with  Aahok. 

S(it,  Along  with  me:  I'll  see  what  hole  is  here. 
And  what  he  is  that  now  is  leaped  into  it. 
Say,  who  art  thou  that  lately  didst  descend 
Into  this  gaping  hollow  of  the  cailh? 

Mart.  The  unhappy  son  of  old  Andronicus;  250 

Brought  hither  in  a  most  unlucky  hour, 
To  find  thy  brother  Bassianus  dead. 

Sat.  My  brother  dead!    I  know  tliou  dost  but  Jest: 
He  and  his  lady  both  arc  at  the  loilgc 
Upon  the  north  side  of  this  pleassint  chase; 
Tis  not  an  hour  since  I  left  him  there. 

Mart.  We  know  not  wliere  you  left  him  all  alive; 
But,  out,  alas!  here  have  we  found  him  dead. 

Be-^nier  Tamoua,  wiUi  Attendants;  Titus  Ai^DUOisicua, 

aiid  Lucius. 

Tam.  Wliere  is  my  lord  the  king? 

Sat.  Here,  Tamora,  thougli  grieved  with  killing  grief. 

Tam.  Where  is  thy  brother  Bassianus?  261 

Sat.  Now  to  the  bottom  dost  thou  search  my  wound  - 
Poor  Bassianus  here  lies  murdered. 

Tam.  Then  all  too  late  I  bring  this  fatal  writ. 
The  complot  of  this  timeless  tragedy; 
And  wonder  greatly  that  man's  face  can  fold 
In  pleasing  smiles  such  murderous  tyranny. 

[She  gitseth  Saturnine  a  letter. 

Sat.  [Beads]  '*  An  if  we  miss  to  meet  him  handsomely— 
Sweet  huntsman,  Bassianus  'tis  we  mean — 
Do  thou  so  much  as  dig  the  grave  for  him:  270 

Thou  know'st  our  meaning.    Look  for  thy  reward 
Among  the  nettles  at  the  elder-tree 

SHAK.   II.— 80 
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Which  OTershades  the  mouth  of  that  same  pit 

Where  we  decreed  to  bury  Bassianus. 

Do  this,  and  purchase  us  thy  lasting  friexids." 

0  Tamoral  was  ever  heard  the  like? 
This  is  the  pit,  and  this  the  elder-lree. 
Look,  sirs,  if  you  can  lind  the  huntsman  out 
That  should  have  murder'd  Bassianus  here. 

Aar.  Myjgracious  lord,  here  is  the  bag  of  gold.  280 

'  8ai,  [To  TUu8\  Two  of  thy  whelps,  fell  curs  of  bloody 

kind, 
Have  here  bereft  my  brother  of  his  life. 
Sirs,  drag  them  from  the  pit  unto  the  prison: 
There  let  them  bide  until  we  have  devised 
Some  never-heard -of  torturing  pain  for  them, 

Tarn,  What,  are  thev  in  this  pit?    O  wondrous  thing! 
How  easily  murder  is  discovered ! 

Tit.  High  emperor,  upon  my  feeble  knee 

1  beg  this  boon,  with  tears  not  lightly  shed. 

That  this  fell  fault  of  my  accursed  sons,  200 

Accursed,  if  the  fault  be  proved  in  them, — 

Sat.  If  it  be  proved!  you  see  it  is  apparent. 
Who  found  this  letter?    Tamora,  was  it  you? 

Tarn.  Andronicus  himself  did  take  it  up. 

TU.  I  did,  my  lord:  yet  let  me  be  their  bail; 
For,  by  my  father's  reverend  tomb,  I  vow 
They  shaH  be  ready  at  your  highness'  will 
To  answer  their  suspicion  with  their  lives. 

Sat.  Thou  Shalt  not  bail  them:  see  thou  follow  me. 
Some  bring  the  murder'd  body,  some  the  murderers:     800 
Let  them  not  speak  a  word;  the  guilt  is  plain; 
For,  by  my  soul,  were  there  worse  end  than  death. 
That  end  upon  them  should  be  executed. 

Tarn.  Andronicus,  I  will  entreat  the  king: 
Fear  not  thy  sons;  they  shall  do  well  enough. 

2'it.  Come,  Lucius,  come;  stay  not  to  talk  with  them. 

[EsDtunt. 

Scene  IV.    Another  part  of  thsforett. 

Eater  Demetrtxts  and  Chiron,  vjith  I^avinia,  ramsked; 
her  liaiids  cut  off,  and  her  tongue  cut  out 

Dem.  So,  now  go  tell,  an  if  thy  tongiie  can  speak, 
Wbo  'twas  that  cut  thy  tongue  and  ravish'd  thee. 

Chi.  Write  down  thy  mind,  bewray  thy  meaning  so. 
An  if  thy  stumps  will  let  thee  play  the  scribe. 

Dem.  See,  how  with  signs  and  tokens  she  can  scrowL 
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Chi.  Go  home,  call  for  sweet  water,  wash  thy  hands. 
Dem.  She  hath  no  tongue  to  call,  nor  hands  to  wash; 
And  so  let's  leave  her  to  her  silent  walks. 

Chi.  An  'twere  my  case,  I  should  go  hang  myself. 
Dem.  If  thou  hadst  hands  to  help  thee  knit  the  cord. 

[Exeunt  Demetrius  and  Chiron. 

Enter  Marcus. 

Mar.  Who  is  this?  my  niece,  that  flies  away  so  fast!   11 
Cousin,  a  word;  where  is  your  husband? 
If  I  do  dream,  would  all  my  wealth  would  wake  mel 
If  I  do  wake,  some  planet  strike  me  down. 
That  I  may  slumber  in  eternal  sleep! 
Speak,  gentle  niece,  what  stern,  ungentle  hands 
Have  lopp*d  and  hew'd  and  made  thy  body  bare 
Of  her  two  branches,  those  sweet  ornaments, 
Whose  circling  shadows  kings  have  sought  to  sleep  in. 
And  might  not  gain  so  great  a  happiness  20 

As  have  thy  love?    Why  dost  not  speak  to  me? 
Alas,  a  crimson  river  of  warm  blood. 
Like  to  a  bubbling  fountain  stirr'd  with  wind, 
Doth  rise  and  fall  between  thy  rosed  lips. 
Coming  and  going  with  thy  honey  breath. 
But,  sure,  some  Tereus  hath  deflowered  thee. 
And,  lest  thou  shouldst  detect  him,  cut  thy  tongue. 
Ah,  now  thou  turn'st  away  thy  face  for  sltnmc! 
And,  notwithstanding  all  this  loss  of  blood. 
As  from  a  conduit  with  three  issuing  spouts,  SO 

Yet  do  thy  cheeks  look  red  as  Titan  s  face 
Blushing  to  be  encountered  with  a  cloud. 
Shall  I  speak  for  thee?  shall  I  say  'tis  so? 
O,  that  I  knew  thy  heart;  and  knew  the  beast, 
That  I  might  rail  at  him,  to  ease  my  mindl 
Sorrow  concealed,  like  an  oven  stopp'd. 
Doth  burn  the  heart  to  cinders  where  it  is. 
Fair  Philomela,  she  but  lost  her  tongue, 
And  in  a  tedious  sampler  sew*d  her  mind: 
But,  lovely  niece,  that  mean  is  cut  from  thee;  40 

A  craftier  Tereus,  cousin,  hast  thou  met. 
And  he  hath  cut  those  pretty  fingers  ofE, 
That  could  have  better  sew'd  than  Philomel. 
O,  had  the  monster  seen  those  lily  hands 
Tremble,  like  aspen-leaves,  upon  a  lute. 
And  make  the  silken  strings  delight  to  kiss  them. 
He  would  not  then  have  touch'd  them  for  his  life! 
Or,  had  he  heard  the  heavenly  harmony 
Which  that  sweet  tongue  hath  made, 
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He  would  have  dropped  his  knife,  and  fell  asleep  50 

As  Cerberus  at  the  Thrsician  poet's  feet. 
Come,  let  us  go,  and  make  thy  father  blind; 
For  such  a  sight  will  blind  a  father's  eye: 
One  hour's  storm  will  drown  the  fragrant  meads; 
What  will  whole  months  of  tears  thy  father's  eyes? 
Do  not  draw  back,  for  we  will  mourn  with  thee: 
'  O,  could  our  mourning  case  thy  misery!  [Exettnt. 

ACT  m. 

Scene  I.    Home.    A  ttreet 

Enter  Judges,  Senators,  and  Tribunes,  with  Mahtivs  and 
QuiNTua,  bound,  passittg  on  to  the  plaee  of  exeattwn; 
Titus  goin^  before,  pleading. 

7^f.  Hear  me,  grave  fathers!  noble  tribunes,  stay! 
For  pity  of  mine  age,  whose  youth  was  spent 
In  dangerous  wars,  whilst  you  securely  slept; 
For  all  my  blood  in  Rome  s  great  quarrel  shed; 
For  all  the  frosty  nights  that  I  have  watch'd; 
And  for  these  bitter  tears,  which  now  you  see 
Filling  the  aged  wrinkles  in  my  checks; 
Be  pitiful  to  ni}'  condemned  sons» 
Whose  souls  arc  not  corrupted  as  'tis  thought. 
For  two  and  twenty  sons  I  never  wept,  10 

Because  ihcy  died  m  honour's  lofty  bed. 

[Lieth  doitn;  the  Jtidgee,  d:c.,  pass  by  him,  and  Erettni, 
For  these,  these,  tribunes,  in  the  dust  I  write 
My  heart's  deep  languor  and  my  soul's  sad  tears: 
Let  my  tears  stanch  the  earth's  dry  appetite; 
My  sons'  sweet  blood  will  make  it  slmme  and  blush. 
O  earth,  I  will  befriend  thee  more  with  rain. 
That  shall  distil  from  these  two  ancient  urns. 
Than  youthful  April  shall  with  all  his  showers: 
In  summer's  drought  I'll  drop  upon  thee  still; 
In  winter  with  warm  teal's  I'll  melt  the  snow,  20 

And  keep  eternal  spring-time  on  thy  face. 
So  thou  refuse  to  drink  my  dear  sons'  blood. 

Enter  Lucius,  with  his  steord  dratm, 

O  reverend  tribunes!  O  gentle,  aged  men! 
Unbind  my  sons,  reverse  the  doom  of  death; 
And  let  me  say,  that  never  wept  before. 
My  tears  are  now  prevailing  orators. 
Lue.  O  noble  father,  you  lament  in  vain: 
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The  tribunes  hear  you  not;  no  man  to  by; 
And  you  recount  your  sorrows  to  a  stone. 

TU.  Ah,  Lucius,  for  thy  brothers  let  me  plead.  80 

Grave  tribunes,  once  more  I  enti^ent  of  you, — 

Lhc,  My  gracious  lord,  no  tribune  hears  you  speak. 

TU,  Why.  tis  no  matter,  man :  if  the^*  did  hear. 
They  would  not  mark  me,  or  if  they  did  miirk» 
They  would  not  pity  me,  yet  plead  I  must; 
tAnd  bootless  unto  them  since  I  complain. 
Therefore  1  tell  my  sorrows  to  the  stones; 
Who,,  though  they  catmot  answer  my  distress, 
Yet  in  some  sort  they  are  better  than  the  tribunes. 
For  that  they  will  not  intercept  my  Uile:  40 

When  I  do  weep,  Uiey  humbly  at  my  feet 
Receive  my  tears  imd  seem  to  weep  with  me;  . 

And,  were  they  but  attired  in  grave  weeds,  | 

Rome  could  afforil  no  tribune  like  to  these. 
A  stone  is  soft  as  wax, — tribunes  more  hard  than  etonesj 
A  stone  is  silent,  and  offendeth  not. 
And  tribunes  with  their  tongues  doom  men  to  death. 

[Biaes, 
But  wherefore  stand'st  thou  with  thy  weapon  drawn? 

Luc.  To  rescue  my  two  brothers  from  their  death: 
For  which  attempt  the  judges  have  pronounced  60 

My  everlasting  doom  of  banishment. 

TU.  O  happy  man  I  they  have  befriended  thee. 
Why,  foolish  Lucius,  dost  thou  not  perceive 
That  Rome  is  but  a  wilderness  of  tigers? 
Tigers  must  prey,  and  Rome  affords  no  prey 
But  me  and  mine:  how  happy  art  thou,  then. 
From  these  devourers  to  be  banislied ! 
But  who  comes  with  our  brother  Marcus  here? 

Enter  Mahcus  <in/f  Lavinia. 

• 

Marc,  Titus,  prepare  thy  aged  eyes  to  weep; 
Or,  if  not  so,  thy  noble  heart  to  break:  60 

^. bring  consuming  sorrow  to  thine  age. 

Tit.  Will  it  consume  me?  let  me  see  it,  then. 

Mare,  This  was  thy  daughter. 

TU.  Why.  l^Iarcus,  so  she  is. 

Luc.  Ay  me,  this  object  kills  me ! 

TU.  Faint-hearted  boy,  arise,  and  look  upon  her. 
Bpeak,  Lavinia,  what  accursed  hand 
Hath  made  thee  handless  in  thy  father's  sight? 
What  fool  hath  added  water  to  the  sea. 
Or  brought  a  faggot  to  bright-burning  Troy? 
M.y  grief  was  at  the  height  before  thou  earnest,  70 
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And  DOW,  like  Nilus,  it  disdaineth  hounds. 

Give  me  a  sword,  V\\  chop  off  my  hands  too; 

For  tliey  have  fought  for  Rome,  and  all  in  vain; 

And  they  have  nursed  this  woe,  in  feeding  life; 

In  bootless  prayer  have  they  been  held  up. 

And  they  have  served  me  to  effectless  use: 

Now  all  the  service  I  require  of  them 

Is  that  the  one  will  help  to  cut  the  other. 

'Tis  well,  Lavinia,  that  thou  hast  no  hands; 

For  hands,  to  do  Rome  service,  are  but  vain.  80 

Luc.  Speak,  gentle  sister,  who  hath  roartyr'd  thee? 

Marc.  O,  that  delightful  engine  of  her  thoughts, 
That  blabb'd  them  with  such  pleasing  eloquence. 
Is  torn  from  forth  that  pretty  hollow  cage. 
Where,  like  a  sweet  melodious  bird,  it  sung 
Sweet  varied  notes,  enchanting  every  ear! 

Luc,  O,  sav  thou  for  her,  who  hath  done  this  deed? 

Mare.  O,  thus  I  found  her.  straying  in  the  park, 
Seeking  to  hide  herself,  as  doth  the  deer 
That  hath  received  sonic  unrecurring  wound.  90 

IHi.  It  was  my  deer;  and  he  that  wounded  her 
Hath  hurt  me  more  than  had  he  kiird  me  dead: 
For  now  I  stand  as  one  upon  a  rock 
Environ'd  with  a  wilderness  of  sea, 
Who  marks  the  waxing  tide  grow  wave  by  waye, 
Expecting  ever  when  some  envious  surge 
Will  in  his  brinish  bowels  swallow  him. 
This  way  to  death  my  wretched  sons  are  gone; 
Here  stands  my  other  son,  a  banished  man. 
And  here  mjr  brother,  weeping  at  my  woes:  100 

But  that  which  gives  my  soul  tlie  greatest  spurn. 
Is  dear  Lavinia,  dearer  than  my  soul. 
Had  I  but  seen  thy  picture  in  this  plight. 
It  would- have  madded  roe:  what  shall  I  do 
Now  I  behold  thy  lively  body  so? 
Thou  hast  no  hands,  to  wipe  away  thy  tears; 
Nor  tongue,  to  tell  me  who  hath  martyr*d  thee: 
Thy  husband  he  is  dead :  and  for  his  death 
Thy  brothers  are  condemn'd,  and  dead  by  this.' 
Look,  Marcus!  ah,  son  Lucius,  look  on  her!  110 

When  I  did  name  her  brothers,  then  fresh  tears 
Stood  on  her  cheeks,  as  doth  the  honey-dew 
Upon  a  gathcr'd  lily  almost  withered. 

Mare.  Perchance  she  weeps  because  they  kill'd  her  hus- 
band ; 
Perchance  because  she  knows  them  innocent. 

I^U.  If  they  did  kill  thy  husband,  then  be  Joyful, 
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Because  the  Iftw  balli  tn'en  revenge  on  them. 

No,  no,  they  would  not  do  so  foul  a  deed ; 

Witness  the  sorrow  that  their  sister  makes. 

Gentle  Laviuia,  let  me  kiss  thy  lips;  120 

Or  make  some  sign  how  I  may  do  thee  ease: 

Shall  thy  good  uncle,  and  thy  brother  Lucius, 

And  thou,  and  I.  sit  round  about  some  fountain, 

Looking  all  downwards,  to  behold  our  cheeks 

How  they  are  stain 'd,  as  meadows,  yet  not  dry, 

With  miry  slimo  left  on  them  by  a  flood? 

And  in  the  fountain  shall  we  gaze  so  long 

Till  the  fresh  taste  be  taken  from  that  clearness. 

And  made  a  brine-pit  with  our  bitter  tears? 

Or  shall  we  cut  away  our  hands,  like  thine?  190 

Or  shall  we  bite  our  tongues,  and  m  dumb  shows 

Pass  the  remainder  of  our  hateful  days? 

What  shall  wc  do?  let  us,  that  have  our  tongues, 

Plot  some  device  of  further  misery, 

To  make  us  wonder'd  at  in  time  to  come. 

Lue.  Sweet  father,  cease  your  tears;  for,  at  your  grief. 
Sec  how  my  wretched  sister  sobs  and  weeps. 

Marc.  Patience,  dear  niece.    (Jood  Titus,  dry  thine  eyes. 

Tit.  Ah,  3Iarcus,  Marcus!  brother,  well  I  wot 
Thy  napkin  cannot  drink  a  tear  of  mine,  140 

For  thou,  poor  man,  hast  drown*d  it  with  thine  own. 

Luc,  Ah,  my  Lavinia,  I  will  wipe  thy  cheeks. 

Tit.  Mark,  Marcus,  mark!  I  understand  her  signs: 
Had  she  a  tongue  to  speak,  now  would  she  say 
That  to  her  brother  Avliich  I  said  to  thee: 
His  napkin,  with  his  true  tears  all  bewet, 
Can  do  no  service  on  her  sorrowful  checks. 
O,  what  a  sympathy  of  woe  is  this, 
As  far  from  help  as  Limbo  is  from  bliss  I 

Enter  Aaron. 

Aar.  Titus  Andronicus,  my  lord  the  emperor  150 

Sends  thee  this  word, — that,  if  thou  love  thy  sons, 
Let  Marcus,  Lucius,  or  thyself,  old  Titus, 
Or  any  one  of  you,  chop  off  your  hand. 
And  send  it  to  the  king:  he  for  the  same 
Will  send  thee  hither  both  thy  sons  alive; 
And  tliat  shall  be  the  ransom  for  their^ault. 

Tit.  O  gracious  emperor!    O  eentle  Aaron! 
Did  ever  raven  sing  so  like  a  lark. 
That  gives  sweet  tidings  of  the  sun's  uprise?    - 
With  all  my  heart,  Fll  send  the  emperor  160 

My  hand: 
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Good  Aaron,  wilt  tbou  help  to  chop  it  oft? 

Lite,  Stay,  father  1  for  that  noble  hand  of  thine. 
That  hath  thrown  down  so  many  enemies, 
Shall  not  be  sent:  my  hand  will  serve  the  turn: 
My  youth  can  better  spare  my  blood  than  you; 
Aocl  therefore  mine  shall  save  my  brothers'  lives. 

Mare.  Which  of  your  hands  hath  not  defended  Rome, 
And  rear'd  aloft  the  bloody  battle-nxe, 
Writing  destruction  on  the  encmv's  castle?  170 

O,  none  of  both  but  arc  of  high  desert: 
My  hand  hath  been  but  idle;  let  it  serve 
To  ransom  my  two  nephews  from  their  death; 
Then  have  I  kept  it  to  a  worthy  end. 

Aar.  Kay,  come,  agree  whose  hand  shall  go  along. 
For  fear  they  die  before  their  pardon  come. 

Mare,  My  hand  shall  go. 

Lue,  By  heaven,  it  shall  not  go! 

Tit  Sirs,  strive  no  more:  such  withcr'd  herbs  aa  these 
Are  meet  for  plucking  up,  and  therefore  mine. 

Luc,  Sweet  father,  if  I  shall  be  thought  thy  son,        180 
liCt  me  redeem  my  brothers  both  from  death. 

Mare,  And,  for  our  father's  sake  and  mother's  care, 
Kow  let  me  show  a  brother'.s  love  to  thee. 

Tit,  Agree  between  you;  I  will  spare  my  hand. 

Lue.  1  hen  1*11  go  fetch  an  axe. 

Mare,  But  I  will  use  the  axe. 

[Bjceunt  Lnciw  and  Mareu4L 

Tit.  Come  hither,  Aaron;  I'll  deceive  them  both: 
Lend  me  thy  hand,  and  I  will  eive  thee  mine. 

Aar.  [Asida]  If  that  be  call'd  deceit,  I  will  bo  honest. 
And  never,  whilst  I  live,  deceive  men  so:  190 

But  I'll  deceive  you  in  another  sort, 
And  that  you'll  say,  ere  half  an  hour  pass. 

[Cuts  off  TiUii$  hand, 

Ee-enter  Lucius  and  Mahcus. 

Tit,  Now  stay  your  strife:  what  shaU  be  is  dispatch'd. 
Good  Aaron,  give  his  majesty  mv  liand: 
Tell  him  it  was  a  hand  that  warded  him 
From  thousand  dangers;  bid  him  bury  it; 
More  hath  it  merited :  that  let  it  have. 
As  for  m}'  sons,  say  I  account  of  them 
As  jewels  purchased  at  an  easy  price; 
And  yet  dear  too.  l>ecause  I  bought  mine  own.  900 

Aar.  I  go,  Andronicus:  and  for  thy  hand 
Look  by  and  by  to  have  thy  eons  with  thee. 
[Adde]  Their  heads,  I  mean.    O,  how  this  villany 
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Doth  fat  me  with  the  vcr/  thoughts  of  it! 

Let  fools  do  good,  and  fair  men  call  for  grace, 

Aaron  will  have  his  soul  black  like  his  face.  [Exit. 

Tit.  O,  here  I  lift  this  one  hand  up  to  heaven, 
And  bow  this  feeble  ruin  to  the  earth : 
If  any  power  pities  wretclied  tears,  209 

To  that  I  call!  [To  Lav.]   What,  wilt  thou  kneel  with  me? 
Do,  then,  dear  heart;  for  heaven  shall  bear  our  piaycrs; 
Or  with  our  sighs  we'll  breathe  the  welkin  dim. 
And  stain  the  sun  with  fog,  as  sometime  clouds 
When  they  do  hug  him  in  their  melting  bosoms. 

Mare.  O  brother,  speak  with  possibilities, 
And  do  not  break  into  these  deep  extremes. 

TU.  Is  not  my  sorrow  deep,  having  no  bottom? 
Then  be  my  passions  bottomless  with  them. 

Mare.  But  yet  let  reason  govern  thy  lament. 

Tit.  If  there  were  reason  for  these  miseries,  220 

Then  into  limits  could  I  bind  my  woes: 
When  heaven  doth  weep,  doth  not  the  earth  o'erflow? 
If  the  winds  rage,  doth  not  the  sea  wax  mad. 
Threatening  the  welkin  with  his  big-swolu  face? 
And  wilt  thou  have  a  reason  for  this  coil? 
I  am  the  sea;  hark,  how  her  sighs  do  blow! 
She  is  the  weeping  welkin,  I  the  earth: 
Then  must  my  sea  be  moved  with  her  sighs; 
Then  must  my  earth  with  her  continual  tears 
Become  a  deluge,  overflowed  and  drown'd ;  230 

For  why  my  bowels  cannot  hide  her  woes, 
But  like  a  drunkard  must  I  vomit  them. 
Then  give  mo  leave,  for  losers  will  have  leave 
To  ease  their  stomachs  with  tlieir  bitter  tongues. 

Enter  a  Messenger,  mth  two  Iieads  and  a  hand. 

Mew.  Worthy  Andronicus.  ill  art  thou  repaid 
For  that  good  hand  thou  8ent*st  the  emperor. 
Here  are  the  heads  of  thy  two  noble  sons; 
And  here's  thy  hand,  in  scorn  to  thee  sent  back; 
Thy  griefs  their  sports,  thy  resolution  mock'd; 
That  woe  is  me  to  think  upon  thy  woes  240 

More  than  remembrance  of  my  father's  death.  [Etit, 

Mare.  Now  let  hot  iBtna  cool  in  Sicily, 
And  be  my  heart  an  ever-burning  hell! 
These  miseries  are  more  than  may  be  borne. 
To  weep  with  them  that  weep  doth  ease  some  deal; 
But  sorrow  flouted  at  is  double  deatlL 

Ltic,  Ah,  that  this  sight  should  make  so  deep  a  wound, 
And  yet  detested  life  not  shrink  thereat! 
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That  ever  death  should  let  life  bear  his  name, 
lYhere  life  hath  no  more  interest  but  to  breathe  I  250 

[Latinia  kiatu  TUut, 

Atarfi.  Alas,  poor  heart,  that  kiss  is  comfortless 
As  frozen  water  lo  a  starved  snukc. 

Tit.  When  will  this  fearful  slumber  have  an  end? 

Mure.  Now,  farewell,  flattery:  die,  Andronicus; 
Thou  dost  not  slumber:  see,  thv  two  sons'  heads. 
Thy  warlike  hand,  thy  mangled  daughter  here; 
Thy  other  banish'd  son,  with  this  dear  sight 
Struck  pale  and  bloodless;  and  thv  brother,  I, 
Even  like  a  stony  image,  cold  and  numb. 
Ah,  now  no  more  will  i  control  thy  griefs:  200 

Rend  off  thy  silver  hair,  thy  other  hand 
Gnawing  with  thy  teeth ;  and  be  this  disnml  sight 
The  closing  up  oi  our  most  wretched  eyes: 
Now  is  a  time  to  storm;  why  art  thou  still? 

TU.  Ha,  ha,  hal 

Mare.  Why  dost  thou  laugh?  it  fits  not  with  this  hour. 

Tit.  Why,  I  have  not  another  tear  to  shed: 
Besides,  this  sorrow  is  an  enemy, 
And  would  usurp  upon  mv  watery  eyes, 
And  make  them  blind  with  tributary  tears:  270 

Then  which  way  shall  I  find  Revenge's  cave? 
For  these  two  heads  do  seem  to  speak  to  me. 
And  threat  me  I  shall  never  come  to  bliss 
Till  all  these  mischiefs  be  return'd  again 
Even  in  their  throats  that  have  committed  them. 
Come,  let  me  see  what  task  I  have  to  da 
You  heavy  people,  circle  me  about, 
That  I  may  turn  me  to  each  one  of  you, 
And  swear  unto  my  soul  to  right  your  wrongs. 
The  vow  is  made.     Come,  brother,  take  a  head ;  280 

And  in  this  hand  the  other  will  I  bear. 
Lavinia.  thou  shalt  be  employed:  these  arms! 
Bear  thou  my  hand,  sweet  wench,  between  thy  teeth. 
As  for  thee,  boy,  go  get  thee  from  my  sight: 
Thou  art  an  exile,  and  thou  must  not  stay : 
Hie  to  the  Goths,  and  niise  an  army  there: 
And,  if  you  love  me,  as  I  think  you  do, 
Let's  kiss  and  part,  for  we  have  much  to  do. 

[Exeunt  Tiim,  Marcus,  and  Lannia, 

Luc.  Farewell,  Andronicus,  my  noble  father. 
The  wofuH'st  man  that  ever  lived  in  Rome:  290 

Farewell,  proud  Rome;  till  Lucius  come  agaUi, 
He  leaves  his  pledges  dearer  than  his  life. 
Farewell,  Lavinia,  my  noble  sister; 
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O,  would  thou  wert  as  thon  tofore  hast  be^i! 

But  now  nor  Lucius  nor  Lavinia  lives 

But  in  oblivion  and  hateful  griefs. 

If  Lucius  live,  he  will  rec^uite  your  wrongs; 

And  make  proud  Saturnine  and  his  empress 

Beg  at  the  gates,  like  Tarquin  and  bis  queen. 

Now  will  1  to  the  Goths,  and  raise  a  power,  800 

To  be  revenged  on  Rome  and  Saturnme.  [Bat, 

ScsNB  II.    A  room  in  TUiuti  Tunue,    A  banquet  set  out 
Enter  Trrus,  Mabcus,  LAVtinA,  and  young  Lucius,  a  Boy. 

Tit  So,  so;  now  sit:  and  look  you  eat  no  more 
Than  will  preserve  just  so  much  strength  in  us 
As  will  reven^  these  bitter  woes  of  ours. 
Marcus,  unknit  that  sorrow-wreathen  knot: 
Thy  niece  and  I,  poor  creatures,  want  our  hands, 
And  cannot  passionate  our  tenfold  grief 
With  folded  arms.    This  poor  right  hand  of  mine 
Is  left  to  tyrannize  upon  my  breast; 
Who,  when  my  heart,  all  mad  with  misery, 
Beats  in  this  hollow  prison  of  my  flesh,  10 

Then  thus  I  thump  it  down. 

r  To  Lavinia.  ]  Thou  map  of  woe,  that  thus  dost  talk  in  signs  I 
When  thy  poor  heart  beats  with  outrageous  beating, 
Thou  canst  not  strike  it  thus  to  make  it  still. 
Wound  it  with  sighing,  girl,  kill  it  with  groans; 
Or  ^et  some  liltle  knife  l^tween  thy  teeth. 
Ana  Just  against  thy  heart  make  thou  a  hole; 
That  all  the  tears  that  thy  poor  eyes  let  fall 
May  run  into  that  sink,  and  soakinff  in 
Drown  the  lamenting  fool  in  sea-satt  tears.  20 

Mare.  Fie,  brother,  fie!  teach  her  not  thus  to  lay 
Such  violent  hands  upon  her  tender  life. 

Tit.  How  now !  has  sorrow  made  thee  dote  already? 
Why,  Marcus,  no  man  should  be  mad  but  I. 
What  violent  hands  can  she  lay  on  her  lifeT 
Ah,  wherefore  dost  thou  urge  the  name  of  hands; 
To  bid  iEneas  tell  the  tale  twice  o*cr, 
How  Troy  was  burnt  and  he  made  miserable? 
O,  handle  not  the  theme,  to  talk  of  hands, 
Lest  we  remember  still  that  we  have  none.  80 

Fie,  fie,  how  f  ran  tidy  I  square  my  talk. 
As  if  wc  should  forget  we  had  no  hands, 
If  Marcus  did  not  name  the  word  of  hands! 
Come,  let's  fall  to;  and,  gentle  girl,  eat  this: 
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Here  is  no  drink!    Hark,  Marcus,  what  she  snys; 

I  can  interpret  all  her  niart^'rM  si^s; 

8he  savs  slie  drinks  no  otlier  drink  but  tears, 

Brew'd  with  her  sorrow,  mesh*d  upon  lier  cheeks: 

Speechless  complainer,  I  will  learn  thy  thought; 

In  thy  dumb  action  will  I  be  as  |)erfect  40 

As  begging  hermits  in  their  holy  prayers: 

Thou  Shalt  not  sigh,  nor  hold  thy  stumps  to  heaven, 

Nor  wink,  nor  nod,  nor  kneel,  nor  make  a  sign, 

But  I  of  these  will  wrest  an  alphabet 

And  by  still  practice  learn  to  know  thy  meanine. 

Boy.  Qood  grandsire,  leave  these  bitter  deep  laments: 
Make  my  aunt  merry  with  some  pleasing  tale. 

Marc.  Alas,  the  tender  boy,  in  passion  moved, 
Doth  weep  to  see  his  grandsire's  heaviness. 

lit.  Peace,  tender  sapling;  thou  art  made  of  tears,      50 
And  tears  will  quickly  melt  thy  life  away. 

[Marcus  strikM  the  dish  with  a  knife. 
What  dost  thou  strike  at,  Marcus,  with  thy  knife? 

Marc.  At  that  that  I  have  kilVd,  my  lord ;  a  fly. 

Tit.  Out  on  thee,  murderer!  thou  Isiirstmy  heart; 
Mine  eyes  are  cloy'd  with  view  of  tyranny: 
A  deed  of  death  done  on  the  innocent 
Becomes  not  Titus'  brother:  get  thee  gone; 
I  see  thou  art  not  for  my  company. 

Marc.  Alas,  my  lord,  I  have  but  kill'd  a  fly. 

TU.  But  how,  if  that  fly  had  a  father  and  mother?       60 
How  would  he  hang  his  slender  gilded  wings, 
And  buzz  lamenting  doings  in  the  air! 
Poor  harmless  fly. 

That,  with  his  pretty  buzzing  melodr, 
Cams  here  to  make  us  merry!  and  thou  hast  kiird  him. 

Marc.  Pardon  me,  sir;  it  was  a  black  ill-favour*d  fly. 
Like  to  the  empress'  Moor;  therefore  I  kiU'd  him. 

lit.  O,  O,  O, 
Then  panion  nie  for  reprehending  thee, 
For  thou  hast  done  a  charitable  deed.  70 

Give  me  thy  knife,  I  will  insult  on  him; 
Flattering  myself,  as  if  it  were  the  Moor 
Come  hither  purposely  to  poison  me. — 
There's  for  thyself,  and  that's  for  Tamora. 
Ah,  siiTah! 

Yet,  I  think,  we  arc  not  brought  so  low, 
But  that  between  us  we  can  kill  a  fly 
That  comes  in  likeness  of  a  coal-black  Moor. 

Marc.  Alas,  poor  man !  grief  has  so  wrought  on  him, 
He  takes  false  shadows  for  true  substances.  80. 
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Tit.  Come,  take  away.     Lavinia,  go  with  me; 
1*11  to  thy  closet;  and  go  read  with  thee 
Sad  stories  chanced  in  the  times  of  old. 
Come,  bo}',  and  go  with  me:  thy  sight  is  young, 
And  thou  shalt  read  when  mine  begin  to  dazzle.     [Exeunt, 

ACT  IV. 

ScEXE  I.    Boma,     Titus^a  garden. 

Enter  young  Lucius,  and  LATiiaA  running  after  him,  and 
t/ie  boy  JUc9  from  her,  wU/i  books  under  his  arm,  T/ien  enter 

T1TU8  andSlARCUft. 

Young  Luc,  Help,  grandsirc,  .help!  my  aunt  Lavinia 
Follows  me  every  where,  I  know  not  why*. 
Good  uncle  Marcus,  see  how  swift  she  comes. 
Alas,  sweet  aunt,  I  know  not  what  you  mean. 

Mare,  Stand  by  mc,  Lucius;  do  not  fear  thine  aunt. 

Tit,  She  loves  thee,  boy.  too  well  to  do  thee  barm. 

Young  Lue,  Ay,  when  mj  father  was  in  Rome  she  did. 

Marc.  What  means  my  niece  Lavinia  bv  these  signs? 

Tit.  Fear  her  not,  Lucius:  somewhat  doth  she  mean; 
See,  Lucius,  see  how  much  she  makes  of  thee;  10 

Somewhither  would  slie  have  thee  go  with  her. 
Ah,  boy,  Cornelia  never  with  more  care 
licad  to  her  sons  than  she  hath  read  to  thee 
Sweet  poetry  and  Tully's  Orator. 

Mare.  Canst  thou  not  guess  wherefore  she  plies  thee 
thus? 

Young  Luc.  My  lord,  I  know  not,  f,  nor  can  I  guess, 
Unless  some  fit  or  frenzy  do  possess  her: 
For  I  have  heard  my  grandsire  say  full  oft, 
Extremity  of  griefs  would  make  men  mad; 
And  I  have  read  that  Hecuba  of  Troy  20 

Ran  mad  for  sorrow:  that  made  me  to  fear; 
Although,  my  lord,  I  know  my  noble  aunt 
Loves  me  as  dear  as  e'er  my  mother  did, 
And  would  not,  but  in  fury,  fright  my  youth: 
Which  made  me  down  to  throw  my  books,  and  fly, — 
Causeless,  perhaps.     But  pardon  me,  sweet  aunt- 
And,  madam,  if  mv  uncle  Marcus  go, 
I  will  most  willingly  attend  your  ladyship. 

Marc.  Lucius,  I  will. 

Lavinia  turns  over  with  7ier  stumps  the  books  lehirh 

LuduM  has  lei  f nil. 

Tit.  How  now,  Lavinia!    Marcus,  what  means  this?   80 
Some  book  there  is  that  she  desires  to  see. 
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Which  is  it,  girl,  of  these?    Open  them,  hoy. 
But  thou  art  deeper  read,  and  better  skill'd: 
Come,  and  take  choice  of  all  my  library, 
And  so  beguile  thy  sorrow,  till  the  heavens 
Reveal  the  dnmn'd  contriver  of  this  deed. 
Why  lifts  she  up  her  arms  in  sequence  thus? 

Marc,  I  think  she  means  that  there  was  more  than  one 
Confederate  in  the  fact:  ay,  more  there  was; 
Or  else  to  heaven  she  heaves  them  for  revenge.  40 

Tit,  Lucius,  what  book  is  that  she  tosseth  so? 

Young  Lue.  Grandsire,  'tis  Ovid's  Metamorphoses; 
My  mother  gave  it  me. 

Marc.  For  love  of  her  tbat*s  gono» 

Perhaps  she  cull'd  it  from  among  the  .rest. 

Tit,   Soft  I  see  how  busily  she  turns  the  leaves  I 

[Helpinif  ktr 
TVhat  would  she  find?    Lavinia,  shall  I  read? 
This  is  the  tnigic  tale  of  Philomel, 
And  treats  of  Tereus*  treason  and  his  rape; 
And  rape.  I  fear,  was  root  of  thine  anuoy. 

Marc.  See,  brother,  sec ;  note  how^  she  quotes  the  Icavea 

Tit.    Lavinia,  wert  thou  thus  surprised,  sweet  girl»       51 
Ravish'd  and  wrong*d,  as  Philomela  was, 
Forced  in  the  ruthless,  vast,  and  gloomy  woods? 
See,  seel 

Ay,  such  a  place  there  is,  where  we  did  hunt — 
O,  had  we  never,  never  hunted  1  here  I — 
Pattern'd  by  that  the  poet  here  describes. 
By  nature  made  for  murders  and  for  rapes. 

Marc.  0,  why  should  nature  build  so  fool  a  dec, 
Unless  the  gods  delight  in  tragedies?  60 

Tit.  Give  signs,  sweet  girl,  for  here  are  none  but  friends, 
What  Roman  lord  it  was  durst  do  the  deed: 
Or  slunk  not  Saturnine,  as  Tarquin   erst. 
That  left  the  camp  to  sin  in  Lucrece'  bed? 

Marc.  Sit  down,  sweet  niece:  brother,  sit  down  by  me. 
Apollo,  Pallas,  Jove,  or  Mercury, 
Inspire  me,  that  I  may  this  treason  find  1 
My  lord,  look  here:  look  here,  Lavinia: 
This  sandy  plot  is  plain;  guide,  if  thou  canst, 
This  after  me,  when  I  have  writ  my  name  70 

Without  the  help  of  any  hand  at  all. 

[]Ie  writes  1m  name  with  his  staff,  and  guides  it  toithfect 

and  fwnUh. 
Cursed  be  that  heart  that  forced  us  to  this  shift! 
Write  thou,  good  niece;  and  here  display,  at  last. 
What  God  wull  have  discover'd  for  revenge: 
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Heaven  guide  tby  pen  to  print  thy  sorrows  plain, 
That  we  may  know  the  traitors  and  the  truth ! 

[S/ie  takes  the  staff  in  lur  mouth,  and  guides  it  with  her 

stumps,  and  writes. 

Tit.  O,  do  ye  read,  my  lord,  what  she  hath  writ? 
**  Stiiprum.     Chiron.     Demetrius." 

Marc.  What,  what  I  the  lustful  sons  of  Tamora 
Performers  of  this  heinous,  bloody  deed?  80 

Tit.  Magni  Dominator  poh, 
Tarn  lentus  audis  scelera?  tarn  lentus  vides? 

Mare.  O,  calm  thee,  gentle  lord;  although  I  know 
There  is  enough  written  upon  this  earth 
To  stir  a  mutiny  in  the  mildest  thoudits 
And  arm  the  minds  of  infants  to  exclaims. 
My  lord,  kneel  down  with  me;  Lavinia,  kneel; 
And  kneel,  sweet  boy,  the  Roman  Hector's  hope; 
And  swear  with  me,  as,  with  the  wof ul  fere 
And  father  of  that  chaste  dishonoured  dame,  90 

Lord  Junius  Brutus  sware  for  Lucrece'  rape, 
That  we  will  prosecute  by  good  advice 
Mortal  revenge  upon  these  traitorous  Qoths, 
And  see  their  blood,  or  die  with  this  reproach. 

Tit.  Tis  sure  enough,  an  you  knew  how. 
But  if  you  hunt  these  bear- whelps,  then  beware: 
The  dam  will  wake;  and,  if  she  wind  you  once, 
Siic*s  with  the  lion  deeply  still  in  league. 
And  lulls  him  whilst  she  playeth  on  her  back. 
And  when  he  sleeps  will  she  do  what  she  list.  100 

You  are  ayouns;  huntsman,  Marcus;  let  it  alone; 
And,  come,  I  will  go  get  a  leaf  of  brass. 
And  with  a  gad  of  steel  will  write  these  words, 
And  lay  it  by:  the  angry  northern  wind 
Will  blow  these  sands,  like  Sibyl's  leaves,  abroad. 
And  Where's  your  lesson,  then?    Bov,  what  say  you? 

Young  Luc.  I  sav,  my  lord,  that  if  I  were  a  man. 
Their  mother's  bed-chamber  should  not  be  safe 
For  these  bad  bondmen  to  the  yoke  of  Rome. 

Mare.  Ay,  that's  my  boy  I  thy  father  hath  full  oft      110 
For  his  ungrateful  country  done  the  like. 

Young  hue.  And,  uncle,  so  will  I,  an  if  I  live. 

TU.  Come,  go  with  me  into  mine  armoury; 
Lucius,  I'll  fit  thee;  and  withal,  my  boy, 
Shalt  carrv  from  me  to  the  empress'  sons 
Presents  that  I  intend  to  send  them  both: 
Come,  come;  thou'lt  do  thy  message,  wilt  thou  not? 

YoaT)/g  Lue.  Ay,  with  my  dagger  in  their  bosoms,  grand- 
sire. 
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Tit.  No,  boy,  not  so;  I'll  teach  thee  another  oourae. 
Lavinia,  come.     Marcus,  look  to  my  house:  120 

Lucius  and  I'll  go  brave  it  at  the  court: 
Ay,  marry,  will  we,  sir;  and  we'll  be  waited  on. 

[Exeunt  Titus,  Lavinia,  and  Y&ung  Lucius. 

Marc.  O  heavens,  can  you  hear  a  ^ood  man  groan, 
And  not  relent,  or  not  compassion  him? 
Marcus,  attend  him  in  his  ecstasy'. 
That  hath  more  scars  of  sorrow  in  his  heart 
Than  foeman's  marks  upon  his  battcr'd  shield; 
But  yet  so  just  that  he  will  not  revenue. 
Revenge,  ye  heavens,  for  old  AndronicusI  [Ekit. 

Scenic  II.     The  same.    A  rooni  in  the  palace. 

Enter,  from  one  side,  Aaron,  Dbmetriub,  flwef  Chikon  ; 
from  Vie  other  side,  yonn^  Lucius,  and  an  Attendant,  mth 
a  bundle  of  weapoiis,  and  verses  urit  npon  them. 

Chi.  Demetrius,  here's  the  son  of  Lucius; 
He  hath  some  message  to  deliver  us". 

Aar.  Ay,  some  mad  message  from  his  mad  grandfather. 

Young  Lvc.  My  lords,  with  all  the  humbleness  I  may, 
I  greet  your  honours  from  Andronicus. 
[Asufe]  And  pray  the  Roman  ^ods  confound  you  both! 

Dem.  Gramercy,  lovely  Lucius:  what's  the  news? 

Young  Lut.  [Asidt'\  That  you  are  boUi  decipher'd,  that's 
the  news. 
For  villains  mark'd  with  rape. — May  it  please  you, 
My  grandsire,  well  advised,  hath  sent  by  me  10 

The  goodliest  weapons  of  his  armoury 
To  gratify  your  honourable  youth. 
The  hope  of  Rome;  for  so  he  bade  me  say; 
And  so  I  do,  and  with  his  gifts  present 
Your  lordships,  that,  whenever  you  have  need. 
You  may  be  armed  and  appointed  well : 
And  so  1  leave  you  both:  [^«m^]  like  bloody  villains. 

[Eteunt  Young  Lucius  and  Attendant. 

Dem.  What's  here?    A  scroll;  and  written  round  about? 
Let's  see : 

[Beads\  "Integer  vitse,  scelerisque  purus,  20 

Non  egct  Mauri  jaculis,  nee  arcu." 

Chi.  O,  'tis  a  verse  in  Horace;  I  know  it  well: 
I  read  it  in  the  grammar  lon^  t\go. 

Aar.  Ay,  just;  a  verse  in  Horace;  right,  j'ou  have  it. 
r^«t<2«]  !Now,  what  a  thing  it  is  to  l)e  an  ass  1 
Here's  no  sound  jest!  the  old  man  hath  found  Uieir  guilt; 
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And  sends  them  weapons  wrapped  about  with  lines^ 

That  wound,  beyond  their  feeling,  to  the  quick. 

But  were  our  witty  empress  well  afoot. 

She  would  applaud  Audronicus'  conceit:  80 

But  let  her  i*est  in  her  unrest  awhile. 

And  now,  young  lords,  was*t  not  a  happy  star 
Led  us  to  Rome,  strangers,  and  more  than  so, 
Captives,  to  be  advanced  to  this  height? 
It  did  me  good,  before  the  palace  gate 
To  brave  the  tribune  in  his  brother's  hearing. 

Dem.  But  me  more  good,  to  see  so  great  a  lord 
Basely  insinuate  and  send  us  gifts. 

Aar.  Had  he  not  reason,  Lord  Demetrius? 
Did  you  not  use  his  daughter  very  friendly?  40 

Detn,  I  would  we  had  a  thousaud  Roman  dames 
At  such  a  bay,  by  turn  to  serve  our  lust. 

Chi.  A  charitable  wish  and  full  of  love. 

Aar,  Here  lacks  but  your  mother  for  to  say  amen. 

Chi.  And  that  would  she  for  twenty  thousand  more. 

Detn.  Come,  let  us  go;  and  pray  to  all  the  gods 
For  our  beloved  mother  in  her  pains. 

Aar,  [Atide\  Pray  to  the  devils;  the  gods  have  given  us 
over.  [  TrumpeU  souna  within, 

Dem.  Why  do  the  emperor's  trumpets  flourish  thus? 

Chi.  Belike,  for  joy  the  emperor  hath  a  son.  50 

Dem,  Soft!  who  comes  here? 

Enter  a  Kurse»  with  a  Uackamoor  Child  in  her  arms, 

Nur.  Good  morrow,  lords : 

O,  tell  me.  did  you  see  Aaron  the  Moor? 

Aar.  Well,  more  or  less,  or  ne'er  a  whit  at  all, 
Here  Aaron  is;  and  what  with  Aaron  now? 

Nur.  O  gentle  Aaron,  we  are  all  undone! 
Now  help,  or  woe  betide  thee  evermore! 

Aar.  Why,  what  a  caterwauling  dost  thou  keep! 
What  dost  Ihou  wrap  and  fumble  in  thine  arms? 

Nur,  O,  that  which  I  would  hide  from  heaven's  eye. 
Our  empress'  shame,  and  stately  Rome's  disgrace!  dO 

She  is  delivered,  lords;  she  is  deliver'd. 

Aar.  To  whom? 

Nur.  I  mean,  she  is  brought  a-bed. 

Aar.  Well,  God  give  her  good  rest !    What  hath  he  sent 
her? 

Nur.  A  deTiL 

Aar,  Why,  then  she  is  the  devil's  dam;  a  joyful  Issue. 

Nur,  A  Joyless,  dismal,  black,  and  sorrowful  issue; 
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Here  is  the  babe,  as  loathsome  as  a  toad 
Amongst  the  fairest  breeders  of  our  clime: 
The  empress  sends  it  thee,  thy  stamp,  thy  seal, 
And  bids  thee  christen  it  with  thy  dagger's  point 

Aar,  *Zounds,  ye  whore !  is  black  so  base  a  hue? 
Sweet  blowse,  you  are  a  beauteous  blossom,  sure. 

Dem,  Villain,  what  hast  thou  done? 

Aar.  That  which  thou  canst  not  undo. 

Chi.  Thou  habt  undone  our  mother. 

Aar.  Villain,  I  have  done  thy  motlicr. , 

Dem.  And  therein,  hellish  dog,  thou  hast  undone. 
Woe  to  her  chance,  and  damn'd  her  loathed  choice! 
Accursed  the  offspring  of  so  foul  a  fiend ! 

Chi.  It  shall  not  live.  (0 

Aar.  It  shall  not  die. 

Nur.  Aaron,  it  must;  the  mother  wills  it  so. 

Aar.  What,  must  it,  nurse?  then  let  no  man  but  I 
Do  execution  on  my  flesh  and  blood. 

Dein.  I'll  broach  the  tadpole  on  ray  rapier's  point: 
Nurse,  give  it  me;  my  sword  shall  soon  dispatch  it. 

Aar.  Sooner  this  sword  shall  plough  thy  bowels  up. 

[^Take9  iJte  Child  fratn  the  jSfurfie,  and  dratcs. 
Stay,  murderous  villains!  will  you  kill  your  brother? 
Now,  by  the  burning  tapers  of  the  sky^, 
That  shone  so  brightly  when  this  boy  was  got,  CO 

He  dies  upon  my  scimitar's  sharp  point 
That  touches  this  my  first-bom  son  and  heir! 
I  tell  you,  younglings,  not  Enceladus, 
With  all  his  threatening  band  of  Typhon's  brood. 
Nor  great  Alcides,  nor  the  god  of  war. 
Shall  seize  this  prey  out  of  his  father's  hands. 
AVhat,  wliat,  ye  sanguine,  shallow-hearted  boys  I 
Ye  white-limed  walls!  ye  alejiouse  painted  signs  I 
Coal-black  is  better  than  another  hue. 
In  that  it  scorns  to  bear  another  hue;  ICO 

For  all  the  water  in  the  ocean 
Can  never  turn  the  swan's  black  legs  to  white, 
Although  she  lave  them  hourly  in  the  flood. 
Tell  the  empress  from  me,  I  am  of  age  - 
To  keep  mine  own,  excuse  it  how  she  can. 

Deni.  Wilt  thou  betray  thy  noble  mistress  thus? 

Aar.  My  mistress  is  my  mistress;  this  myself. 
The  vigour  and  the  picture  of  my  youth; 
This  before  all  the  world  do  I  prefer; 
This  maugre  all  the  world  will  I  keep  safe,  110 

Or  some  of  you  shall  smoke  for  it  in  Rome. 

Dem.  By  this  our  mother  is  for  ever  shamed. 
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Chi.  Rome  will  de8i)i8e  her  for  this  foul  escape. 

Nur,  The  emperor,  in  his  rage,  will  doom  her  death. 

Chi,  I  blush  to  tbiok  upon  tliis  ignomy. 

Aar.  Why,  there's  the  privilege  your  beauty  bears: 
Fie,  treacherous  hue,  that  will  lx*tmy  with  blushing 
The  close  enacts  and  counsels  of  the  heait I 
Here's  a  young  lad  framed  of  another  leer: 
Look,  bow  the  black  slave  smiles  upon  the  father,         120 
As  who  should  say  "  Old  lad,  I  am  thine  own." 
He  is  your  brother,  lords,  sensibly  fed 
Of  that  self-blood  that  first  gave  life  to  you, 
And  from  that  womb  where  you  imprisoned  were 
He  is  enfranchised  and  come  to  light : 
Nay,  he  is  your  brother  by  the  surer  side, 
Although  my  seal  be  stamped  in  his  face. 

Nnr.  Aaron,  what  shall  I  say  unto  the  empress? 

Dem.  Advise  thee,  Aaron,  what  is  to  be  done. 
And  we  will  all  subscribe  to  thy  advice:  180 

Save  thou  the  child,  so  we  mav  all  be  safe. 

Aar.  Then  sit  we  down,  ana  let  us  all  consult. 
My  son  and  I  will  have  the  wind  of  you : 
Keep  there:  now  talk  at  pleasure  of  your  safct^r.  [They  sit. 

Dem.  How  many  women  saw  this  child  of  his? 

Aar.  Why,  so,  brave  lords  I  when  we  join  in  league, 
I  am  a  lamb:  but  if  you  brave  the  Moor, 
The  chafed  boar,  the  mountain  lioness. 
The  ocean  swells  not  so  as  Aaron  storms. 
But  say,  again,  how  many  saw  the  child?  140 

Nur.  Cornelia  the  midwife  and  myself; 
And  no  one  else  but  the  deliver'd  empress. 

Aar.  The  empress,  the  midwife,  and  yourself: 
Two  may  keep  counsel  when  the  third's  away: 
Go  to  the  empress,  tell  her  this  I  said.     {He  kHU  the  nurse. 
Weke,  wekel  so  cries  a  pig  pi^pare<l  to  the  spit. 

Dem.  What  mean'st  thou,  Aaron?  wherefore  didst  thou 
this? 

Aar.  O  Lord,  sir,  'tis  a  deed  of  policy: 
Shall  she  live  to  betray  this  guilt  of  ours, 
A  long-tongued  babbling  gossip?  no,  lords,  no:  150 

And  now  be  it  known  to  you  my  full  intent. 
Not  far,  one  Muli  lives,  my  countryman; 
His  wife  but  yesternight  wa.s  brought  to  bed; 
His  child  is  like  to  her,  fair  as  you  arc: 
Go  pack  with  him,  and  give  the  mother  gold, 
And  tell  them  both  the  circumstance  of  all; 
And  how  by  this  their  child  shall  be  advanced, 
And  be  rsceived  for  the  emperor's  heir, 
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And  substituted  in  tlie  place  of  mine. 

To  calm  (his  tempest  wliirling  in  the  court;  160 

And  let  the  emperor  dandle  him  for  his  own. 

Hark  ye,  lords;  ye  see  I  have  given  her  physic, 

IJPnnting  to  ths  nune. 
And  vou  must  needs  bestow  her  funeral ; 
The  Selds  are  near,  and  you  are  gallant  grooms: 
This  done,  see  that  you  take  no  longer  days, 
But  scud  the  midwife  presently  to  me. 
The  midwife  and  the  nurse  well  made  away, 
Then  let  the  ladies  tattle  what  they  please. 

C/ih  Aaron,  I  see  thou  wilt  not  trust  the  air 
With  secrets. 

Detn.  For  this  care  of  Tamora,  170 

Herself  and  hers  are  highly  botind  to  thee. 

[Eneurit  Dem,  and  Ciu,  bearing  off  tits  Nvtn^*  body, 

Aar.  Kow  to  the  Goths,  fls  swift  as  swallow  flies; 
There  to  dispose  this  troasure  in  mine  arms. 
And  secretly  to  greet  the  empress'  friends. 
Oonic  on,  you  thick-lippM  slave,  111  bear  you  hence; 
For  it  is  3'ou  that  puts  us  to  our  shifts: 
1*11  make  you  feea  on  berries  and  on  roots. 
And  feed  on  cuds  and  whey,  and  suck  the  goat. 
And  cabin  in  a  cave,  and  brins  you  up 
To  be  a  warrior,  and  command  a  camp.  [ExiL    180 

Scene  III.     TJie  same,    A  jyitbUe  place. 

Enter  Trrus,  beating  arrmM  with  letters  at  the  ends  of  them; 
fcith  him,  Marcus,  young  Lucius,  Publius,  SbmfroniuSi 
Caius,  and  other  Gentlemen,  with  bows. 

TU.  Come,  Marcus;  come,  kinsmen;  this  is  the  way. 
Sir  boy,  now  let  me  sec  your  archery ; 
Look  ye  draw  home  enough,  and  'tis  there  straight 
Terras  Astnea  reliauit: 

Be  you  rcmeml)cr'a,  Marcus,  8h6*s  gone,  sbe^s  fled. 
Sirs,  take  you  to  your  tools.     You,  cousins,  shall 
Go  sound  the  ocean,  and  cast  your  nets; 
Happily  you  may  catch  her  in  the  sea; 
Yet  there*s  as  little  Justice  as  at  land: 
Ko;  Publius  and  Semproniua,  you  must  do  it;  10 

'Tis  you  must  dig  with  mattock  and  with  spade. 
And  pierce  the  inmost  centre  of  the  earth: 
Then,  when  vou  come  to  Pluto's  region, 
I  pray  you,  acliver  him  this  petition; 
Tell  him,  it  is  for  justice  and  for  aid, 


J 
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And  that  it  comes  from  old  Andronicus, 

Shaken  with  sorrows  in  ungrateful  Rome. 

Ah,  Rome!    Well,  well;  I  made  thee  miserable 

What  time  I  threw  the  people's  suffrages 

On  him  that  thus  doth  tyiynnize  o'er  me.  20 

Go.  get  you  gone;  and  pray  be  careful  all, 

And  leave  you  not  a  man-of-war  unscarch*d: 

This  wicked  emperor  may  have  shipp'd  her  hence; 

And  kinsmen,  then  we  may  ^o  pipe  for  justice. 

Jfarc.  O  Publius,  is  not 'this  a  heavy  case, 
To  see  thy  noble  uncle  thus  distract? 

Pub.  Therefore,  my  lord,  it  highly  us  concerns 
By  day  and  night  to  attend  him  carefully, 
And  feed  his  humour  kindly  as  we  may, 
Till  time  beget  some  careful  remedy.  80 

Marc.  Kinsmen,  his  sorrows  arc  past  remedy. 
Join  with  the  Goths;  and  with  revengeful  war 
Take  wreak  on  Rome  for  this  ingratitude. 
And  vengeance  on  the  traitor  Saturnine. 

Tit.  Publius,  how  now  I  how  now,  my  masters! 
What,  have  you  met  with  her? 

Pub.  No,  my  good  lord ;  but  Pluto  sends  you  word, 
If  you  will  have  Revenge  from  hell,  you  shall: 
Marry,  for  Justice,  she  is  so  employed. 
He  tliinks,  with  Jove  in  heaven,  or  somewhere  else,        40 
So  that  perforce  you  must  needs  stay  a  time. 

Tit.  He  doth  me  wrong  to  feed  me  with  delays. 
I'll  dive  into  the  burning  lake  below. 
And  pull  her  out  of  Aclieron  by  the  heels. 
Marcus,  we  are  but  shrubs,  no  cedars  we. 
No  big-boned  men  framed  of  the  Cyclops*  size ; 
But  metal,  Marcus,  steel  to  tlie  very  back. 
Yet  wrung  with  wrongs  more  than  our  backs  can  bear: 
And,  sith  there's  no  justice  in  earth  nor  hell, 
We  will  solicit  heaven  and  move  the  gods  60 

To  send  down  Justice  for  to  wreak  our  wron^. 
Come,  to  this  gear.     You  are  a  good  archer,  Marcus; 

[He  gives  them  the  arrawi. 
"Ad  Jovem,"  that's  for  you:  here,  **  Ad  Apollinem:" 
"  Ad  Martem,"  that's  for  myself: 
Here,  boy,  to  Pallas:  here,  to  Mercury: 
To  Saturn,  Caius,  not  to  Saturnine; 
You  were  as  good  to  shoot  against  the  wind. 
To  it,  lx)y!    Marcus,  loose  when  I  bid. 
Of  my  word,  I  have  written  to  effect; 
There's  not  a  god  left  unsolicited.  60 

Mare,  Kinsmen,  shoot  all  your  shafts  into  the  court: 
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We  T^ill  afflict  the  emperor  in  his  pride. 

Tit.  Now,  masters,  draw.     [Tfiey  shootJ]    O,  well  said, 
Lucius! 
Good  boy,  in  Virgo's  lap;  give  it  Pallas. 

Marc.  lAy  lord,  I  aim  a  mile  l^yond  the  moon; 
Your  letter  is  with  Jupiter  by  this. 

Tit.  Ha,  ha! 
Publius,  Publius,  what  hast  thou  done? 
See,  see,  thou  hast  sliot  off  one  of  Taurus*  horns. 

Marc.  This  was  the  sport,  my  lord:  when  Publius  shot, 
Tiie  Bull,  being  gall'd  gave  Arie^  sucli  a  knock  71 

That  down  fell  both  the  Ram's  horns  in  the  court; 
And  who  should  find  them  but  the  empress*  villain? 
She  laugh'd,  aud  told  the  Moor  he  should  not  choose 
But  give  them  to  his  master  for  a  present 

TU,  Why,  there  it  goes:  God  give  his  lordship  joy! 

Enter  a  Clown,  with  a  basket^  and  two  pigeons  in  it. 

News,  news  from  heaven  t  Marcus,  the  post  is  come. 

Sirrah,  what  tidings?  have  you  any  letters? 

Shall  I  have  justice?  what  says  Jupiter?  79 

do.  O,  the  gibbet-maker!  he  says  tliat  he  hath  taken 
them  down  again,  for  the  man  must  not  be  hanged  till  tlic 
next  week. 

IVY.  But  what  says  Jupiter,  I  ask  thee? 

Clo.  Alas,  sir,  I  know  not  Jupiter;  I  never  drank  with 
him  in  all  my  life. 

Tit,  Why,  villain,  art  not  thou  the  carrier? 

Clo.  Ay,  of  my  pigeons,  sir;  nothing  else. 

Tit,  Wliy,  didst  thou  not  come  from  heaven? 

Clo.  From  heaven!  alas,  sir,  I  never  came  there:  God 
forbid  I  should  be  so  bold  to  press  to  heaven  in  my  young 
days.  Whv,  I  am  going  with  my  pigeons  to  the  tribunal 
picbs,  to  take  up  a  matter  of  brawl  betwixt  my  uncle  and 
one  of  the  emperial's  men. 

Marc.  Why,  sir,  that  is  as  fit  as  can  be  to  serve  for  your 
oration;  and  let  him  deliver  the  pigeons  to  the  emperor 
from  you. 

TU.  Tell  me,  can  you  deliver  an  oration  to  the  emperor 
with  a  grace? 

Clo.  JNay,  truly,  sir,  I  could  never  say  grace  In  all  my 
life.  101 

Tit.  Sirrah,  come  hither:  make  no  more  ado. 
But  give  your  pigeons  to  the  emperor: 
By  me  thou  sbalt  have  justice  at  his  hands. 
Hold;  hold;  meanwhile  here's  money  for  thy  charges. 
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Give  me  pen  and  ink.    Sirrab,  can  you  with  a  grace  deliver 
a  supplication? 

Clo.  Ay,  sir. 

Tit.  Then  here  ia  a  supplication  for  you.  And  wlien  you 
come  to  liim,  at'  the  first  approach  you  must  kncei,  theu 
kiss  his  foot,  then  deliver  up  your  pigeons,  and  then  look 
for  your  reward.  1*11  be  at  hand,  dr;  see  you  do  it 
bravely. 

Clo,  I  warrant  you,  9ir,  let  me  alone. 

Tit,  Sirrah,  hast  thou  a  knife?  come,  let  me  see  it. 
Here,  Marcus,  fold  it  in  the  oration ; 
For  thou  hast  made  it  like  an  humble  suppliant. 
And  when  thou  hast  given  it  the  emperor, 
Knock  at  my  door,  and  tell  me  what  he  says. 

Oh.  Qod  be  with  you,  sir ;  I  will.  120 

Tit.  Come,  Marcu:*,  let  us  go.    Publius,  follow  me. 

[Exeunt, 

ScBNB  IV.     The  same,    Btfinv  the  palae&. 

Enter  Saturninus,  Tamora,  DsifETBivs,  Chiron,  Lords, 
and  others;  Saturnikub  vkth  the  arrows  in  hie  liand  thai 
Titus  eliot. 

Sat,  Why,  lords,  what  wrongs  are  these!  was  ever  seen 
An  emperor  in  Rome  thus  overborne. 
Troubled,  confronted  thus;  and,  for  the  extent 
Of  egal  justice,  used  in  such  contempt? 
My  lords,  you  know,  as  know  the  mightful  gods, 
However  these  disturbers  of  our  peace 
Buz  in  the  people's  ears,  there  nought  hath  pasa'd, 
But  even  with  law,  agaiost  the  wilful  sons 
Of  old  Andronicus.    And  what  an  if 
His  sorrows  liave  so  overwhelmed  his  wits,  10 

Shall  we  be  thus  afBicted  in  his  wreaks, 
His  fits,  his  frenzy,  and  his  bitterness? 
And  now  he  writes  to  heaven  for  his  redress: 
See,  here's  to  Jove,  and  this  to  Mercury; 
This  to  Apollo;  this  to  the  god  of  war; 
Sweet  scrolls  to  fly  about  the  streets  of  Rome  I 
What's  this  but  libelling  against  the  senate, 
And  blazoning  our  injustice  every  where? 
A  goodly  humour,  is  it  Jiot,  my  lords? 
As  who  would  say,  in  Rome  no  justice  wer«.  dO 

But  if  I  live,  his  feigned  ectasies 
Shall  be  no  shelter  to  these  outrages; 
But  he  and  his  shall  know  that  justice  Uvea 
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In  Satuniinus*  health,  wliom,  if  siie  sleep, 

He'll  so  awake  as  she  in  fury  shall 

Cut  off  the  proud'st  conplralor  that  lives. 

Tarn.  My  gracious  lord,  my  lovely  Saturnine, 
Lord  of  my  life,  commander  of  my  (houj]:hts, 
Calm  thee,  and  bear  the  faults  of  Titus'  age, 
The  effects  of  sorrow  for  his  valiant  sons,  80 

Whose  loss  hath  pierced  him  deep  and  scarr'd  his  heart; 
And  rather  comfort  Ids  distressed  plight 
Than  prosecute  the  meanest  or  the  best 
For  these  contempts.     [Aride]  Why,  thus  it  shall  become 
High-willed  Tamora  to  gloze  "with  all: 
But,  Titus,  I  have  louch'd  thee  to  the  c^uick, 
Thy  life-blood  out:  if  Aaron  now  be  wise, 
Then  is  all  safe,  the  anchor's  in  the  poit. 

Enter  Clown. 

How  now,  good  fellow !  wouldst  thou  speak  with  ns? 
Clo,  Yea,  forjjooth,  an  your  misicrship  be  emperial.     40 
Tarn.  Empress  I  am,  but  yonder  sits  the  emperor. 
CU>.  Tia  he.     God  and  SainI  Stephen  give  you  good  den : 

I  have  brought  you  a  letter  and  a  couple  of  pigcfins  here. 

{Satuniintu  /ends  tfte  letter^ 
lang  him  presently. 

Cio,  How  much  money  must  I  have? 

Tarn.  Come,  sirrah,  you  must  be  hanged. 

Ch.  Hanecd!  by 'r  lady,  then  I  have  brousrht  up  a  neck 
to  a  fair  end.  *  [BxUy  guarded. 

Sat.  Despiteful  and  intolerable  w^rongsl  GO 

Shall  I  endure  this  monstrous  villnny? 
I  know  from  whence  this  same  device  proceeds: 
May  this  he  borne?— as  if  his  traitorous  sons. 
That  died  by  law  for  murder  of  our  brother. 
Have  by  my  means  been  butcher'd  wrongfully  I 
Go,  drag  the  villain  hither  by  the  hair; 
Nor  age  nor  honour  shall  shape  privilege: 
For  this  proud  mock  I'll  be  thy  slaughter-man; 
Sly  frantic  wretch,  that  holp'st  to  make  me  great. 
In  liope  thyself  should  govern  Rome  and  me.  60 

Enter  ^iciLirB. 

What  news  with  thee,  uEmilius? 
^'Emil,  Arm,  arm,  my  lord; — ^Kome  never  had  more 
cause. 
The  Goths  have  gather'd  head ;  and  with  a  power 
Of  high-resolved  men,  bent  to  the  spoil, 
Theyliithor  march  amain,  under  conduct 
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Of  Lucius,  son  to  old  Andronicus; 

Who  threats,  in  course  of  this  revenge,  to  da 

As  much  as  ever  Coriolanus  did. 

8tU.  Is  warlike  Lucius  general  of  the  Goths? 
These  tidings  nip  me,  and  I  hang  the  head  70 

As  flowers  with  frost  or  grass  beat  down  with  storms: 
Ay,  now  begin  our  sorrows  to  approach: 
'lis  lie  the  common  people  love  so  much; 
Myself  hath  often  over-heard  them  say, 
When  I  have  walked  like  a  private  man, 
That  Lucius'  banishment  was  wrongfuljy. 
And  they  have  wish*d  that  Lucius  were  their  emperor. 

Tarn,  Why  should  you  fear?  is  not  your  cily  strong? 

Sat.  Ay,  but  the  citizens  favour  Lucius, 
And  will  revolt  from  me  to  succour  him.  80 

Tarn.  King,  be  thy  thoughts  imperious,  like  thy  name. 
Is  tue  sun  dimm'd,  that  gnats  do  ny  in  it? 
The  eagle  suffers  little  birds  to  sing. 
And  is  not  careful  what  they  mean  thereby, 
Knowing  that  with  the  shadow  of  His  wings 
Ue  can  at  pleasure  stint  their  melody: 
Even  so  mayst  thou  the  giddy  men  of  Rome. 
Then  cheer  thy  spirit:  for  know,  thou  emperor, 
I  will  enchant  the  old  Andronicus 

With  words  more  sweet,  and  yet  more  dangerous,  90 

Than  baits  to  lish,  or  honey-stalks  to  sheep, 
When  as  the  one  is  wounded  with  the  bait. 
The  other  rotted  with  delicious  feed. 

Sat  But  he  will  not  entreat  liis  son  for  us. 

Tarn.  If  Tamora  entreat  him,  then  he  will:     * 
For  I  can  smootli  and  fill  his  aged  ear 
With  golden  promises;  that,  were  his  heart 
Almost  impregnable,  his  old  ears  deaf, 
Yet  should  both  ear  and  heart  obey  my  tongue. 
[To  jEmilhts]  Go  thou  before,  be  our  ambassador:         100 
Bay  that  the  emperor.requests  a  parley 
Of  warlike  Lucius,  and  appoint  the  meeting 
Even  at  his  father's  house,  the  old  Andronicus. 

Sat.  iSmilius,  do  this  message  honourably: 
And  if  he  stand  on  hostage  for  his  safety, 
Bid  him  demand  what  pledge  will  please  him  best. 

^inil.  Your  bidding  shall  I  do  effectually.  [Exit 

Tarn.  Now  will  I  to  that  old  Andronicus, 
And  temper  him  with  all  the  art  I  have. 
To  pluck  proud  Lucius  from  tlie  warlike  €k>ths.  110 

And  now,  sweet  emperor,  be  blithe  again, 
And  bury  all  thy  fear  in  my  devices. 

Sat  Then  go  successantly,  and  plead  to  him.      [Exeunt 
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ACTV. 

ScEiTE  I.    Plaifis  Tiear  Borne. 

Enter  Lucius  toith  an  army  of  Goths,  mth  drum  and 

colours, 

Luc.  Approved  warriors,  and  my  faithful  friends, 
I  have  received  letters  from  great  Komc, 
Which  signify  what  hate  they  bear  their  emperor 
And  how  desirous.of  our  sight  they  arc. 
Tlierefore,  grcnt  lords,  be,  as  your  titles  witness, 
Imperious  and  impatient  of  your  wrongs. 
And  wherein  Rome  hath  done  you  any  scatli. 
Let  him  make  treble  satisfaction. 

First  QoVi.  Brave  slip,  sprung  from  the  great  Androni' 
ens. 
Whose  name  was  once  our  terror,  now  our  comfort;        10 
Whose  high  exploits  and  honourable  deeds 
lugrateful  Rome  requilcs  with  foul  contempt. 
Be  bold  in  us:  we'll  follow  where  thou  lead'st. 
Like  stinging  bees  in  hottest  summer^s  day 
Led  by  their  master  to  the  flowered  fields, 
And  be  avenced  on  cursed  Tamora. 

AU  the  OotJis.  And  as  be  saith.  fo  say  we  all  with  him. 

Lue.  I  humbly  thank  him,  and  I  thank  you  all. 
But  who  comes  here,  led  by  a  lusty  Goth? 

Enter  a  Goth,  leading  Aaron  wWi  his  Child  in  his  arms. 

See.  Qotk.  Renowned  Lucius,  from  our  troops  I  Btray*d 
To  g^e  upon  a  ruinous  monastery;  21 

And,  as  I  earnestly  did  fix  mine  eye 
Upon  the  wasted  building,  suddenly 
I  heard  a  child  cry  underneath  a  wall. 
I  made  unto  the  noise;  when  soon  I  beard 
The  crying  babe  controll'd  with  this  discourse: 
*'  Peace,  tawny  slave,  half  mo  and  lialf  tliy  dam! 
Did  not  thy  hue  bewray  whose  brat  thou  art. 
Had  nature  lent  thee  but  thy  mother's  look, 
Villain,  thou  miglitst  have  been  an  emperor:  80 

But  where  the  bull  and  cow  are  both  milk-white, 
They  never  do  beget  a  coal-black  calf. 
Peace,  villain,  peace!" — even  thus  he  rates  the  babe, — 
•*  For  I  must  Iwnr  thee  to  a  trusty  Goth ; 
Who,  when  he  knows  thou  art  the  empress'  babe. 
Will  hold  thee  dearly  for  thy  mother's  sake." 
With  this,  my  weapon  drawn,  I  rush'd  upon  him. 
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Surprised  bim  suddenly,  and  brought  him  hither, 
To  use  as  you  think  needful  of  the  man. 

Luc.  O  worthy  Goth,  this  is  the  incarnate  devil  40 

That  robb'd  Andronicus  of  his  good  hand; 
This  is  the  pearl  that  pleased  ^vour  empress'  eye. 
And  here's  the  base  fruit  of  his  burning  lust. 
Say,  wall-eyed  slave,  whither  wouldst  ihou  convey 
This  growing  image  of  thy  fiend-Iikc  face? 
Why  dost  not  speak?  what,  deaf?  not  a  word? 
A  halter,  soldiers!  hang  him  on  this  tree. 
And  by  his  side  bis  fruit  of  bastardv. 

Aar,  Touch  not  the  bov;  he  is  of  royal  blood. 

Luc.  Too  like  the  sire  for  ever  bcin^  good.  50 

First  hang  the  child,  that  he  may  see  it  sprawl; 
A  sight  to  vex  the  father's  soul  withal 
Get  me  a  ladder.       [A  ladder  brought,  which  Aaron  u  made 

to  ascend. 

Aar.  Lucius,  save  the  child, 

And  bear  it  from  me  to  the  empress. 
If  thou  do  this,  I'll  show  thee  wondrous  things. 
That  highly  may  advantage  thee  to  hear: 
If  thou  wilt  not,  befall  what  may  befall, 
I'll  speak  no  more  but  "  Vengeance  rot  you  all!" 

Luc.  Say  on:  and  if  it  please  me  which  ihou  spcak'st. 
Thy  child  shall  live,  ami  1  will  see  it  nourish'd.  60 

Aar.  An  if  it  please  thee!  why,  r-ssure  thee,  Lucius, 

'will  vex  thy  soul  to  hear  what  I  shall  spteuk; 
For  I  must  talk  of  murders,  rapes  and  massacres, 
^Acts  of  black  night,  abominable  deeds, 
Domplots  of  mischief,  treason,  villanies 
luthful  to  hear,  yet  piteously  perform 'd: 
rAnd  this  shall  all  be  buried  by  my  death. 
Unless  thou  swear  to  mo  my  child  shall  live. 

Luc.  Tell  on  thy  mind;  I  say  thy  child  shall  live. 

Aar.  Swear  that  he  shall,  and  then  I  will  begin.  70 

Luc.  Who  should  I  swear  by?  thou  believest  no  god: 
That  granted,  how  canst  tiiou  believe  an  oath  ? 

Aar.  What  if  I  do  not?  as,  indeed,  I  do  not; 
Yet,  for  I  know  thou  art  religious 
And  hast  a  thing  within  thee  called  conscience, 
With  twenty  popish  tricks  and  ceremonies. 
Which  i  have  seen  thee  careful  to  observe. 
Therefore  I  urge  thy  oath ;  for  that  I  know 
An  idiot  holds  his  bauble  for  a  god 
And  keeps  the  oath  which  by  that  god  he  swears,  80 

To  that  I'll  urge  him:  therefore  thou  shalt  vow 
By  tliat  same  god,  what  god  soe'er  it  ba. 
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That  tlioti  adnrest  and  hnst  in  reverence, 

To  save  my  boy,  to  nourish  and  bring  him  up; 

Or  else  I  will  discover  nought  to  thee. 

Luc,  Even  by  my  uod  I  swear  to  thee  I  will. 

Aar.  First  know  thou,  I  begot  liim  on  the  empress. 

Lac.  O  most  insatiate  and  luxurious  woman! 

j\ar.  Tut,  Lucius,  this  was  but  a  deed  of  cfaiuritj 
To  that  whicli  thou  shalt  Jicar  of  me  anon.  90 

'Twas  her  two  sous  that  murder'd  Bassianas: 
Thev  cut  thy  sister's  tongue  and  ravish'd  lier 
And  cut  her  hands  and  trimm'd  her  as  thou  baw'sI. 

Luc.  O  detestable  villain!  call'st  thou  that  trimminc? 

Aar.  Why,  she  was  wash'd  and  cut  and  trimm'd,^  and 
'twas 
Trim  sport  for  them  that  had  the  doing  of  it. 

Luc.  O  barbarous,  beastly  villains,  like  thyself  I 
Aar.  Indeed,  1  was  their  tutor  to  instnict  them: 
That  codding  spirit  had  the^'fram  their  mother. 
As  sure  a  card  as  ever  won  ihe  set ;  100 

That  bloody  mind,  I  think,  they  learu'd  of  me, 
As  true  a  dog  as  ever  fought  at  head. 
Well ,  let  my  deeds  be  witness  of  my  worth. 
I  train'd  thy  brethren  to  that  guileful  hole 
AVhcre  the  dead  corpse  of  Bassianus  lay: 
I  wrote  the  letter  that  thy  father  found 
And  hid  the  gold  within  "the  letter  mention'd, 
Confederate  willi  the  queen  aud  her  two  sons: 
And  what  not  done,  that  thou  hast  caused  to  rue. 
Wherein  I  had  no  stroke  of  mischief  in  it?  110 

I  play'd  the  cheater  for  thy  father's  hand, 
And,  when  I  had  it,  drew  myself  apart 
And  almost  broke  my  heart  with  extreme  laughter: 
I  pry'd  me  through  the  crevice  of  a  wall 
When,  for  his  hand,  he  had  his  two  sons'  beads; 
Beheld  his  tears,  and  laugh'd  so  heartily. 
That  both  mine  eyes  were  rainy  like  to  his: 
And  when  I  told  the  empress  of  this  sport, 
She  swooned  almost  at  my  pleasing  tale. 
And  for  my  tidings  gave  me  twenty  kisses.  120 

First  Goth,  What,  canst  thou  say  all  this,  and  ncTcr 
blush? 

Aar.  Ay,  like  a  black  dog,  as  the  saying  is. 

Lne.  Art  thou  not  sorry  for  thcsi'  heinous  deeds? 

Aar.  Ay.  that  I  had  not  done  a  thousand  more. 
Even  now  1  curse  the  day — and  yet,  I  think, 
Few  come  witlun  the  compass  of  my  curse — 
Wherein  I  did  not  some  uotorious  ill, 
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As  kill  a  man,  or  else  devise  bis  death. 

Ravish  a  maid,  or  plot  the  way  to  do  it, 

Accuse  some  innocent  and  forswear  myself,  180 

Set  deadly  enmity  between  two  friends; 

4Make  poor  men's  cattle  break  their  necks; 

Set  tire  on  barns  and  hay^stacks  in  the  night, 

And  bid  tbe  owners  quench  ihem  with  their  tears. 

Oft  have  I  dlgg'd  up  dead  men  from  their  graves. 

And  set  them  upright  at  their  dear  friends'  doors. 

Even  when  their  sorrows  almost  were  forgot; 

And  on  their  skins,  as  on  the  bark  of  trees, 

H:ive  with  my  knife  carved  in  Roman  letters, 

•*  Let  not  your  sorrow  die,  though  I  am  dead."  140 

Tut,  I  have  done  a  thousand  dreadful  things 

As  willingly  as  one  would  kill  a  fly, 

And  nothing  grieves  me  heailily  indeed 

But  that  I  cannot  do  ten  thousand  more. 

Luc.  Bring  down  the  devil;  for  ho  must  not  die 
So  sweet  a  death  as  hanging  presently. 

Aar.  If  there  be  devils,  would  I  were  a  devil, 
To  live  and  burn  in  everlasting  Are, 
So  I  might  have  your  companjr  in  hell, 
But  to  torment  you  with  my  bitter  tongue!  150 

Luc.  Sirs,  stop  his  mouth,  and  let  him  speak  no  more. 

Enter  a  Go[h. 

Third  Ooth.  My  lord,  there  is  a  messenger  from  Rome 
Desires  to  be  admitted  to  your  presence. 
L^tc.  Let  him  come  near. 

Enter  ^hilius. 

Welcome,  iEmilius:  what's  the  news  from  Rome? 

JEmil.  lA>rd  Lucius,  and  you  princes  of  the  Ooths, 
*Tbo  Roman  emperor  greets  you  all  by  me; 
And,  for  he  understands  you  are  in  arms. 
He  craves  a  parley  at  your  father's  house. 
Willing  you  to  demand  your  hostages,  160 

And  they  shall  be  immediately  deliver'd. 

Fii^  thth.  What  says  our  general? 

Lue.  iESmilius,  let  the  emperor  give  his  pledges 
Unto  my  father  and  my  uncle  Marcus, 
And  we  will  come.    March  away.  [Exevnt, 
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Scene  II.    Eame.    Before  Titus's  house, 

ErvUi'  Tamoilv,  Demetrivb,  and  Chirok,  disguised. 

Tarn.  Thus,  in  this  strange  and  sad  habiliment, 
I  will  encounter  with  Andronicus, 
And  say  I  am  Revenge,  sent  from  below 
To  join  with  him  aud  right  his  heinous  wrongs. 
Knock  at  his  stud}',  wliere,  they  say,  he  keeps, 
To  ruminate  strange  plots  of  dire  revenue; 
Tell  him  Revenge  is  come  to  join  with  him, 
And  work  confusion  on  his  enemies.  V^^cy  kncck, 

ErUer  Titus,  ahote. 

Tit.  Who  doth  molest  my  contemplation? 
Is  it  your  trick  to  make  me  ope  the  cloor,  10 

That  so  my  sad  decrees  may  fly  away, 
And  all  my  study  be  to  no  effect? 
You  are  deceived :  for  what  I  mean  to  do 
See  here  in  bloody  lines  I  have  set  down ; 
And  what  is  written  shall  be  executed. 

Tam.  Titus,  I  am  come  to  talk  with  thee. 

2Yf.  No,  not  a  word ;  how  can  I  grace  my  talk, 
Wanting  a  hand  to  give  it  action? 
Thou  hast  the  odds  of  me;  therefore  no  more. 

Tam,  If  thou  didst  know  me,  thou  wouldest  talk  with 
me.  20 

Tit.  1  am  not  mad;  I  know  thee  well  enough: 
Witness  this  wretched  stump,  witness  these  crimson  lines; 
Witness  these  trenches  made  by  grief  and  care; 
Witness  tbe  tiring  day  and  heavy  night; 
Witness  all  sorrow,  that  I  know 'thee  well 
For  our  proud  empress,  mighty  Tamora:  < 

Is  not  thy  coming  for  my  other  hand? 

Tam.  Know,  thou  sacl  man,  I  am  not  Tamora; 
She  is  thy  enemy,  and  I  thy  friend : 

I  am  Revenge:  sent  from  the  infernal  kingdom,  80 

To  case  the  gnawing  vulture  of  thy  mind, 
By  working  wreakful  vengeance  on  thy  foes. 
Come  down,  and  welcome  me  to  this  world's  light; 
Confer  with  me  of  murder  and  of  death : 
There's  not  a  hollow  cave  or  lurking-place, 
No  vast  obscurity  or  misty  vale. 
Where  bloody  murder  or  detested  rape 
Can  couch  for  fear,  but  I  will  And  them  out; 
And  in  their  ears  tell  them  my  dreadful  name. 
Revenge,  which  makes  the  foul  offender  quake.  40 
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Tit.  Art  thou  Revenge?  and  art  thou  sent  to  me, 
To  be  a  torment  to  mine  enemies? 

Tarn.  I  am ;  therefore  come  down,  and  welcome  me. 

Tit.  Do  me  some  service,  ere  I  come  to  thee. 
Lo,  by  thy  side  where  Rape  and  Murder  stands; 
Now  give  some  surance  that  thou  art  Revenge, 
Stab  &em,  or  tear  them  on  tiiy  chariot  wheels; 
And  then  I'll  come  and  be  thy  waggoner. 
And  whirl  along  with  tbee  about  the  globe. 
Provide  thee  two  proper  palfreys,  black  as  jet,  50 

To  hale  thy  vengeful  waggon  swift  away. 
And  find  our  murderers  in  their  guilty  caves: 
And  when  thy  car  is  loaden  with  their  heads, 
I  will  dismount,  and  by  the  waggon- wheel 
Trot,  like  a  servile  footman,  all  day  long. 
Even  from  Hyperion's  rising  in  the  east 
Until  his  very  downfall  in  the  sea: 
And  day  by  day  I'll  do  this  heavy  task, 
So  thou  destroy  Rapine  and  Murder  there. 

Tarn.  These  are  my  ministers,  and  come  with  me.        60 

TU.  Are  these  thy  ministers?  what  are  they  call'd? 

Tarn.  Rapine  and  Murder;  therefore  called  so, 
Cause  they  take  vengeance  of  such  kind  of  men. 

Tit.  Good  Lord,  how  like  the  empress'  sons  they  are! 
And  you,  the  empress!  but  we  worldly  men 
Have  miserable,  mad,  mistaking  eyes. 

0  sweet  Revenge,  now  do  I  come  to  thee; 

And,  if  one  arm's  embracement  will  content  thee, 

1  will  embrace  thee  in  it  by  and  by.  [JEkeU  abate. 

Tarn.  This  closing  with  him  fits  his  lunacy:  70 

Whate'er  I  forge  to  feed  his  brain-sick  tits. 
Do  you  uphold  and  maintain  in  your  speeches. 
For  now  lie  firmly  takes  me  for  Revenge; 
And,  being  credulous  is  this  mad  thought, 
I'll  make  him  send  for  Lucius  his  son ; 
And.  whilst  I  at  a  banquet  hold  him  sure, 
I'll  find  some  cunning  practice  out  of  hand, 
Vo  scatter  and  disperse  the  giddy  Goths, 
Or,  at  the  least,  make  them  his  enemies. 
See,  here  he  comes,  and  I  must  ply  my  theme.  80 

Enter  Trrus  heJow. 

Tit.  Lonff  have  I  been  forlorn,  and  all  for  thee: 
Welcome,  dread  Fury,  to  my  woful  house: 
Rapine  and  Murder,  you  are  welcome  too. 
How  like  the  empress  and  her  sons  you  arel 
Well  are  you  fitted,  had  you  but  a  Moor: 
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Gould  not  all  licll  afford  you  such  a  devil? 

For  well  I  wot  the  empress  never  wags 

But  in  her  company  there  is  a  Moor; 

And,  would  you  represent  our  queen  aright, 

It  were  convenient  you  had  such  a  devil:  9Q 

But  welcome,  as  you  are.    What  shall  we  do? 

Tain.  What  wouldst  thou  have  us  do,  Andronicus? 

Dejn.  Show  me  a  murderer,  1*11  deal  with  him. 

Chi.  Show  me  a  villain  that  hath  done  a  rape, 
And  I  am  sent  to  be  revenged  on  him. 

Tarn.  Show  me  a  thousand  that  have  done  thee  wrong. 
And  I  will  be  revenged  on  them  all. 

Tit  Look  round  about  the  wicked  streets  of  Rome; 
And  when  thou  flnd'st  a  man  that's  like  thyself, 
Good  Murder,  stab  him;  he's  a  murderer.  100 

Gk>  thou  with  him;  and  when  it  is  thy  hap 
To  find  another  that  is  like  to  thee. 
Good  Rapine,  stab  him;  he's  a  ravisher. 
Go  thou  with  them:  and  in  the  emperor's  court 
There  is  a  queen,  attended  by  a  Moor; 
Well  mayst  thou  know  her  by  thy  own  proportion, 
For  up  and  down  she  doth  resemble  thee: 
I  pray  thee,  do  on  tlicm  some  violent  death; 
They  have  been  violent  to  me  and  mine. 

I(im.  Well  hast  thou  lesson 'd  us;  this  shall  wo  do.     110 
But  would  it  please  thee,  good  Andronicus, 
To  send  for  Lucius,  thy  thrice- valiant  son. 
"Who  leads  towards  Rome  a  band  of  warlike  Gotha, 
And  bid  him  come  and  banquet  at  thy  house; 
When  he  is  here,  even  at  thy  solemn  feast, 
I  will  bring  in  the  empress  and  Iter  sons, 
The  emperor  himself  and  all  thy  foes; 
And  at  thy  mercy  shall  they  stoop  and  kneel. 
And  on  them  shalt  thou  ease  thv  angr}*^  heart. 
What  says  Andronicus  to  this  device?  180 

2'H.  Alarcus,  my  brother  I  'tis  sad  Titus  calls. 

Enter  Mahcus. 

Go,  gentle  Marcus,  to  thy  nephew  Lucius; 

Thou  shalt  inquire  him  out  among  the  Goths: 

Bid  him  repair  to  me,  and  bring  with  him 

Some  of  the  chicfcst  princes  of  the  Goths; 

Bid  him  encamp  his  soldiers  where  thoy  arc: 

Tell  him  the  emperor  and  the  empress  too 

Feast  at  my  house,  and  he  shall  feast  \yith  Uiem. 

This  do  thou  for  my  love;  and  so  let  him, 

As  he  regards  his  aged  father's  life.  190 
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Marc.  This  will  I  do,  and  soon  return  again.  [.Ewt 

Tarn.  Now  will  I  hence  about  thy  business, 
And  take  my  ministers  along  with  me. 

lit.  Xay,  nay,  let  Rape  and  Murder  stay  with  me; 
Or  else  I'll  cairmy  brother  back  a^in, 
And  cleave  to  no  revenge  but  Lucius. 

Tarn.  [Adde  to  her  sons']  What  say  you,  boys?  will  yoa 
bide  with  him, 
Whiles  I  go  tell  my  lord  the  emperor 
How  I  have  governed  our  determined  jest? 
Yield  to  his  humour,  smooth  and  speak  him  fair,  140 

And  tarry  with  him  till  I  turn  again. 

Tit.  [Aside]  I  know  them  all,  though  they  suppose  me 
mad, 
And  will  o'erreach  them  in  their  own  devices: 
A  pair  of  cursed  hell-hounds  and  their  dam  I 

Bern.  Madam,  depart  at  pleasure;  leave  us  here. 

Tarn.  Farewell,  Andronkjus:  Revenge  now  goes 
To  lay  a  complot  to  betray  thy  foes. 

Tit.  I  know  thou  dost;  and,  sweet  Revenge,  farewell. 

{Exit  TaTnorct. 

Chi.  Tell  us,  old>man,  how  shall  we  be  employed? 

TU.  Tut,  I  have  work  enough  for  vou  to  do.  150 

Publius,  come  hither,  Caius,  and  Valentine ! 

Enter  Publius  and  others. 

Pub.  What  is  your  will? 

Tit.  Know  you  these  two? 

Pub.  The  empress*  sons,  I  take  them,  Chiron  and  De- 
metrius. 

TO.'  Fie,  Publius,  flel  thou  art  too  much  deceived; 
The  one  is  Murder,  Rape  is  the  other's  name; 
And  therefore  bind  them,  gentle  Publius. 
Caius  and  Valentine,  lay  hands  on  them. 
Oft  have  you  heard  me  wish  for  such  an  hour,  160 

And  now  I  find  it;  therefore  bind  them  sure. 
And  stop  their  mouths,  if  they  begin  to  cry.  [Exit 

[Pahlim,  dsc.  lay  hM  on  Chiron  and  Demetrius. 

Thi.  Villains,  forbear!  we  are  the  empress*  sons. 

Pub.  And  therefore  do  we  what  we  are  commanded. 
Stop  close  their  mouths,  let  them  not  speak  a  word. 
Is  he  sure  bound?  look  that  you  bind  them  fast. 

Be-enier  Titus,  with  Lavinia;  he  bearing  a  knife,  and  she 

a  basin. 

Tit.  Come,  come,  Lavinia;  look,  thy  foes  are  bound. 
Sirs,  stop  their  mouths,  let  them  not  speak  to  me; 

Shae.  n.— 81 
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But  let  them  hear  whnt  fearful  words  I  utter. 

O  villains,  Chiron  and  Demetrius!  170 

Mere  slanfls  the  spring  whom  jou  have  s1nin*d  with  mud. 

This  /foodly  summer  with  your  winter  mix'd. 

You  kiird  lier  husband,  and  for  that  vile  fault 

Two  of  her  brothers  wore  condemn*d  to  death, 

My  hand  cut  off  and  made  a  merry  jest ; 

Both  lier  sweet  hands,  her  tongue,  and  that  more  dear 

Tiian  liands  or  tongue,  her  spotlcRS  cluistity, 

Inhuman  traitors,  you  constrained  and  forced. 

What  would  you  say,  if  1  should  let  you  speak? 

Villains,  for  shame  you  could  not  beg  for  grace.  180 

Ilurk,  wretches!  how  I  mean  to  martyr  you. 

This  one  hand  yet  is  left  to  cut  your  throats, 

Whilst  that  L&vinia  Uween  her  stumps  doth  hold 

The  basin  that  receives  your  guilty  blood. 

You  know  your  mother  means  to  feast  with  mc. 

And  calls  herself  Reven^,  and  thinks  me  mad: 

Hark,  villains!  I  will  grind  your  bones  to  dust 

And  with  your  blood  and  it  Til  make  a  paste, 

And  of  the  paste  a  coffin  I  will  rear 

And  make  two  pasties  of  your  shameftil  heads,  190 

And  bid  that  strumpet,  your  unhallow'd  dam. 

Like  to  the  earth  swallow  her  own  increase. 

This  is  the  feast  that  I  have  bid  her  to, 

And  this  the  banquet  she  shall  surfeit  on; 

For  worse  than  Pliilomel  you  used  my  daughter. 

And  worse  than  Progne  I  will  be  revenged: 

And  now  prepare  your  throats.    Lavinia,  come. 

[He  cuts  their  Ihroala^ 
Receive  the  blood:  ond  when  that  they  are  dead. 
Let  me  go  grind  their  bones  to  powder  small 
And  with  this  hateful  li(|uor  temper  it;  900 

And  in  that  paste  let  their  vile  heads  be  baked. 
Come,  come,  ha  every  one  officious 
To  make  this  banquet;  which  I  wish  may  prove 
More  stern  and  bloody  than  the  Centaurs'  feast. 
So,  now  bring  them  in,  for  I'll  play  the  cook. 
And  see  them  ready  'gainst  their  mother  comes. 

[Exeunt,  bearinj  tftc  dead  bodies. 


Scene  III.     Court  of  Titus'^  Jiouie,    A  banqiMt  ut  out. 

Enter  Lucius,  Marcus,  and  €k>ths,  with  Aaboh' pri9one9\ 

Ltte.  Uncle  Marcus,  since  it  is  my  father's  mind 
That  I  repair  to  Rome,  I  am  content. 


ecENE  III.]         TITUS  ANDRONICUS  M3 

First  Ooth,  And  ours  Tvith  thine,  befall  what  fortune 
will. 

Lnc.  Good  uncle,  take  you  in  this  barbarous  Moor, 
Tliia  ravenous  tiger,  this  accursed  devil, 
Let  him  receive  no  sustenance,  fetter  him. 
Till  he  be  brought  unto  the  empress'  face, 
For  testimony  of  her  foul  proceedings: 
And  see  the  ambush  of  our  friends  be  strong; 
I  fear  the  emperor  means  no  good  to  us.  10 

Aar.  Some  devil  whisper  curses  In  mine  ear, 
And  prompt  me,  that  mv  tongue  may  utter  forth 
The  venomous  malice  of  my  swelling  heart! 

Luc.  Away,  inhuman  dog!  unhallow'd  slave! 
Sirs,  help  our  uncle  to  convey  him  in. 

[Exeunt  GoVui,  irith  Aaron.    Flourish  toithin. 
The  trumpets  show  the  emperor  is  at  hand. 

Filter  Satubninus  a  fid  Tamora,  wUIi  Mmuaub,  Tribunes, 

Senators,  and  ot/iers. 

Sat.  What,  hath  the  firmament  more  snns  than  one? 

Luc.  What  boots  it  thee  to  call  thyself  a  stm? 

Marc.  Rome's  emperor,  and  nephew,  break  the  parle; 
These  quarrels  must  be  quietly  debated.  20 

The  feast  is  ready,  which  the  careful  Titus 
Hath  ordain'd  to  an  honourable  end. 
For  peace,  for  love,  for  league,  and  good  to  Rome: 
Please  vou,  therefore,  draw  nigh,  and  take  your  places. 

Sat.  Marcus,  we  will. 

[Hautboys  sound.     Tlie  Company  sit  down  at  table. 

Enter  Titus  dressed  like  a  Cook,  Lavixia  mfcd,  yoking  Lu- 
cius, and  others.    Titus  places  the  dislies  on  the  (able. 

Tit.  Welcome,  my  gracious  lord;  welcome,  dread  queen. 
Welcome,  ye  warlike  Goths;  welcome,  Lucius; 
And  welcome,  all:  although  the  cheer  be  poor, 
'Twill  fill  your  stomachs;  please  you  eat  of  it. 

Sat.  Why  art  thou  thus  attired,  Andronicus?  80 

Tit.  Because  I  would  be  sure  to  have  all  well. 
To  entertain  your  highness  and  your  empress. 

Tarn.  We  are  beholding  to  you,  good  Andronicus. 

Tit.  An  if  your  highness  knew  my  heart,  you  were. 
"My  lord  the  emperor,  resolve  me  this: 
Was  it  well  done  of  rash  Virgin ius 
To  slay  his  daughter  with  his  own  right  hand. 
Because  she  was  enforced,  stain'd,  and  defiower'df 

Sat.  It  was,  Andronicus. 

Tit.  Your  reason,  mighty  lord?  40 
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Sat.'  Because  the  girl  should  not  survive  lier  shame. 
And  by  her  presence  still  renew  his  sorrows. 

W.  A  reason  mighty,  strong,  and  effectual ; 
A  pattern,  precedent,  and  lively  w^arrant, 
For  me,  most  wretched,  to  perform  the  like. 
Die,  die,  Lavinia,  and  thy  shame  with  thee; 

-^  [Kills  Latinia. 

And,  with  thy  shame,  thy  father's  sorrow  die! 

Sat.  JSUiAt  hast  thou  done,  unnatural  and  unkind? 

Tit.  Kiird  her,  for  whom  my  tears  have  made  me  blind.  ' 
I  am  as  woful  as  Virginias  was,  50 

And  have  a  thousand  times  more  cause  than  he 
To  do  this  outrage:  and  it  now  is  done. 

Sal.  What,  was  she  ravish'd?  tell  who  did  the  dped. 

lit.  Wiirt  please  you  eat?  will*t  please  your  highness 
feed? 

Tarn.  Why  hast  thou  slain  thine  only  daughter  thus? 

Tit.  Not  I;  'twas  Chiron  and  Demetrius: 
Thcv  ravish'd  her,  and  cut  away  her  toninie; 
And  they,  'twas  they,  that  did  her  all  this  wrong. 

Sat.  Go  fetch  them  hither  to  us  presently. 

Tit.  Why,  there  they  are  both,  baked  iu  that  pie;        60 
Whereof  their  mother  daintily  hath  fed. 
Eating  the  flesh  that  she  herself  hath  bred, 
'Tis  true,  'tis  true;  witness  my  knife's  sharp  point. 

[KUU  Tamora. 

Sat.  Die,  frantic  wretch,  for  this  accursed  deed ! 

[Kills  Titus. 

Luc.  Can  the  son's  eye  behold  his  father  bleed?  ^ 
There's  meed  for  meed,  death  for  a  deadly  deed! 

[Kills,Saiur7Unus.    A  great  tumult.    Lucius,  Marats, 

and  others  go  up  into  the  baleonif. 

Jifare.  You  sad-faced  men,  people  and  sons  of  Rome, 
By  uproar  sever'd,  like  a  flight  of  fowl 
Rcatter'd  by  winds  and  high  tempestuous  gusts, 
O.  lot  me  teach  you  how  to  knit  again  70 

This  scatter'd  corn  into  one  mutual  sheaf. 
These  broken  limbs  again  into  oncl)odv; 
Lest  Rome  herself  be  bane  unto  herself. 
And  she  whom  mighty  kingdom's  court'sy  to, 
Like  a  forlorn  and  desperate  castaway, 
Do  shameful  execution  on  herself. 
But  if  my  frosty  signs  and  chaps  of  age. 
Grave  witnesses  of  true  experience, 
Cannot  induce  you  to  attend  my  words, 
[To  Lucius]  Speak,  Rome's  dear  friend^  as  erst  our  ances- 
tor, 80 
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When  with  bis  solemn  tongue  he  did  discourse 

To  love-sick  Dido's  sad  attending  ear. 

The  story  of  that  baleful  burning  ni^t 

When  subtle  Greeks  surprised  King  Priam's  Troy, 

Tell  us  what  Sinon  hath  bewitch'd  our  ears. 

Or  who  hath  brought  the  fatal  engine  in 

That  gives  our  Troy,  our  Rome,  the  civil  wound. 

My  heart  is  not  compact  of  flint  nor  steel; 

Nor  can  I  utt^r  all  our  bitter  grief, 

But  floods  of  tears  will  drown  my  oratory,  90' 

And  break  my  utterance,  even  in  the  time 

When  it  should  move  you  to  attend  me  most, 

Lending  your  kind  commiseration. 

Here  is  a  captain,  let  liim  tell  the  tale; 

Your  hearts  will  throb  and  weep  to  hear  him  speak. 

Luc.  Then,  noble  auditory,  be  it  known  to  you, 
That  cursed  Chiron  and  Demetrius 
Were  they  that  murdered  our  emperor's  brother; 
And  they  it  were  that  ravished  our  sister: 
For  their  fell  faults  our  brothers  were  beheaded;  100 

Our  father's  tears  despised,  and  basely  cozen'd 
Of  that  true  hand  that  fought  Rome's  quarrel  out, 
And  sent  her  on:*:nies  unto  the  grave. 
Lastly,  myself  unkindly  banished, 
IThe  gates  shut  on  me,  and  turn'd  weeping  out, 
{To  beg  relief  among  Rome's  enemies; 
[Who  drown'd  their  enmity  in  my  true  tears, 
|And  oped  their  arms  to  embrace  me  as  a  friend. 
I  am  the  turned  forth,  be  it  known  to  you, 
Tliat  have  preserved  her  welfare  in  my  blood;  110 

And  from  her  bosom  took  the  enemy's  point. 
Sheathing  the  steel  in  my  adventurous  body. 
Alas,  you  know  I  am  no  vaunter,  I; 
My  scars  can  witness,  dumb  although  they  are, 
That  my  report  is  just  and  full  of  truth. 
But,  soft!  methinks  I  do  digress  too  much. 
Citing  my  worthless  praise:  O,  pardon  me: 
For  when  no  friends  are  by,  men  praise  tl9nselves. 

Marc,  Now  is  my  turn  Vo  speak.     Behold  this  child: 

[Pointi}ig  to  the  Child  in  iJic  amis  of  an  Attendant. 
Of  this  was  Tamora  delivered ;  130 

The  issue  of  an  irreliffious  Moor, 
Chief  architect  and  plotter  of  these  woes: 
The  villain  is  alive  in  Titus'  house, 
f  Damn'd  as  he  is,  to  witness  this  is  true. 
Now  Judge  what  cause  had  Titus  to  revenge 
These  wrongs,  unspeakable,  past  patience, 
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Or  more  Ibmi  any  living  man  conld  honr. 

Now  you  have  lieard  the  initli,  whMt  say  yon,  I^omanst 

lluveVe  done  aught  amiss, — show  us  wherein, 

And,  from  the  pinee  where  yon  ])ehold  us  now,  180 

The  poor  remainder  of  Andronici 

Will,  hand  in  hand,  all  hendlong  cast  us  down, 

And  on  the  ragged  stones  h(  at  forth  our  brains. 

And  make  a  mutual  closure  of  our  house. 

Speak,  llomans,  speak;  and  if  vou  say  wc  shall, 

Lo,  hand  in  hand,  Lucius  and  I  will  fall. 

j^tnil.  Come,  come,  thou  reverend  man  of  Rome, 
And  bring  our  empemr  gently  in  thy  hand, 
Lucius  our  emperor;  for  well  I  know 
The  common  voice  do  cry  it  shall  be  so.  140 

All.  Lucius,  all  Iiail,  Rrtme*s  royal  emperor! 

Mair.  Go,  go  into  old  Titus'  sorrowful  house, 

[To  Attendants. 
And  hither  hale  that  misbelieving  Moor, 
To  be  adjudged  some  direful  sluughtering  death, 
As  punishment  for  his  most  wicked  life. 

[Exeunt  Attendants. 

Lucius,  Marcus,  and  tJie  others  descend. 

An.  Lucius,  all  hail,  Rome's  gracious  governor! 

Luc.  Thanks,  gentle  Romans:  may  I  govern  so, 
To  heal  Rome's  harms,  and  wipe  away  her  woe! 
But,  gentle  people,  give  me  aim  awhile, 
For  nature  puts  me  to  a  heavy  task:  150 

Stand  all  aloof:  b«t,  uncle,  draw  you  near. 
To  shed  obsequious  tears  upon  this  trunk. 
O,  take  this  warm  kiss  on  thy  pale  cold  Hps, 

[Kissing  Titus, 
Tliese  sorrowful  drops  upon  thy  bloodstain d  face. 
The  last  true  duties  of  thy  noble  son! 

Mare.  Tear  for  tear,  and  loving  kiss  for  kiss. 
Thy  brother  Marcus  tenders  on  thy  lips: 
O,  were  the  sum  of  these  that  I  should  pny 
Countless  and  infinite,  yet  would  I  pay  them! 

Luc.  Come  hither,  boy;  come,  come,  and  learn  of  us  160 
To  melt  in  showers:  thy  grandsire  loved  thee  well: 
Many  a  time  he  dancedthee  on  his  knee. 
Sung  thee  asleep,  his  loving  breast  thy  pillow; 
Many  a  matter  hath  he  told  to  thee. 
Meet  and  agreeing  with  thine  infancy; 
In  that  respect,  then,  like  a  loving  child, 
Shed  yet  some  small  drops  from  tliy  tender  spring; 
Because  kind  nature  doth  require  it  so: 
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Friends  should  associate  friends  in  grief  and  "woe: 

Bid  liiin  farewell;  comrait  bim  to  the  grave;  170 

Do  him  that  kindness,  and  take  leave  of  him. 

Young  Luc.  O  grandsire,  grandsire!  even  with  all  my 
heart 
Would  1  were  dead,  so  you  did  live  again! 

0  Loixl,  I  cannot  speak  to  him  for  weeping; 
My  tears  will  choke  me,  if  I  ope  my  mouth*. 

Be-enter  Attendants  vnth  Aaron. 

JEm.  You  sad  Andronici,  have  done  with  woes: 
Give  sentence  on  this  execrable  wretch, 
That  hath  been  breeder  of  these  dire  events. 

Luc,  Set  him  breast-deep  in  earth,  and  famish  him; 
There  let  him  stand,  and  rave,  and  cry  for  food:  180 

If  any  one  relieves  or  pities  him, 
For  the  offence  he  dies.     This  is  our  doom: 
Some  stay  to  sec  him  fastened  in  the  earth. 

Aar.  O,  why  should  wrath  be  mute,  and  fury  dumb? 

1  am  no  baby,  I,  that  with  base  prayers 
I  should  repent  the  evils  I  have  done: 
Ten  tiibusand  worse  than  ever  yet  I  did 
Would  I  perform,  if  I  might  have  my  will:  j 
If  one  good  deed  in  all  my  life  I  did,  \ 
I  do  repent  it  from  my  very  soul.                                     190  | 

Luc   Sonie  loving  friends  convey  the  emperor  hence,  j 

And  give  him  burial  in  his  father's  grave: 
My  father  and  Lavinia  shall  forthwith 
Be  closed  in  our  household's  monument. 
As  for  that  heinous  tiger,  Tamora, 
Ko  funeral  rite,  nor  man  in  mounnng  weeds, 
No  mournful  bell  shall  ring  her  burial; 
But  throw  her  forth  to  beasts  and  birds  of  prey: 
Her  life  was  beast-like,  and  devoid  of  pity; 
And,  being  so,  shall  have  like  want  of  pity.  200 

See  justice  done  on  Aaron,  that  damn'd  3ioor, 
By  whom  our  heavy  haps  liad  their  beginning: 
Then,  afterwards,  to  order  well  the  state, 
That  like  events  may  ne'er  it  ruinate.  [Exeunt, 
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